












His mencal reservation did not in any way preclude his facing of the
burdens of our common humanity, :lnd enjoying them in such innocently
Rabelaisian fashion. He just allowed himself the plain, blunt speech of a
knight of Arthuc's Court or a Captain of the Black Prince - for his England
was surely the little, pretty England with its London, small and white
and clean, and its shining Thamesside wharves, hardly crowded with bales
and hogs-heads and jars of wine, while:

... Geoffrcy Chaucer's pen
Moved over bills of lading....

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

Certainly in reading Morris or Hueffer (Ford Madox Ford), we find
ourselves transferred back with the utmost sangfroid and convincingness
to a world where, like wood and water, pleasures and pains, comfort and
risks, are almost equally apportioned, where fat beeves move complacently
over white roads or are hurried into the s3fery of little w311ed towns, Out­
side whose limits wild beasts and armed marauders rove, where knights
are sometimes bold and ladies always in disrress. I fancy the buttercup
meadows of Walthamstow represented for Morris.. _. (etc.)
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