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PREFACE

A LEADING American man of letters in the first third of
the twentieth century, Paul Elmer More has been praised, dis-
paraged, and disinterestedly discussed as an editor, a classicist,
a critic of literature and society, a teacher, a humanist, a Pla-
tonist, and a Christian theologian, not to mention his minor
activities as poet, novelist, biographer, and orientalist. Though
in private life he was an admirable relation, friend, and col-
league, even those closest to him, acquainted with the outline
of his career and with the facets of his character discernible in
their association, had little means of obtaining a reasonably full
and intimate account of his personality.

Apart from other causes this was due to his reserve and
independence and to the complexity of his nature. Though
honored by those who appreciated his abilities, he came nearest
to general notice in 1930, when he was mentioned as a possible
recipient of a Nobel Prize in literature and when he was drawn
into the flurry caused by the publication of Humanism and
America. For decades he had fought against naturalism for
distinctively human values and had prompted others to do so,
but a few years before he was hailed as a leader of humanism
he had, while endorsing it as far as it went, moved on to theism,
When his early Calvinistic piety succumbed to rationalism and
romanticism, he came under the influence of medieval and
Vedantic mysticism and passed through a phase of vague re-
ligiosity before ending in a blend of Anglicanism, Buddhism,
and Platonism. He has been called the finest English-speaking
critic of ideas, literature, and religion since Coleridge, Matthew
Armold, and Newman. In religion he could, on account of his
reverence for spiritual realities as he apprehended them, sub-
scribe without reservation to no prevailing creed; despite the
catholicity of learning and taste in his Shelburne Essays, he was
more a moralist than a literary critic in the narrower meaning
of the words; and that traditional moralism made him less a
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detached and widely piercing than a sincere and frequently
sound thinker. Tradition, however, did not shackle his indi-
vidualism; his Platonism, for example, was as uniquely his own
as were his approaches to literature and religion. In short, when
anything deeply concerned him, disregarding the usual labels
and categories he courageously followed his feelings and convic-
tions. His distinction came from within rather than from any
occupation or position that he adorned.

This volume would chart the main course of his inner life
against a rough chronicle of his daily doings, in the hope that
the data thus assembled may serve those inclined to interpret
them. When practicable, his own words have been used in pref-
erence to others for their generally greater authority, grace, and
immediacy, and as a means of offering a selection of extracts
from his correspondence.

It has been infeasible to do equal justice to his books, few
of which are now in print. Unfortunately far more quotation
from them than could here be indulged in would be necessary
to convey their substance to a generation that has been unable
to obtain and read them. Apart from a clue to their contents,
most of the material in the Shelburne Essays and The Greek
Tradition has had to be ignored in favor of scattered passages
showing the thread of his noetic life as distinguished from his
wide-ranging erudition. Nevertheless his works, which first made
him partially known, may themselves be better understood as
expressions (as the more important of them were) of a char-
acter memorable for a high degree of frankness, wisdom, and
integrity. The record of such a man in grappling with serious
artistic, ethical, philosophical, and religious subjects, in trying
to strike a balance between the constructive and the destructive
forces in his nature, may provoke and reward thought even in
those least congenial to his temperament, methods, and con-
clusions.

Because attention to the development of his inner life makes
that topic loom larger in his consciousness than it did among
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his varied interests and warm sympathies, as far as compatible
with that central theme many of his traits great and small are
here included, in order to present him in the round and at his
average or better. The conflicting responses that he evoked
proves how difficult it is to write about him without intrusive
subjectivity; but the duty to weigh as well as to depict him has
in this book been largely performed by Mr. More himself,
whose introspection—often keener than criticism from without
—in the course of time tended to reveal to him the strengths
and weaknesses of his personality that others would observe.

Childhood and youth having languages of their own, what he
wrote has been copied as exactly as possible in the first chapter.
Thereafter in heretofore unprinted matter hasty abbreviations
and obvious errors have been silently corrected to conform to
the rather flexible standards he adopted in preparing his manu-
scripts for publication.

Brevity and avoidance of confusion or of repetition account
for most of the deletions. Now and then a phrase likely to offend
someone as an individual rather than as a representative of a
group or of a point of view has been dropped without substan-
tial distortion; for sharp as Mr. More’s words could be and
severe his judgement, he was notably free of personal ill will.
Also, very rarely, it has seemed right to prevent the identifica-
tion of certain people, though this necessitated the omission of
episodes unusual but indicative of the quality of his heart and
mind. A slight acquaintance of his, for instance, on going in-
sane sought asylum in Mr. More’s house. His host, after per-
suading him to see a doctor, instead of hurrying the intruder
to a hospital with humiliating publicity for his guest, treated him
like an unhappy member of his family, until relatives came for
him a few days later.

As scarcely a fact or idea or expression follows for which
someone has not already been thanked (though none can be
blamed for the use to which his or her gift has been put), the
omission of the sources of several quotations and paraphrases
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is due not to negligence, ingratitude, or plagiarism, but to the
informants’ stated or presumed desire for privacy. As a rule
they were willing that whatever they said or wrote should be
published, provided attention was not attracted to themselves.
For this reason they usually asked that the comments with
which Mr. More continually encouraged his friends in their
undertakings be left out; and this has ordinarily been done,
with the result of presenting a slightly better picture of his dis-
crimination than of his affection. Eventually most of the ma-
terial on which this book is based and much more not currently
known or available will probably find its way from its present
possessors into libraries (that of Princeton University being par-
ticularly appropriate), where whatever is now dark will then
be light.

You could not read these pages without the gracious per-
mission of Mr. More’s daughters, Mrs. Harry B. Fine and Mrs.
E. Gilbert Dymond, to publish letters under their control; with-
out the recollections and information they unstintingly provided;
and without their kindness in supplying, among masses of other
papers, the letters he received from Dean Louis Trenchard
More, who furnished the other half of the fraternal correspond-
ence and reminiscences of great value, enriched by those of his
daughter, Miss Catherine Elmer More, now Mrs. Douglas W.
Olcott. Mrs. Edward Anson More was among the few people
then living who remembered her brother in his infancy, child-
hood, and youth; she assisted also, with her son Mr. Lucius
Elmer More, as an enthusiastic and expert guide to houses,
schools, and other places in St. Louis, where Paul Elmer More
passed most of his first twenty-eight years.

Others (several no longer with us) to whom thanks are due
for hitherto unpublished material by, to, or concerning Mr. More
and printed in this volume are The Atlantic Monthly, Mrs. Irving
Babbitt, Professor Maurice Baum, Reverend Bernard Iddings
Bell, Mrs. Joseph Colt Bloodgood, Mrs. Archibald A. Bowman,
Reverend Richard W. Boynton, the Trustees of Bryn Mawr
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College, Professor P. R. Coleman-Norton, Mr. Seward B. Col-
lins, Columbia University, Miss Mary Gates Cone, Mr. Samuel
P. Cowardin, Jr., Mr. S. E. Dubbel, Mr. T. S. Eliot, Professor
George Roy Elliott, Professor Norman Foerster, Mrs. Prosser
Hall Frye, Reverend George E. Ganss, S. J., Miss Marie R.
Garesché, Dean Christian Gauss, Professor Marcus Selden Gold-
man, Professor James L. Hagerty, Harvard University, Henry
Holt and Company, Miss Sylvia Holt, Dean Lynn Harold
Hough, Houghton Mifflin Company, Professor Percy H. Hous-
ton, University of Illinois, Dr. Thomas H. Lanman, Dr. Folke
Leander, University of Leeds, Professor C. S. Lewis, Professor
Frank Jewett Mather, Jr., Reverend Cyril N. McKinnon, S. I,
Mr. Robert Elmer More, Reverend Hugh H.F.O. Morton,
Professor Edward DeLos Myers, Miss Erna Obermeier, Ox-
ford University Press, Professor William Lyon Phelps, Mr.
Lawrence E. Philbrook, Mr. Carr W. Pritchett, Mr. Philip
S. Richards, Professor Robert Shafer, Mrs. Stuart Pratt Sher-
man, Professor Norman Kemp Smith, Professor William Mode
Spackman, Professor Alan Reynolds Thompson, Professor
Willard Thorp, Professor William P. Trent, Mr. Paul F.
Vaka, Professor Austin Warren, and Mr. John Frederick Wolf-
enden.

Though many others have supplied indispensable but either
not directly or lengthily quoted information, some among them,
not listed above, for their special pains deserve more than a
private expression of appreciation: Professor David F. Bowers,
Reverend Rockwell S. Brank, Mr. James M. Breckenridge, Mr.
James A. Carr, Professor Edward F. D’Arms, Mr. Vest Davis,
Reverend William G. Eliot, Jr., Professor Warner Fite, Profes-
sor Theodore M. Greene, Mr. J. Hugo Grimm, Mrs. W. A.
Hawkins, Professor Asher E. Hinds, Mrs. Hamilton Holt, Mr.
William E. Mills, Mr. Hoffman Nickerson, Professor Robert
Scoon, Professor J. Duncan Spaeth, Reverend John Martin
Thomas, and Mr. William C. Vandewater.

Grateful mention should be made of the kind help of Mr.
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and Mrs. Harry B. Fine, Mrs. Alfred Brooks Merriam, and
the Princeton University Press in suggesting ways to improve
this book while it was in manuscript; of the courtesy of Mr.
More’s daughters and the Press in permitting the use of many
pages under their copyrights; and of the permission of Houghton
Mifflin Company, G. P. Putnam’s Sons, and the Society for
Promoting Christian Knowledge to quote from their publica-
tions.
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ST. LOUIS (1864-1888)

EDWARD ELMER (believed to be a grandson of John
Aylmer, or Elmer, consecrated bishop of London in 1568)
helped his minister, Thomas Hooker, to found Hartford, Con-
necticut. Edward’s grandson, Daniel Elmer, taught and preached
in New England and New Jersey. Daniel’s son, another Daniel,
renouncing his father’s Congregationalism or Presbyterianism
and becoming a Baptist, disinherited any of his children who
might aid or abet Presbyterianism—an invitation to defiance
that, with typical Elmer independence or self-will, most of them
accepted. One of these, Ebenezer Elmer, of Cedarville and
Bridgeton, New Jersey, who served seven years in the Revolu-
tion, practised medicine, was speaker in the state legislature,
a member of the House of Representatives, a brigadier-general
in the New Jersey militia, and for several years a judge, re-
marked in his old age: “However much, amidst the alluring
vanities of the world, I deviated from Christian integrity, the
Bible was ever precious to me, and I can heartily recommend
it to others as containing all things necessary to make us wise
unto salvation, and to lead us safely through life.”* His only son,
Lucius Quintius Cincinnatus Elmer, an officer in the War of
1812, a member of the twenty-eighth Congress, and attorney
general and justice of the Supreme Court of New Jersey, saw
with some dismay the third of his four daughters—Katharine
Hay Elmer, a short, dark, sensitive, retiring girl with well cut
features—married in 1846 to Enoch Anson More.

This blond, blue-eyed man of muscular medium build with a

1 Genealogy of the Elmer and the More Families, compiled by L.Q.C.
Elmer, with additions by Brookes More, Boston (Cornhill Publishing
Co.), 1930, p. 60, History of the Early Settlement and Progress of Cum-
berland County, New Jersey; and of the Currency of This and the Ad-

joining Colonies, by L.Q.C. Elmer, Bridgeton, N.J. (George F. Nixon,
publisher), 1869, also provides information about the Elmers.
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gift for drawing and mathematics, an appreciation of painting,
sculpture, music, and poetry, and a longing to be an architect,
which was thwarted by the necessity of doing something more
practical, had little apart from his personal qualities to com-
mend him to the Elmers. His father, Enoch Hudson More, of
Bridgeton, a Presbyterian elder, owner of a woolen mill, and a
member of the New Jersey state senate in 1844, never saw his
own father, Enoch Moore (as it was then spelt), who died of
black fever in a camp of the Continental Army near Philadel-
phia.

The young couple, fervent Calvinists, in 1859 followed their
minister, James H. Brookes, from Dayton, Ohio, where Enoch
Anson More’s business of buying, selling, and binding books
had failed, to St. Louis, Missouri. There, as in Dayton, he be-
came a Presbyterian elder, an office that he held until his death.
He also superintended Sunday Schools in St. Louis, including
the Biddle Market Mission with a membership of about a thou-
sand pupils. During the Civil War he was enrolled in the Mis-
souri state militia as a brigadier-general in the commissary
department. In his rented, small, brick house on the south side
of Papin Street west of Fourteenth Street on December 12,
1864, was born the seventh of his eight children, his fourth son,
whom the Reverend Doctor Brookes on April 16, 1865, at the
Sixteenth Street Presbyterian Church? christened Paul Elmer.

Bright, sensitive, conscientious, genial in talk, swift in laugh-
ter, with a pale white skin that easily blistered and bled pro-
fusely, sharp, small, weak, grayish blue eyes, and hair that
darkened from gold to brown with auburn glints, throughout
his childhood Paul remained undernourished, anaemic, and so
frail that as he returned one day from his class in the Stoddard
School®* on the corner of Lucas Avenue and Twenty-Eighth
Street he had to be carried into a saloon until a hail storm
passed that had beat him to the pavement.

2 Then commonly known as the “Walnut Street Church”; now called
the Memorial Presbyterian Church of St. Louis.
3 Since enlarged and renamed the Banneker School.
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His emotional, reticent father, “almost a minister in bearing,’
respected in that border state by Northerners and Southerners
alike and attractive on account of an irresistible gregariousness
manifesting itself not in familiarity but in a natural suavity of
manner, tried various businesses—hardware, wholesale grocery,
and the purchase in bulk and sale in smaller lots of nails, to-
bacco, oil, starch, glass, and other things—with results ranging
from years of moderate success to months of impoverishment.
He saw that his children had morning and evening prayers,
grace at meals, church on Sunday, and no dancing or gambling
at home. In relaxed and companionable moods he took his
youngest sons Paul and Louis* shooting and fishing, activities
that never appealed to Paul, though he shared his father’s liking
for nature.

Free of the diffuse emotionalism that disquieted her husband
and that with ill health and ill luck caused him to become ir-
ritable and morose in his later years; unable to share his lean-
ings towards mathematics, fine arts, and field sports; cool, defi-
nite, and undemonstrative—MTrs. More concentrated on the toil
of rearing their many children. Secretly proud of them but
afraid of feeding their or her own vanity, she avoided praise
and practised an understanding firmness. Not unaccustomed,
since her marriage, to poverty, she warned them against the
deceptions of life and impressed upon them the necessity of
industry and thrift. About 1872 Brigadier-General More ordered
built for his family a three-story brick house with a brownstone
front and a mansard roof, in “a nice yard and a big garden,””
where Paul picked gooseberries, in the suburbs of St. Louis at
3113 Washington Avenue. Here in the room where her children
played, Mrs. More rested after lunch, waking only to calm a
quarrel or to soothe an injury. Her nap over, she read enough
from the Old and the New Testaments to ensure her completing

4 Louis Trenchard More, born 1870.

5 Undated letter from P. E. More to his oldest surviving brother,

Enoch Anson More, Jr., nicknamed “Ainsie,” who was born in 1854.
A yet older brother, Lucius Elmer More, born in 1851, died in 1854.
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the Bible once a year. Whenever she could read at all, as while
dressing a baby or knitting, she propped a book on a table or
chair beside her; and Paul soon delved into books as insatiably
as his mother.

Her daughters, Katharine (“Kate”) and Alice, respectively
about seventeen and fifteen years old at the time of Paul’s birth,
aided her—the former (brilliant, artistic, erratic, domineering)
chiefly in housekeeping, the latter in looking after Paul and
Louis. On Sunday afternoons, while their father slept, when the
boys, not permitted to leave their yard or to welcome playmates
there, tired of sitting on the fence and talking to their neighbors,
Alice read aloud to her “babies,” as she called her youngest
brothers, from Milton, Shakespeare, Southey, Bunyan, or the
Bible, so exquisitely that she held them spellbound, at times so
movingly that little Louis burst into roars and tears.

“ther are 2 ways to do every thing,” Paul affirmed in one of
the sermons that, at about ten years of age, he used to write on
odd bits of paper as he sprawled on the floor, “they are the right
and the rong and ah there are two ways of being christian that
is pretending to be a christian the ernest and the unernest or
the right and the rong to be ernest we hafto love and try to be
like Jesus we cant be perfect but we can be as near perfect as
we can. and must not think we are the best people in the world
because we pray 3 times a day and because we go to church
and because we pray in the corners of the street. we must
think that we are no better that any other person that is that
god thinks more of us than any other person. we must pray 3
times a day but we must pray secretly as daniel did. . . . we
must not talk to Jesus as we would to the winds and the waves
but we must talk to him like we would to one of our friends
and with the feeling that he hears us and that he cares for our
prayers . . . some people believe in Jesus and some dont. some
people are lost from god. But god sais. 1 will not forsake them
that seek me. But these people wont seek god, and so loose him.
and others seek and find him. The Lord sais in anothe place. Ye
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shal seek me and find me, when ye shall search for me with all
your heart. . . . (so there are two way to love) loving god and
loving the devil. a sinner loves the devil and a christian loves
god. a cat loves meat and a bird loves bread or crumbs. there
are to ways to do every thing the coop and the EVIL.”®

Religion, if his deepest interest, competed with the wanton
wiles that make the young Adam father of the old. By suddenly
applying the brake from the rear platform of a horse car, he
used to jolt the passengers. After wedging pegs into the turn-
table at the end of the line, he would, with suitable impatience
or sympathy, watch the driver find and remove them in order
to turn the car for its run back to the city. On a Fourth of July,
having tossed a pack of lighted firecrackers into a car, Paul
tied its only door shut so that no one could escape before the
explosion.

Though catching barehandedly Jim’s” relentless pitching dis-
figured some of his fingers and though he lost a front tooth
playing “old sow,” fighting and wrestling with Louis took no toll.
Peritonitis and typhoid fever further taxing his fragile constitu-
tion, he passed much of his time indoors, enjoying the usual
games of a large family, inventing others, and devising new lan-
guages each with its intricate grammar, Tearing from books and
magazines their own definitions of words, he and his brothers
pasted and sewed them together into vocabularies and diction-
aries. The More boys could sleep Saturday mornings until ten
or eleven, a privilege denied to their young neighbors, who used
to call to them to come down and play. As Paul described

6 Parts of three sermons are combined in this quotation. His first pub-
lication, written about this time, was printed under the caption “Little
Paul’s Hock Sermon” by a former pastor of his in The Presbyterian, vol.
XLV, no. 23, June 5, 1875, p. 11. Cf. JL, 50-51, and POD, v.

7 Until about 1918, after which he preferred to be called Brookes,
Brigadier-General More’s sixth child and third son, James Brookes More
(born 1859), was known to his family as Jim. Cf. Life and Poems of
Brookes More, by Wilmon Brewer, Boston (Marshall Jones Co.), 1940,
which contains photographs of L.Q.C. Elmer, Brig.-Gen. and Mrs. Enoch

Anson More, Brookes More, Enoch Anson More, Jr., Paul Elmer More,
Louis Trenchard More, Mary Caroline More, and Alice More.
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through his window the chores Mrs. More had assigned to her
sons, the children beneath it would volunteer to do them while
he dressed and breakfasted, provided he rewarded them after-
wards, as he did hour after hour, with tales of adventure (like
Jacob Abbott’s Rollo stories) drawn from his imagination.

In the second-story back room where they slept, Paul in-
sisted that, as the elder, he had the right, despite objections,
to warm his cold feet on Louis’s back. Ainsie, Jim, and Paul,
stripping and painting their bodies with phosphorous matches,
would steal around Louis’s bed like ghosts, which so terrified
the child that he used to flee for safety to the bathroom near his
mother’s door. These diversions, however, did not discourage
Louis from singing when he woke. Paul, too, would sing now
and then mockingly a different tune until Louis, losing his own,
bawled with frustration. On investigating one of these outbreaks,
Alice found Louis lying on the floor roaring in his characteristic
way and Paul sitting in a corner with his face to the wall al-
leging that he was thinking. One of the strongest remembrances
of his boyhood, Louis confessed, was of being so coolly tor-
mented by Paul that only inability to devise a sufficiently tortur-
ous way of doing so prevented him from killing his tormentor.

A nightly paganism for many months accompanied their daily
Presbyterianism. Paul, then about thirteen, produced a small
shrine (the size of a shoe box) of the goddess Khéla, a spirit,
like mana, imperfectly personified, who reigned from this tiny
temple. Before going to bed in their dark room, Louis knelt
in front of the shrine and prayed to Khéla, while Paul, austere
in priestly night clothes, led the service. When Louis sought
guidance from the goddess, she answered by flashing the word
YES or No into his dazzled eyes. Bowing before her in the morn-
ing, he would submit to her his conduct of the previous day.
Paul, her hierophant, whirled in the air a short black rod, one
end of which was red, the other blue. If the blue end first
touched the floor, Louis’s conduct pleased the goddess; his
reward, a cheerful conscience. Had Louis, however, been saucy
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to his sacerdotal brother or otherwise offended Khila, the in-
variable hitting of the floor first by the red end indicated the
necessity of a sacrifice—a cent or an edible delicacy slipped
through the slot in the top of the temple. Scientific experiment
and mystic insight proved that the goddess responded most
favorably to maple sugar. Once a month, their room sealed
against betraying gleams of light, as the church bells struck
midnight the devotees stealthily celebrated a sacred feast with
Khéla. In addition to the pickles and candy they had secreted,
Khila herself fed them; for the bits of maple sugar formerly
deposited in her temple miraculously emerged as new, whole
cakes. But the zeal of her house ate them up. Into her mysteries
they decided to initiate a friend who stayed with them over
night. Having supped heartily on strawberries and cream, the
neophyte found the ritual banquet so much beyond his capacity
that adults had to be called in—with the usual blighting effect.

His first two years at high school (1880-82) Paul passed at
Branch High School No. 1 on the corner of Seventh and Chest-
nut Streets, and his third (1882-83) at Central High School,
Fifteenth and Olive Streets. He graduated June 15, 1883, with
a grade of 90.2 for the complete course, which included three
years of Latin and English, two of German and chemistry, and
one each of arithmetic, algebra, geometry, geology, zoology,
physiology, history, and natural philosophy. Though his grade
surpassed the class average by about ten points and was un-
equalled by any of the boys who graduated with him, two of the
girls in his class slightly excelled it.

Possibly the school’s best public speaker and debater, at the
thirteenth Annual Exhibition of the St. Louis High School Liter-
ary Society on May 26, 1882, he delivered an oration on “Our
Country,” and at his graduating exercises one on “The Fall of
Constantinople.” As president of the Literary Society, after be-
ginning with a well delivered, soberly received address of wel-
come, he would conduct a meeting with a maturity beyond his
years. The formality—which on official occasions or among
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strangers verged on pompousness—of this short, slender, erect,
painstaking student with distant or downcast eyes drew ridicule
from his companions. His long aquiline nose brought him the
nickname “Paulus Hook.” Not an easy mixer, he nevertheless
bore teasing well, but if angered, pale to begin with, he became
completely colorless, while retaining his iron control of speech
and bearing. During the half hour recess at noon he was rarely
seen in the narrow, brick-paved yard, where most of the huskier
boys, dividing into sides and trying to keep a baseball flying
from one to another within the same team, engaged in chaotic
scrimmages. Anyone unable or unwilling to take his medicine
there by catching a swift ball passed the rest of his life under
the suspicion of being a butter-fingers. Where physical exertion
and courage were indispensable, however, Paul showed, as when
caught in a storm while rowing on the Mississippi, no lack of
stamina and resolution.

He skated with the energetic, forthright, boisterously laughing
Henrietta Beck, two years his junior, about five feet five, dark
haired, with clear, high-colored complexion, hazel eyes, a neg-
ligible nose, and a sweet disposition, who, living but two doors
from the Mores’ and playing continually at their house, became
almost one of their family. For her, Cary T. Hutchinson, and a
few other friends he conducted a stenography class for about
eight weeks in his father’s dining-room. He could never talk
enough with Bertha Obermeyer, a South Street Jewess, one of
the two girls leading his class in scholarship, whom until almost
his dying day he associated with poetry and music.

At a birthday party given for Nettie Beck early in January
1883 by her mother’s sister, Mrs. Clifford Richardson, Paul met
Clara Gardiner. The beautiful fifteen-year-old blonde instantly
inspired his tongue and pen. After Sunday School at the Biddle
Market Mission, where she and Nettie taught some of the
younger children, he would pursue them as they walked home
together, explaining breathlessly that he had been delayed by
counting the collection, for which, as an assistant to his father,
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he regularly passed the plate. On his frequent calls he brought
poems to “Agricola Clarissima,” wrote acrostics about her, and
discoursed vividly on his reading and studies, or else listened
while she sang to him her favorite Scotch and Irish ballads. She
revealed to him, so he claimed, the insignificance of reason and
character in comparison with the surrender of self to feeling;
she opened to him a new heaven and a new earth; his love for
her, he vaunted, would enable him to do wonders. In ardent
letters he discussed Bulwer-Lytton’s Zanoni and the Cabbala
and cited passages from Novalis as casually as he quoted Heine
in conversation.

In the summer of 1884, while visiting his mother’s relatives
in Bridgeton, he joined a group of his contemporaries daily for
tennis, boating, or picnics by a wooded lake. Their derision of
him for taking himself and his intellectual ambitions seriously
be met with ready repartee. Swimming and flirting with the girls
did not prevent his mailing a proposal of marriage to his Agri-
cola Clarissima in St. Louis. The missive first caught Mrs.
Gardiner’s eye. After steaming the envelope open and reading
its contents, she told Clara she was too young to know her own
mind. The determined mother dictated a polite note of rejection,
which her obedient, miserable daughter wrote and mailed. There-
after Paul received no answer to the letters he addressed to her
and was turned away at her door. His last words to her reached
her soon after they had been composed:

In Memory of an Autumn Day
(October 16, 1886.)

L

There is a time ere winter comes amain,

Like peaceful twilight’s calm that holds awhile,
When many things seem leaguers to beguile
The hours of labor from us, with the strain
And waste of getting; when the winds are fain
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To cease their moil; and, like a sleeper’s smile,
A misty veil is spread o’er sharp defile

And rugged top to smooth each line of pain.

I know not what the cause may be, I care

Not to inquire: yet with each dropping leaf,
And with each hushing of the drowsy air,

And muffling of each sound, some worldly grief
Is borne away, some thought we would not bear,
And gentle dreams steal in with sweet relief.

1L

Here will I lie beneath this spreading tree
And woo the sweetness of the day:—the stream
Of clouds o’er yonder boughs, moves in a dream
That through the bars of wakefulness I see;
The hidden brooklet murmuring stealthily,
Bears on its bosom mingled sounds that seem
As echoes borne from unknown lands; the scream
Of solitary crows that heavily

Move o’er the trees, is but the farewell cry

Of darker thoughts that leave me here alone;
The breeze that creepeth up the hill with sly
And wayward steps, whispers in trembling tone
Of hopes I dare not hope, of hopes so high
They flit like visions o’er me and are gone.®

In the meanwhile Brigadier-General More had been obliged
to sell his Washington Avenue real estate and to rent a modest
brick house on the east side of Lay (now Euclid) Avenue.’
There Kate’s increasing nervous instability added to the fam-
ily’s anxieties. Distance and poverty reduced Paul’s contacts

&8 HOP, 73-74.

9 Variously numbered 1520 and 1742, the house was near that of his
third daughter, Mary Caroline (“May,” born 1856), who after her mar-
riage in 1879 to her cousin Edward Anson More (“Ned”) had gone to

live on Cbte Brilliante Avenue.
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with former friends. At times eggs from their own chickens
and the little milk they could afford to buy stood between the
Mores and starvation. Without a legacy from Mrs. More’s
father, who died in March 1883, they might have foundered.
By its aid Paul enrolled that autumn in the College of Liberal
Arts at Washington University.

But for Alice’s devotion he could not have continued; for
during his first three years his eyes gave out so often that he had
to bathe them in hot water, remain in a dark room, and for
weeks at a stretch put books aside. On these occasions Alice
read his assignments aloud to him in English, Latin, French,
and, possibly, German, and studied enough Greek to help him
learn that language. His periods of partial blindness and her
keen and wholehearted tutoring strengthened his powers of
concentration and memory.

Most of his amusements he sought at home. He played tennis
fairly well; an occasional ride on one or the other of his father’s
two horses proved more than enough; delighting in natural
scenery, he liked to walk; and during the sultry summers, when-
ever he was not working in a bank or a jewellery shop, he read
contentedly in a hammock under the trees by the house. He used
to play his wooden flute while Louis, a self-taught pianist, ac-
companied him on the Steinway salvaged from Washington
Avenue.

“I snatch this time to write to you from a day devoted to
poetizing,” he began an undated letter to Alice in the spring of
1886. “To tell the truth I am writing rather extensively to a
new one—fair, kind, and true.” You see I am taking advantage
of your absence to give my feelings or fancies, or whatever you
may call them, a loose rein. In this case at least I am and shall
be innocent. The weaker sex opened battle first and I only take
the defensive. The yard is so beautiful now with the violets and
lilacs that I can’t help weaving a little web of their fragrances
to snare another’s favor—verstehen Sie? . . .2°

10 Cf. HOP, 6.
[13]



St. Louis

“I believe Jim misses you more than any one in the house,
as he has now only one critic to refer to—Kate doesn’t count
in poetry—and that one not altogether satisfactory. It really
seems pitiful to me, he is getting so dependent. Indeed he acts
as if he could not rely on his own judgment in the matter at all;
and almost invariably accepts my emendations. Sometimes I
think he doesn’t really know what he is writing. I tell him there
is a contradiction here and generally he says ‘that’s so, I didn’t
notice that,” just as if he wrote pleasing words and read them
over afterwards to note any absurdities. I have always con-
sidered him the obstinate one, but I believe I ought rather my-
self to bear the rebuke. Whenever you or he disapprove of my
verses, I seem to like them the better for it. I don’t know
whether you have ruined me or whether it is the natural de-
generacy of character but I have almost entirely lost that de-
pendency on others’ judgment. Now I form my own estimation
of what I write, and favorable or adverse criticism doesn’t affect
it in the least. Nevertheless I have taken myself into hand con-
cerning this matter of flattery. From the way it is fired at me
broadside from certain quarters, I am beginning to fear T must
be exceedingly gullable. I often wonder whether they—the girls
especially—fire at every body as the[y] do at me. Really—you
needn’t laugh now—they embarrass me so sometimes that I suf-
fer agonies. Sometimes I console myself by imagining from their
discrimination that they must be in earnest; but then girls are
fearfully cute in finding out one’s weak points. . . .”

A few weeks later he sent Alice this report on a long poem
called “Malchus,” which he then hoped to publish but which,
with most of his youthful writings, he apparently destroyed later.
“Te Deum laudamus quum editum sit poema, non prius! In other
words, don’t crow before you’re out of the woods. I was utterly
astonished at my feelings when I wrote down the last word of
Malchus—indeed I did not feel at all. I had expected to go
fairly wild with pleasure & exultation; but it seemed in reality
the [most] trivial of matters and my pulse did not even quicken.
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I am now making the final copy—hence this violet ink—of the
fourth canto and I do not feel as if it were finished until the
completed manuscript has left me forever. I would feel a little
flat if not forever. The new part consists of only ninety odd
lines—I looked for 150—but I believe these are quite up to the
standard—you know my estimation of the whole. On going over
this canto I find that instead of adding I only abridge. The
complete poem will not contain over 1750 verses, not one half
as long as Endymion. I think there will be about an equal num-
ber of verses in the shorter poems.”

When Alice’s friend, Marie R. Garesché, was about to end a
visit at the Mores’ on October 20, 1886, he presented her with
the following lines:

The loving Master blest whoso but gave
A cup of water in His name: and I,
A pilgrim of the world, beneath a sky
Parched by the climbing sun, would even crave
That blessing on thy head. How good to lave
In waters cool, to drink after the dry
And hot and beaten road! how sweet to buy
From hands whose sole reward is just their brave
And ready cheerfulness! And when this time
Of rest is o’er, the solitary day
Shall seem not quite so long; and like the chime
Of village bells that haunts us on our way,
This draught of thy soul’s sweetness in my prime,
Shall be to calm, to strengthen and allay.

The same month there appeared in Student Life, the under-
graduate publication of Washington University, another poem
of his:

To Mrs. Grover Cleveland
(On Seeing Her Picture in Harper’s Bazar)

Unconscious bride of Fortune! I, who dwell
Remote and buried in the simple crowd,
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Would be a simple voice to cry aloud

Across the continent to thee, and tell

How queenly fair we deem thee, and how well
The crown becomes thy brow. O be thou proud
In tender grace, whilst gathering tempests shroud
The State’s horizon and the murmurs swell

Of many fretful winds, to be a sign

Like as the gentle moon o’er storms above,—
An emblem to the world that peace and love
And beauty, in its infinite design

Of calm repose and sweet content, are strong

To bind our hearts and win them from the wrong.*

Like “The Haunted Tower,” about a lady immured in marble
walls and singing forevermore, or “Anacreontic,” wherein the
poet finds Cupid collecting rose thorns with which to tip his
arrows, many of Paul’s verses are simply exercises. Others unite
a romantic feeling for the world without to a longing for a sort
of holiness within, like that of the youthful Jonathan Edwards
for “a sweet, pleasant, charming, serene, calm nature; which
brought an inexpressible purity, brightness, peacefulness and
ravishment to the soul.”2

My heart shall be a paradise
Begirt by varied mountain;

And there amid the trees shall rise
Full many a balmy fountain.

And there shall be eternal spring
And ever-blooming flowers;

And there the nightingale shall sing
In unmolested bowers.

And there I'll walk upon the hills
And in the vernal meadows;

11 §L, Oct. 1886, vol. 10, p. 19.
12 SE XI, 41, quoting Edwards.
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Or dream beside the purling rills,
And watch the flitting shadows.

And thou shall be the angel sent

To guard the gleaming portal,
That never sin may enter in,

Or hateful thought and mortal.®

Besides writing poetry he read and discussed with a brilliant
girl, Clara Sherwood, some of the works of Spinoza, Kant, and
Hume. In his earnest ignorance he identified “the spirit of
Christianity” with the “particular formulation of theism” in
which he had been bred. The personal religious faith of the
Bible on its way to him through Calvin’s Institutions had be-
come predominantly rationalistic, a development of the logical
consequences of conceiving God “as the absolute unconditioned
Cause of all things.” As such in his uncritical childhood and for
his ancestors in their pioneering and active lives it had main-
tained an impressive “authority over the conscience” and had
provided intellectual “consistency to the fluctuating world of
the spirit.” But also it had “ruthlessly evicted,” in its “form of
belief” and “practice of worship,” “the office of the imagination
and of the aesthetic emotions.”** Depending too much on logic
alone, it collapsed rather than righted itself when its limitations
became obvious to more searching and disinterested thought.

“I began to question the very notion of a God so constructed;
and I can remember the hour when these doubts reached a cli-
max and forced me to make a final and so far as Calvinism was
concerned, irrevocable decision. It was a Sunday morning serv-
ice, and the minister, a powerful and eloquent expositor of the
creed, was preaching on that terrible text: ‘And this is the
condemnation, that light is come into the world, and men loved
darkness rather than light, because their deeds were evil.” He

13 S, May 1886, vol. 9, no. 9, opening contribution (page unnum-

bered).
1¢ The quotations in this paragraph are from M, 23-25.
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spared not, and I knew that, properly applied, the words of the
text were true; but did they apply to that theological system the
preacher was urging me to accept? Here was a question of
reason, not of the choice between good and evil.”** “The doc-
trine was bred into my bones; I saw the folly of it intellectually,
but the emotional comfort of it was the very quintessence of
my life. . . . Was I too deliberately turning my back on the light?
I hid my face and cried. That was the end. I came out of the
church free, but I had suffered too much.” Perfect faith, “which
nothing can replace,” “passed from my life.”*® “. . . with belief
in the inherited dogmas of a sect went the whole inheritance of
Christianity. . . . I left the church that forenoon as one goes out
of a spiritual home to wander in the bleak ways of an alien
world.”?”

On returning from his business, doubtless expecting merely
to read his paper and then sit silently as usual all evening while
Alice, Paul, and Louis carried on their exclusive and lofty
conversation, Brigadier-General More in amazement found Paul
in tears. He could not, he told his father, any longer take com-
munion;'® Calvinism was not only unscientific but a substitution
of metaphysical absurdities for the facts of religious experience;
though it meant breaking with his family in what they most
cherished, there was no other way out. His mother, as distressed
as himself, thought her boy “lost”—a conviction that remained,
softened by love and time, a sad rift between them. But his
father, to Paul’s gratitude, understood; he seems to have shown
nothing but respectful sympathy as from then on his son groped
along his own religious way.

“Quasi Deus,” an anonymous?® article in the December 1886
issue of Student Life, preserves a contemporary if faint reflection

15 M, 24-25. 16 JL, 51-52. 17 M, 25.

186 Paul had joined the Second Presbyterian Church in St. Louis in
1839 The reference in that article to Jacob’s wrestling with the Lord

appears again in a similar context in GR, 97. Also the article displays
lines of thought about religion that continued the rest of Paul’s life.

[ 18]



1864-1888

of the “unspeakable agony”*° Paul then endured. “There is but
one alternative,” the article asserts, “pantheism or religion, a
mere first cause . . . or a finite God of goodness. . . . Philosophy
must conceive God as infinite, and hence without attributes, an
unknowable force informing a creation not distinguishable from
the creator. Thus it inevitably falls into pantheism, avowed or
unavowed. . . . Religion must worship Him as hating iniquity
and loving righteousness, a finite father and ruler. . . . Surely
the Bible does not teach an infinite God in that verse which
contains the whole gospel, ‘God so loved the world, that he
gave his only begotten Son,” etc. We know the stickler may
quote an abundance of texts, such as I Cor. xv. 28, to prove
that God is all in all. We can only retort that these, too, are
reachings out into the darkness, philosophical gropings not re-
ligious; that the very existence of every religion demands the
estrangement of man from God and the reality of sin, hence a
finite God. And this is not irrational; it is as logical as any
philosophy, only starting from a different premise. . . .

“Here, indeed, is a hard matter; impersonal or finite, which
shall it be? Ay, like Jacob, we have wrestled with the Almighty
until the breaking of day, and cried, Tell me, I pray thee, thy
name. And He has touched the hollow of our thigh that we
are lame; but has He blessed us? Rather have we gone out
under the stars, baffled, halting and crying in bitterness, What
is truth? away with it! Beauty and feeling shall be our gods.”

At Washington University Paul for four years took exercises
in English composition and courses in mathematics, physics,
and American and European history (with emphasis on gov-
ernment and international law). Latin, French, and English lit-
erature he studied for three years; botany, for two; ethics,
elocution, German literature, chemistry, mineralogy, geology,
astronomy, physiology, logic, Hamilton’s metaphysics, and po-
litical economy, for one year each. With Greek, which was
required of him for the freshman year and the first semester

20 JL, S1.
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of the sophomore year, he might have continued longer had it
been taught better. But apparently deeming the enjoyment of
Greek literature beyond the capacities of youth, his instructor
used the language primarily as a means of disciplining the mind.
For him this consisted less in cultivating taste, imagination, and
judgement through intimacy with a great civilization than in
overloading memory with rules of Greek accent set forth, with
all varjations and exceptions, on eleven pages of an obsolete
grammar, which, with archaic forms of words, his pupils had to
learn by heart and rattle off with precision. Nevertheless com-
pared with the “mental grip” needed to master physics, mathe-
matics, Latin, and Greek, the effect of training provided by the
“non-mathematical sciences on the immature mind,” Paul con-
cluded, is “almost negligible.”2

In addition to his college courses he steeped himself in Ger-
man romanticism—Tieck, the Schlegels, Novalis, Heine, and
Goethe, his “god for years.”?? Only one student ranked ahead
of him in chess, several games of which Paul could play at a
time blindfolded. His steady contributions of prose and verse to
the undergraduate magazine led to his election in May 1886 to
the presidency of the Student Life Association. His shyness and
gentleness combined with his recognized intelligence and in-
tegrity made him less popular than respected. But his indiffer-
ence to sports and to many of the ordinary concerns of under-
graduates caused him to appear, in the eyes of at least two of his
contemporaries, critical, self-centered, unsociable, and aloof.
“He felt his superiority,” one of them complained, “and was at
no pains to hide it.”

With a four years’ average of 83.81 he graduated on June 9,
1887, the only one of his seventeen classmates to receive the
Bachelor of Arts degree cum laude. As part of the commence-
ment ceremonies he recited “in an easy conversational manner,
his oratory on ‘astrology.” The subject matter was good and his
delivery excellent.”2s

21 SE IX. 47. 22 To Erna Obermeier, Jan. 28, 1935.
23 SI, June 1887, vol. 10, pp. 158-59.
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At Smith Academy—then a department of Washington Uni-
versity, housed in a large, ugly, brick building (and a small
annex) on the corner of Nineteenth Street and Washington
Avenue, which had an annual attendance of about three hun-
dred boys preparing for “college, polytechnic school and busi-
ness”—Paul worked as an Assistant in 1887-88 and 1889-90, as
teacher of the Fifth Class in 1890-91, and as teacher in charge
of the First Year Class in 1891-92. With faculty and learners
he seems to have got on well—almost too well with a woman
instructor whose pursuit he had some difficulty in eluding. His
natural dignity alone maintained order. “You would have
thought of jumping out of the window,” one of his pupils stated,
“as soon as doing anything mischievous in his classroom.”

He seems to have taught arithmetic, beginning Latin, and
English. His clarity, methodical ways, and intellectual keen-
ness stimulated the boys, no matter how sadly elementary in-
struction failed to satisfy his own capacities. In order to interest
his pupils in books, he gave them ample opportunity to read
them aloud and discuss them. “I had a class of young boys in a
subject which seemed to me and to them little better than a
waste of time,” he wrote later about one of his courses; “so I
used to take that hour to talk with them about all sorts of
extraneous matters. . . . Well, it is like enough the information
they got from me was more curious than useful; but I at least
learned a truth I shall never forget. I learned the capacity of
the boy’s intellect, his eagerness to think, his willingness to
search . . . for knowledge if his taste is once fairly whetted.”2

24 “Children’s Books,” by “P.E.M.,” N, Dec. 2, 1915, vol. 101, no.
2631, p. 651.

[21]



2

EUROPE (1888-1889)

LONELY, bored, and disgusted to tears, the first night on the
S. S. Nebraska More retreated to the hurricane deck, where he
watched “the water and the moonlight streaming across it, and
the sailors at work in the rigging of the foremast. I do not know
a more romantic scene than this spreading of the canvas, the
peculiar shrill whistle of the boatswain and the ‘Heave ho, haul
away,” of the hands.” The next day he began making ac-
quaintances rapidly; with every wave his buoyancy increased;
and on July Ist the “sail up the Firth of Clyde” impressed him
as “lovely beyond description—hills and mountains rising pre-
cipitously from the water, or sloping down with sides fresh and
green.”?

Quickly leaving Glasgow he “tramped over Edinburgh from
one end to the other,” where the “guides and keepers” reminded
him of “Edison’s patent phonographs.”® After glimpses of Mel-
rose Abbey and Abbotsford, he sailed for Hamburg. Cologne
cathedral passed into his “very life as a symbol of wonderful
beauty.”* But a feather bed at Coblenz—“a most ingenious
instrument of torture worthy of the German intellect”—caused
him to dream he was “at a prayer meeting. The audience was
large and there were a number of ministers on the platform.
Silent prayer was called for and we prayed and prayed for an
hour or two. Finally somebody said amen and we raised our
heads. Then one of the ministers held up an enormous boot and
said, ‘Here is a boot-full [of prayer] for the Lord!’ ”®

1 To Alice More, June 23, 1888.

2 To the same, July 1, 1888. Cf. RP, 310.

3 To Brig.-Gen. Enoch Anson More, July 3, 1888.

4To Alice More, July 21, 1888.

5 From a fragment of a letter by P. E. More attached to his letter of

July 17, 1888, to Mrs. Edward Anson More. The interpolation in square
brackets is More’s.
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He met Mrs. Richardson, her niece, Nettie Beck, and others
of their group at Frankfurt am Main and, again, after he had
tramped in Heidelberg, at Baden-Baden, where “beauty comes
down to the very doors of the houses and is not far off as in
most places.”® Music, walks, theatre, wine, and poetry sped the
days like a dream. At a booth by the entrance to the Garden—
“the foreign biblical society planted in the very gate of Vanity
Fair’"—he bought a Latin testament and psalter, and mem-
orized the first two psalms. “Whenever I return to Latin after
an interval of other tongues, I am struck again with its ma-
jestic rhythm and its grand harmonies. There is no doubt of it:
Latin is the language of my heart. Others I appreciate but Latin
I love.”®

At the end of July and the beginning of August as he wan-
dered alone among the Alps® he became so distraught by medi-
tation on sin and separateness, a “mood in which Satan and his
angels have taken possession of me,”*® that he could not write
home what was in his mind. This summer seems to have be-
longed to that period when “thoughts of God were supplanted
by a morbid introspection and the practice of worship gave
way to indulgence in a self-commiserating egotism. Naturally T
was lonely and unhappy; but the more wretched I grew, the
more assured I became that my isolation was the sign of a
grand mission; somehow my very despair was to be the saviour
of myself and of mankind. Under that malign spell I composed
Iyrics and tragedies and, at the last, a huge epic’* . . . which
should portray the long conflict of humanity, the war between
the personal will and impersonal law, the contest of doubt with
faith, the opposition of centrifugal inert matter and central force.
As champion in this struggle'? . . . T myself figured as the
Wandering Jew, whose curse began with Cain’s murder of Abel
and was renewed at his contemptuous rejection of Christ on the

¢ To Alice More, July 21, 1888. 7 Ibid.

8 Ibid. 9 Cf. SFE HI, 166, 172.
10 To Alice More, Sept. 1, 1888. Cf. SE 1, 24-26, 40.

11 POD, V. 12 GR, 146.
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way to the cross'® . . . until at last reconciliation came in sub-
mission to all-controlling, all-embracing Fate. . . .}* Fortunately
those ebullitions of a frenzied imagination went into the
flames.”5

Fortunately, too, at Gletsch he chanced upon Mrs. Richard-
son and her companions on their way to Rigi-Kulm. When they
left for Munich, he went down to Rigi-Klosterli, “a most detesta-
ble place,” to a pension “full of women in various stages of
homeliness. I shut myself in my room except for eating and
walking and never spoke to anybody. My hair was hideously
long and I think they took me for some sort of bedlamite. Two
English damosels sat next to me who would converse until one
evening at supper when one of them asked me something I
turned to her and said, ‘Did you hear the noise this afternoon?’
—What noise?”—When I was fighting with Satan!"—I don’t
know what she thought, but I know it shut her up.”*¢

On the way to Munich a few days later, “I found myself in a
‘Nicht Rauchen’ compartment with a party of French people
consisting of father, mother, two young children, and maid. Such
a spoiled child as the younger I never saw in my life—and such
an incompetent useless mother I never saw. I wanted to give
them both a good shaking. The nurse and mother spoke English
and likewise the children when they would. At last late in the
evening I asked the little boy if he would like to hear a story.
He sat on my lap for a while but soon grew tired as he did not
know enough English to understand. But the girl two or three

13 POD, v. 14 GR, 146.

15 POD, v. How factual this report is no one can say on account of
the fictional elements in GR and POD. Apparently no contemporary
evidence remains of More’s “project of a New Philosophy which should
prove once for all that the world and men are the product of a fatalistic
Law of Chance and Probability.” [POD, v.] He knew, however, the
fascination of mathematics and “felt that exaltation when the mind opens
to the thought of illimitable dynamic law. . . . There is the imagination
of science as of religion. Some minds may dwell in one and the other of
these alternately, or even confuse them together. . . .” [SE VI, 168-69.

Cf. M, 25]
186 To Louis T. More, Aug. 26, 1888.
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years older was interested and I kept her quiet for some time.
Such an idea as trying to amuse the poor little wretches did not
seem to have [entered] the head of any of the party.”’

At Munich besides inspecting churches, museums, and royal
stables, he went with Mrs. Richardson, Nettie, and some of their
friends “to a garden exhibition—lights, music, emperor of
Awustria. . . . One thing I never [saw] before was illuminated
fountains which looked like streams of colored light. These with
gay society, champagne, and music made things enjoyable.”®

From late August to late September at the house of Frau
Hofrath Sauter, Augusten Strasse 17, Stuttgart, but for his “strict
vows,” bad German, and the constant presence of her mother,
Paul felt he might have made “desperate love*® to his landlady’s
younger daughter. In addition to attending the theatre and feed-
ing the fish in the Schloss Garten (“the noise of their sucking
sounds like a whole regiment of cows walking through the
mud”?®), his “chief amusement” was to explore “the Hasen-
berg, a hill just outside of town heavily wooded. Here one can
have the ‘Waldeinsamkeit’ to his heart’s content. Two days ago
while walking in the woods in rather a desperate mood, it sud-
denly occurred to me to write a tragedy on Edwy, king of Eng-
land. . . . Today I wrote most of the first scene—rather a long
one—in prose. Part of it I expect to write in poetry. I was
astonished to find I wrote it so readily. . . . I believe I shall be
able to do my best work in the drama-—comedy and tragedy.
But then I confess I am totally unable to judge what I have
written in this case. Likely enough I shall never finish it.”**

Some three weeks later: “I am laid up again blind from too
steady application. Here I sit like a dumb thing with my books
scattered about me and my tragedy all completed save the last
two scenes. I can not read or write a word for weeks. Even this

letter is a breach of discipline. . . . Most of the day I spend
17 Ibid. 18 Jhid.
19 To Brig.-Gen. Enoch Anson More, Sept. 12, 1888.
20 Ibid. 21 To Alice More, Sept. 1, 1888.
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walking up and down the room or lying flat on my back on the
lIounge. I have created a new world in my fancy since I have
been here and were it not for that I don’t know what I'd do. In
the evening I walk for an hour or two. Twice now I have [met]
the Friuleins without speaking to them I was so absorbed in
this ‘new created world’. . . "%

To be settled before the University of Berlin opened on Oc-
tober 16th, he expected to go to that city about September 28th.
But, changing his mind, he went instead to France, having first
made a pilgrimage to several places associated with Goethe and
having “climbed the spire of Strassburg (a feat of real danger),
not because I was fond of such things, but because my hero had
done so to cure himself of giddiness.”#*

In Paris on October 14, 1888, More was introduced by Henry
Otis Chapman, a student of architecture staying in the same
pension at 86 Boulevard de Port Royal, to three American girls,
Clara Thacher, Harriet Murphy, and Mary Gates Cone, who,
with their chaperone and a maid, were touring Europe. The next
day, when the five of them inspected the Luxembourg, Mary
Gates Cone—*“a rather quiet girl, but full of mischief, having
a glance from the eye and a curl of the lip, sarcastic enough to
raise seven devils in one so susceptible as myself’?*—and Paul
drifted away from the others and went about by themselves, as
they continued to do the rest of her fortnight in Paris, talking,
laughing, walking without end.

He was then a short, slight, well-proportioned young man
weighing about one hundred forty pounds, of poised but not
nervous movements, with fine features and a pensive, colorless,
pleasant expression free of anxiety or dissatisfaction, smiling
easily and breaking into hearty and quick response. From his
college days onwards, as his friends observed, his clothes, except
in hours of physical recreation, were notably neat—“a matter

22 To Alice More, Sept. 24, 1888.

23 To Erna Obermeier, Jan. 28, 1935.
2¢ To Louis T. More, Nov. 29, 1888.
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of significance to him,” as he later remarked about John Ingle-
sant and George Herbert.?

Miss Cone questioned her new acquaintance about his future
plans. Despite their indefiniteness, he showed only a quiet con-
fidence without conceit. He discussed religion, not to convince
her apparently, but in order better to formulate his own thoughts.
If they sounded agnostic and irreligious to the other girls, to
Miss Cone their form mattered less than the honesty behind
them. What charmed her most in him was an ardent search for
truth, a beauty of character, an exquisite inner grace.

After they had explored the catacombs, attended “Aida,”
strolled through the Madeleine and St. Augustin, climbed to the
tops of Notre Dame and Tour St. Jacques, passed hours at Cluny
and days in the Louvre, and roamed the Champs Elysées and
the Bois de Boulogne, he proposed to her. Informed, however,
that another suitor awaited her at home, he urged her to post-
pone her answer until, after her imminent trip to Italy, she had
returned to the United States.

During her Italian tour he wrote to her frequently in prose
and verse. Against the near and doleful day when she should
cross the Atlantic on the S. S. La Champagne, he produced a
series of poems for her,?¢ composed, “like almost all the verses
of any merit I write, . . . during the night while lying awake
from strong passions.”??

“, .. if you once get your imagination aroused over mathe-
matics,” Paul encouraged Louis, then a freshman at Washington
University, “you will find them interesting and absorbing. I felt
something toward them as you do until I got deeper into them,
and then it was only my regret that I could not devote my life

25 SE 1V, 81-82.

26 Cf, HOP, 31 ff. Robert Shafer reprinted a few of these stanzas on
pp. 297-98 of his Paul Elmer More and American Criticism, New Haven
(Yale University Press), 1935. Other poems addressed to Miss Cone in
HOP are “After the Opera” (p. 66), “To a Photograph” (p. 72), and
“Reflections” (p. 77).

27To Louis T. More, Feb. 4 [mistakenly dated “Jan. 4”], 1889. Cf.
SE 11, 3.
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to the study. . . . As for shop-work, my advice is to cut it to
the utmost limit. . . . time is too precious to be wasted planing
boards. But do not neglect drawing. A man who cannot draw—
especially I refer to free-hand sketching—is only half educated.
I never appreciated this until I came abroad. For one thing a
man can not see a thing with precision till he can reproduce it.
This you will find true in every branch of life. Only a poet knows
poetry, and only a musician knows music. Indeed I am begin-
ning to feel that with all my superficial knowledge, I am cut off
by lack of education from the greater part of the world. Draw-
ing I must renounce forever, but I hope to do a little more music
when I come home. I can’t tell you how much I miss your play-
ing, and how often after the day’s work I long to hear one of
Mozart’s or Beethoven’s sonatas. We will study thorough bass
this summer as you say. And I will learn much from your play-
ing.”28

On his twenty-fourth birthday, December 12, 1888, More and
Chapman, having met the girls at the station on their return
from Italy, took them to “Le Prophéte.” Two days afterwards
Paul and Miss Cone looked for the last time in the Louvre
at her favorite pictures and the Venus of Milo. “. . . I bade Miss
Cone good-bye and walked home not exactly happy but con-
gratulating myself that it was all over. I purposely made ar-
rangements so as not to go with them to the train in the evening.
But Mr. Chapman while alone with Miss Thacher made an en-
gagement for himself and me of such a nature that I could not
escape. Miss Cone and I rode together to the station. My strength
of mind ebbed away and we are to correspond. This only means
that the bitter struggle is put off for another time. Have no fear
on one point,” he declared to Alice. “I at least have acted and
will act honorably; and I will come out without any stain so far
as having done her any wrong. I do not care to say more—in-
deed I am still in no condition to think calmly. Her kiss has
burned into my very heart. I have had my last lesson and learned

28 To Louis T. More, Nov. 29, 1888.
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the whole matter of love. So help me memory and experience I
will not love again till I wed. Would to God I could say I never
had. When the passion comes over me I am scarcely master of
myself, there is a devil in me. . . . It is terrible as it is ruth-
less. . . .

“One matter I must speak of. You have all joined the new
church.? Mother asked me if I wished to take out my letter
with the rest, or to let it lapse. I am sorry, more than sorry, I
can not go with you. But I know mother would not wish me to
belie myself. I do not believe as a Christian should and so far
as I can judge myself never shall. I have found God and have
learned some peace from this knowledge—but this is not to be
a Christian. I am sorry, I say, more than sorry that I can add no
more; because I know what pleasure that more might give. Let
me work out what faith and charity—perhaps even hope—there
are in me in my own way, but do not ask a creed.”*

He and Chapman grew to be “the best of friends. His char-
acter is most admirable in many respects, and well suited to
counterbalance some of my weaknesses. He knows architecture
and has taught me a great deal. He is quite ignorant in all lit-
erary and general matters, and in these I have taught him a great
deal. Just at present he is reading Byron aloud to me. To keep
him agoing I had to perjure myself by flattering his reading, but
that is not much. His sense of rhythm seems to be strong and I
think he will learn to read poetry with an agreeable singsong.
You know I like the rhythm strongly marked in verse.”s*

Two new boarders arrived at the pension, an English teacher,
“entertaining although . . . a little dyed by his trade,” and his
daughter, Miss Comfort, “just seventeen . . . a sweet-looking
girl who has the most charming naive manners. I love to talk

22 When Brig.-Gen. More and his family moved in the autumn of
1888 to the new house built for him at 5889 Plymouth Avenue, St.
Louis, they joined the near-by Presbyterian church on Cabanne Place.

30 To Alice More, Dec. 16, 1888. Cf. SE III, 43-44.

81 To James Brookes More, Oct. [mistakenly dated Nov.] 30, 1888. Cf.
SE 1, 120-21, and SE 111, 86, 157.
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with her just to hear the tones of her voice. Her laughter is as
sweet as the warble of a bird. Oh, it makes me sick to think of
the rasping, nasal, squeaking, unoiled voices of our American
girls. The English have much pleasanter voices and speak Eng-
lish, which is what we Americans do not speak. Really I am
almost ashamed to talk with an Englishman, and am conscious
all the time of the words and accent T use. ... she sings in the
sweetest, freshest, innocentest manner in the world. . . . You
don’t know what an addition it is to my happiness to hear her
at her music. I can think better, work better; and as for dream-
ing—but you know I can do that without any stimulus.”32

Soon after Miss Comfort’s brief pause in Paris, Miss Cone’s
postponed answer arrived in the negative. “I am free—free once
more, and there is no one to domineer over my mind and say,
Think thus. She has passed out of my life forever. I followed
the shadow to the very borders of the dusky land, where so
many have gone before. I introduced her to the shades of the
former fair, and departed sorrowing on my way. Now don’t
laugh at all this for I speak seriously enough.”3?

“It is now ten o’clock in the evening. I am just home from
the depot to see Chap off. It’s the old ‘Farewell—a word that
has been and must be.” A shake of the hand, a smile, a wave of
the hat, and the best part of our life is gone. The mocking shriek
of the locomotive was ringing in my ears as I left the station;
and I am not ashamed to say my eyes were wet more than once
before I reached home. The room seems desolate, the very fire
is fluttering in the grate. For three months now we have been
constantly together, for the last few weeks have even slept in
the same room and have been separated scarcely half an hour
in the day. So warm a friendship I never had before and shall
never find again in all human probability, and it is not a little
thing to lose this of an evening—for God only knows when or
how I shall ever see him again. I can not tell you how congenial

32 To Mrs. Edward Anson More, Dec. 25, 1888.
33 To Alice More, Jan. 20, 1889.
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our intercourse has been. Twice we had a gentle falling out, so
to speak, but this only added to our future stock of amusement.
His character is quite different from mine but has one point
in common, the love of the beautiful in all forms and a mighty
desire for something better than this world can give.”s*

“. .. one can not begin to appreciate the supreme beauty of
those pictures,” after about his thirtieth trip to the Louvre Paul
asserted to Alice, then a student in Washington University’s St.
Louis School of Fine Arts, “until he has looked and looked, and
a new heart has been created in him. . . . There is a picture by
da Vinci called the ‘Mona Lisa’ which is beautiful beyond belief.
The colors are badly faded, but the expression remains; and the
smile of the eyes and mouth will haunt me forever I think.*> I
am ashamed to say that when I first saw it I turned away with
surprise that it should be so famous and made some silly re-
mark about her catlike smile. . . . I expect to bring home three
or four dozen photographs of the old Italian and Spanish
masters. . . . Others may admire the Dutch painters, but to
me everything, old and modern, looks very tame after the Span-
ish and Italian works.”s¢

Fired by his study of Italian painting and by Longfellow’s
translation of Dante, Paul bought an Italian grammar. A fort~
night later he was “reading Dante in the original; the poem is
very absorbing. Without rival I think the conception of it is the
most sublime and original ever given to human intellect. The
power of expression is at times startling. Read the fifth canto of
The Inferno. Read it again and then again, and the force of it
will fairly master you. That wind which never rests, that cry of
love from the very heart of hell, has nothing like it in all litera-
ture.”®”

At the Sorbonne and the Collége de France he listened to
three or four lectures daily “on all sorts of subjects, art, litera-
ture, science, and religion. It is no little thing to hear such men

3¢ To Alice More, Jan. 28, 1889. 85 Cf, HOP, 75.
36 To Alice More, Jan. 20, 1889.
37 To Louis T. More, Feb. 4 [mistakenly dated “Jan. 4”1, 1889.
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as Guizot and Ernest Renan talk. Yesterday was the first time
I had heard the latter. His subject was a critical study of the
Hebrew prophets. The subject was anything but popular (he
studied them in the original) and only a score or more were
there in a small room to attend. I awaited the entrance of the
great scholar with no little interest. Never was I more surprised
than at his appearance. He is quite short and stout and walks
with a hobble. His neck is wanting and his head rises directly
out of his breast. He is clean shaven and his cheeks are fat and
puffy, very broad at the angle of the jaw, and actually hang
down on his shoulders. His forehead is large enough and finely
formed, broader across the brow than above, and only a little
wrinkled despite his age. His gray hair is long and falls down on
either side over his ears. His eyes are rather small, light blue,
slightly asquint I believe, and much inflamed from poring over
crabbed eastern characters. He has a trick of looking sidewise
with them, often half closing the lids. At times he shuts them
entirely as if they hurt him and so goes on talking. You will
judge he is not exactly handsome from this description; but
whether it is from a knowledge of his great learning or from
some quality actually in his countenance, I could not take my
eyes from him; he fairly fascinated me. I understood only a
little of his discourse, because he talks quite indistinctly, at times
impelling his words with difficulty from his half closed lips, and
again letting his voice descend to a mere growl or grumble.

“Have you ever read his ‘Vie de Jésus’? To me this was one
of the grandest books I ever read, and expressed almost pre-
cisely what I believed. Whether you agree with him or not, his
description of the life of Jesus as a man is beautiful and inter-
esting in the highest degree. At times the sentiment rises almost
to the sublime. I was astonished at the total absence of anything
like mockery, but on the contrary the great feeling of reverence
which pervades the book. . . . The language is pure and ex-
quisitely beautiful.”s8

38 To Enoch Anson More, Jr., Feb. 7, 1889.
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As his stay in Paris drew to an end and as no position awaited
him except the one he had held in Smith Academy, he began to
“read and think in order to write a Latin commentary on
Spinoza for an M. A. .. .”® “ .. when I return,” he confessed,
“I shall not be able to talk either German or French,”* “How-
ever, I have learnt what is of most importance to me, that is to
read French with a tolerable accent, and to be able to scan
poetry. I shall never attempt to teach spoken French. And I
can now pronounce it better than anybody in our university.”*

Despite his failure as a linguist, he insisted to his mother that
“what I have learned in other respects can hardly be calculated.
And my character has changed wonderfully. I do not know
whether you will see any difference in me, probably very little;
but I assure you it is there, and it is treasure inestimable.”*?
What rejoiced him most was to have breathed, especially in
Paris, “the very art-atmosphere of life,” to have been introduced
to the “higher life” of the spirit, to a realm endless in its exac-
tions and satisfactions, where he felt himself “a better and a
stronger man,”4

“As I look back over my travels it seems to me that in many
ways they were unsuccessful. Many things I did not see which
I should have seen. . . . In fact most of the time I was so occu-
pied with certain wanderings of the spirit that the things about
me seemed unworthy of notice. To travel from the land of
despair to the Kingdom of Content is a long journey, and there
is very much to see on the way—ruins, cathedrals, palaces,
triumphal arches, which cast a shadow over those one reads of
in Baedeker. That journey I have made—O little sister, it was
a long, long way. And many a time as I sped in the cars, or
tramped through the great cities, or wandered among the silent

39 To Mrs. Enoch Anson More, Dec. 23, 1888. Cf. POD, 1x. Washing-
ton University awarded More a Master of Arts degree on June 11, 1891
(not 1892 as has been often misstated).

40 To Louis T. More, Nov. 29, 1888.

41 To Brig.-Gen. Enoch Anson More, Jan. 5, 1889.

42 To Mrs. Enoch Anson More, Dec. 23, 1888.

43 To Alice More, Jan. 28, 1889.
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mountains-——many a time it all seemed to me only an emblem of
the real journey I was making in the spirit realm. Now don’t
suppose I am coming home gay and lighthearted—such a dispo-
sition I never cared to win—but I am coming home contented.
I am satisfied to go on with my work doing what I can. My work
is more to me than success. Other men may accomplish more,
but I am proud to say no man ever aspired higher.”+*

4¢To Alice More, Jan. 20, 1889. Leaving Paris on February 14th for
London via Dieppe, he planned to stay a week in England before sailing

from Glasgow February 22nd on the S. S. Indiana, with the expectation
of reaching St. Louis about March 6th.
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THE GREAT REFUSAL, HARVARD, AND
BRYN MAWR (1890-1897)

ON THE front flyleaf of Alice’s copy of his first book, Helena
and Occasional Poems, Paul inscribed on August 12, 1890:

Sister! nearest of humankind to me,
Who in the time of sorrow camest with cheer,
And in the days of labor still wast near
To lend thy larger hope, not as a fee
For valued time I bring this book to thee,
The first-fruits of my life: ah, never fear
But that I hold thy priceless love too dear
For purchasing; I make my offering free
As thou hast given thy care. And yet I hold
It altogether right that men should know
How not alone my heart has dreamed its dream;
And how thy fearless love hath made me bold
To sing through years of sorrow, and to go
In dark ways where it gave the only beam.

The volume of seventy-eight pages begins with twenty-five
hendecasyllabic, somewhat Theocritean stanzas, all but two of
which refer to Helen or, where the metre requires it, Helena.
More appears in them as her lover named Mallon, under which
pseudonym he had intended until February 1890 to publish
the book. They are verses of dalliance in garden and country-
side from spring to autumn, when another courter wins “snow-
white” Helena’s fickle heart. The rest of the book contains poems
to Mary Gates Cone and Clara Gardiner,* verses reprinted from

1 Louis T. More, according to Robert Shafer [“Paul Elmer More: A
Note on his Verse and Prose Written in Youth, with Two Unpublished

Poems,” American Literature, March 1948, vol. 20, p. 50], believed,
rightly or wrongly, Helena to be Clara Gardiner. In 1941, however, she
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Student Life, and stanzas written while he travelled in Europe
and on other occasions.

Before its publication, however, Helena was ancient history.
The Reverend Doctor Robert Garland Brank, pastor of the
Central Presbyterian Church in St. Louis, had two children:
Rockwell S. Brank, about thirteen, whose “beauty and grace”
unconsciously rendered bearable Paul’s “barren year”? at Smith
Academy after his return from France, and Sarah Warfield
Brank, about twenty-one, tall, lean, vigorous, “radiant beyond
telling,”® whom Paul first met probably in the spring of 1890.
Vivacious, kindly eyes, which admirers compared to topazes,
animated with gentle humor her cameo-like head, whose rich
brown hair heightened the fresh and china-white transparency
of her skin. In general appearance she was frequently compared
to Queen Louise of Prussia as shown on the stairs in Gustav
Richter’s painting. With her wit and her appreciation of it in
others, her wide interests and versatility, she excelled as a talker.
On account of her soft, full voice, so perfect of its kind as to
require no cultivation, and her naturally gracious presence, she
was a much commended member of the St. Louis Choral So-
ciety. As a student in the St. Louis School of Fine Arts she
painted exquisite water colors. Her unselfish, sympathetic at-
tention focused on those around her, in whom she found and
praised talents they sometimes scarcely recognized. She cherished

thought only one poem in the book, “In Memory of an Autumn Day,”
concerned herself. If, without her knowledge, she inspired certain pas-
sages in the Helena poems (those, perhaps, about Helen’s hiding in the
garden, mocking Mallon when he asked for a kiss on parting, pouting
when she thought she should be angry with him, and laughing at him
from the window whence she tossed him a rosebud and vanished), other
scenes and actions in those poems, when compared with the facts known
about his courtship of her, appear either to be imaginary or to concern
someone else, possibly the “new one—‘fair, kind, and true,’” mentioned
on page 13 above.

2 GR. 18; cf. ibid., p. 130. This is the boy affectionately referred to in
the poem called “The Pedagogue,” influenced by James Thomson’s exer-
cise in “the geometry of delirium,” “The City of Dreadful Night.” Cf.
GR, 19-36, and SE V, 170, 184, 187.

3 GR, 131.
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many friends, who generally considered her the most charming
person they had ever met. In picnics and concerts she delighted
but, as a pastor’s daughter, in her youth never danced or went
to the theatre. Instead she enjoyed the gemerous hospitality of
the manse, where few evenings passed without callers, including
suitors enough for Penelope.

The principal record of Paul’s most overwhelming love—The
Great Refusal, Being Letters of a Dreamer in Gotham, “edited,”
with an introduction, by Paul Elmer More, who would thus cloak
his authorship of it—contains letters and poems he wrote to
Sadie, as she was usually called. Before its publication in 1894,
however, shrinking from any “indecent exposure of personal
emotion,” he revised the correspondence to conceal her identity
and his; added new material throughout, especially in the preface
and at the end; and blended the whole into a strained, melan-
choly tale. As a result the tone seems to have become more
distant than it may have originally been. The young man who
could gravely address his sweetheart with, “You have never, I
suppose, read the Latin works of Giordano Bruno,”® seems,
despite a few amorous touches,® to have preferred to present
Esther (for so Sadie is named in this book) oftener as impalpa-
bly fair, a star, a moon, or some other symbol of metaphysical
beauty, than as a particular girl of flesh and blood.

In a fictitious love letter written a few years later he tried to
explain such a situation. “You complain of my letter because 1
argue a philosophical proposition in it while pleading for love.
Do you not know that this is man’s way? And I would not try
to deceive you: this philosophical proposition, which seems to
you almost a matter of indifference, is more to me than every-
thing else in the world. For it I could surrender all my heart’s
hope; for it I could sacrifice my own person; even, if the choice
were necessary, which cannot be, I might sacrifice you. There
is this duality in man’s nature. The ambition of his intellect, the
passion it may be, to force upon the world some vision of his im-

+SE 1I, 84. 5GR, 50. $ GR, 102-05, 113.
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agination or some theorem of his brain, works in him side by side
with his personal being, and the two are never quite fused. . . .
That is . . . the eternal dualism in masculine nature which a
woman can never comprehend. . . . For a woman is not so. There
exists no such gap in her between her heart and brain, between
her outer and inner life. . . . She calls the man selfish and is
bitter against him at times, but her accusation is wrong. It is
not selfishness which leads a man if needs be to cut off his own
personal desires while sacrificing another; it is the power in him
which impels the world into new courses. A man’s virtues are
aggressive and turned toward outer conquest and may have
little relation to his own heart. But a woman’s virtues are bound
up with every impulse of her personal being; they work out in
her a loveliness and unity of character which make the man
appear beside her coarse and unmoral. . . .

“And because of this harmony, this unconsciousness in
woman’s virtue, a man’s love of woman takes on a form of
idealisation which a woman never understands and indeed often
resents. What in him is something removed from himself, some-
thing which he analyses and governs and manipulates, is in the
woman beloved an integral part of her character. Virtue seems
in her to become personified and he calls her by strange names.
For this reason . . . a man’s love of woman assumes such form
of worship as Dante paid to Beatrice or Petrarch to Laura. It
would be grotesque for a woman to love in this way, for virtue
is not a man’s character, but a faculty of his character. And so is
it strange that I should approach you asking for love that my
soul may have peace? It cannot enter into my comprehension
that such a cry should come from you to me. All that I strive
to accomplish in the world, all that I gird myself to battle for,
the ideals that I would lay down my life that men might behold
and cherish,—is it not now all gathered up in the beauty and
serenity of your own person?’”’

For a while after his repudiation of what he supposed was

TJL, 162-65. Cf. SE II, 171.
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Christian dogma Paul tried to retain Christianity’s “imaginative
beauty.” “If religion is a fraud, at least the intricacies of this
catholic faith have grown up from the long yearning of the hu-
man heart, and possess this inner reality corresponding with our
spiritual needs.” In the emotional labyrinth of The Great Re-
fusal may be traced a fusion of his “Christian symbolism™® with
his worship of Lady Esther and a subsequent fission of love
human and divine.

“At one time in my life I was ready to give up liberty and
ambition of thought in order to become a disciple of the faith
that promised peace in this world and resurrection in the next;
but, thank God, the pride of my intellect revolted from such a
betrayal of its nobler, if yet austerer, aspirations. Let me bear
my bitterest doubts with me to the end rather than succumb
through lassitude to an easy belief promising repose. It is pos-
sible to submit with the heart when the intellect rebels: it is
the abnegation of all that is divine within us, a moral cowardice
not to be countenanced. There are many who believe without
reflection, a few who are led captive by honest but shallow
reasoning; there are others who surrender to a creed that offers
hope, because they are not strong enough to endure the con-
flict of doubt unto the end. Ah, if I could bow to this Jesus and
serve him, not with the serenity of the disciple whom he loved;
but if at least the bitterness and isolation of my soul could some-
how be brought into his service, transforming the marks of
sorrow into the stigmata of victory! If they could be the signs of
witness-bearing to a great truth instead of the stigmata of a
despair that I am almost ashamed to uncover before you. But
alas! alas! quid est veritas? we must ask again, and again sur-
render the Lord to the scoffers of this world.

“And then I thought of that other Master unto whom I am
willingly bounden; and of the saying, God is love; and of that
other saying, Now abideth faith, hope, and love, but the greatest
of these is love. It came to me as a new gospel of deliverance.

8 The last three quotations are from JL, 52.
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For if I serve faithfully this Lord of love, and to follow after
him cast away all sordid impulses and unclean fancies and un-
worthy desires and mean affections, shall I not have done what
that other Lord Jesus commanded? And if amid the temptations
which offer fruition in place of devotion, I hold fast to the true
love, deeming its bondage better than the liberty of others, shall
I not have taken up my cross and left all and followed him?”**

“You ask me if there is nothing better in the world to love
and worship than a woman. There is not.** I am not a follower
of Jesus. I do not know his God, cannot find him, do not hear
his voice. The great self-abnegation and passion of Jesus seem
to me often a greater mistake; for what blessing has he brought
to the world? To miseries which he cannot alleviate he has added
only the further miseries of sympathy. I am not a disciple of
Dante. His vision of heaven and hell has passed away forever.
His faith is a thing outworn. The new vision must somehow be
a justification and glorification of the life that is bounded by the
narrow walls of time. My eyes are too dim to discern this glory;
there is too much of darkness within me. And yet, at times when
the thought of you is most vivid, when love comes to me as
something from without and above, 1 do catch glimpses of this
vision which make the heart within me leap up for delight. It
is the transfiguration of love. It is the image of a beautiful body
so strongly imprinted on the eye that all objects are tinged and
made radiant by it, and come in some way to strange relation-
ship and similarity thereto, acquiring transcendent loveliness. It
is the belief in a moral beauty so firmly implanted in our mind
that all the relations of life are colored by it, and the motions
of the spiritual world fall into harmony as if circling about this
mighty central idea. Such a love may in these days be the revela-
tion we have so long sought in vain.”t

In 1891 and 1892 Paul read the Latin not only of Giordano
Bruno but of Scotus Erigena, Albertus Magnus, and other
medieval religious thinkers. His “mighty desire for something

° GR, 107-08. 10 Cf. SE VI, 350. 11 GR, 122-23.
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better than this world can give,” his fundamental “obsession of
a mystery beyond the senses,”? an obsession strengthened by
a critical view of phenomena derived from his scientific and
philosophic studies, impelled him to investigate whether the
“ancient eastern dreamers and pantheists found, in their contem-
plation of the deceitful Méya and ineffable Brahma, that peace
of heart which we of the west so vainly seek.”** What drew him
to “Oriental faith, whether Vedanta or Buddhism, was just this,
that it was in fact and efficacy a faith, yet demanded belief in
none of the things I had discarded. Here was a creed, if so it
might be called, which in its final formulation included no
omnipotent God as Creator and Ruler, nor had any apparatus
of Platonic Ideas or of an eternal heaven and hell; its appeal
(I speak of it always in its most expurgated form) was to what
might be called pure spirituality, to something deeper than what
we ordinarily think of as ‘soul’, to that in us which has no at-
tachment or relation to the phenomenal world or to concrete
experience. And I saw that by that creedless faith peace was
attained and a peculiar kind of saintliness produced.”*

To further his exploration of Oriental thought he notified
Professor Charles R. Lanman on May 24, 1892, of his inten-
tion “to study at Harvard next year, with the degree of Doctor
of Philosophy in view. My work will be in Sanskrit, Greek, and
Latin. My aim is to make Sanskrit my chief study and subordi-
nate my other work to it. To this end I wish to start in next year
as well prepared as possible, and expect to devote the summer
months to acquiring the elements of the language.”

In his thanks to Professor Lanman on June 9th for his advice
and for his pamphlet on Hindu pantheism, he added: “. . . it
is the philosophic and religious side which attracts me most to
Sanskrit.” By July Sth, having plunged into a Sanskrit reader
and grammar and having questioned Professor Lanman on pro-
nunciation and accent, he reported: “I am putting the best of

12 M, 25. 18 GR, 70. 1M, 26.
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the day’s work on Sanskrit but must spare part of my strength
for Greek and Hebrew.”!s

In The Great Refusal the pretended author concludes that the
pursuit of beauty, physical and moral, succeeds up to a certain
point at which it becomes “above all things the most dangerous
illusion.”® At that point love of an individual, or even uni-
versal Christian charity, attaches us too much to the false realm
of selfhood and desire to permit our mystical “readmission into
God.”*" Led by the Indian concepts of Brahma and Paramatman
he seeks to transcend the dualism between the infinite, eternal,
and unchangeable, and the finite, temporal, and changing, by
renouncing the latter for the sake of realizing, through abstrac-
tion and meditation, the identity of his inner self with the greater
and higher Self behind the clouds of illusion. “This conception
of the inner and the outer Self, and their essential unity, is un-
doubtedly the ultimate achievement of thought. And this is
clearly to be distinguished from a philosophy that would exalt
the individual Ego of a man. For the Ego says within us, this is
1! this is mine! and is but a fiction of the brain, rising and perish-
ing with the body: but the Self is precisely that within vs which
is least individual, which suffers not nor enjoys, which knows
neither birth nor death, which is not a portion or emanation of
the Eternal, but is that eternal Self.”1®

In the story he first saw Lady Esther as she passed a grave-
yard. Towards the end of the book, pausing at the same ceme-
tery, he announced to her: “The consummation of my hope is
near; my heart has found the mystic haven of rest. Some pro-
phetic import lay in the finding of love here where all the pas-
sions of men are quieted, a premonition that love should lead
me, not into the fullness of joyful possession, but into the more
abiding fullness of renunciation. For love is crucified within me,

15 More’s letters to Professor Lanman in the Harvard University Li-
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