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ABSTRACT

Aldous Huxley hcs been writing on all topics and in
most literary genres since 1916. He is particulerly well
known for his essays end for his novels, which are the
satirical classics of the twentieth century. But Huxley
the novelist hes yet to be definitively placed in litersry
history. He enjoyed considerable _:lat in the twenties and

thirties and his elegant satires, Crome Yellow (1921) and

Antic Hay (1923), both shocked and delighted the young and

slmost young generation. His later novels shocked too, but
for a different reason. Huxley had been considered the
typical disappointed rationalist and aesthete of the post

-war era. With the publication of Eyeless in Gaza (1936)

it became clear that rationalism and zestheticism had,as far
as Huxley was concerned, had their day, and for him, at least,
the way of the mystic offered greater intellectual and moral
rewards. Co-incident with this change in attitude came a
change in Huxley's satirical technicue. The polished,
graceful, elegance of the early satire gave way to a savagery
and bluntness obviously celculated to Jdisturb rather than

amuse the reader. In Ape and Essence (1949) this savagery

and harshness reached its pcak and, as in the fourth book

of Gulliver's Travels, the message and the moral tended to

become lost amid the overpowering ferocity of the delivery.



Abstract ocage 2

Huxley, 1t seemed, had lost, not only his sense of artistic
verspective, but his tslent for acute observation of
empirical fact.

The Genius and the GBddess (1955), proved Ape_and

mssence to be but a temporary lapse in Huxley's literary
career, 2nd showved also thet he had at last effected a com-
promise between his awareness of evil in the world and his
respect for human potential.

Huxley's essays, published in twenty volumes, from
1923-1960, provide an illumineting c<idelight on the Huxley
of the novels =znd state, more directly snd personally, many

off the same theses,
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I have tried to trace, by way of an examination of
his ncvels, Huxley's gradual evolution from rationalist to
mystic, from disinterested observer to concerned critic, and
to keep an eye on the unvarying constants. This has involved
a considerable amount of simplification, but not, I hope,
distortion, of Huxley's ideas and necessitated the icnoring
of much in the novels that is lively and stimulating. I
have, for the mcst part, limited this essay to a discussion
of the novels: what they say, how they say it, and why.

Brave New World is disnosed of in = few words because,

though it is probably ths most popular of the novels, it is
the leesst interesting in the present context. I have included

a chapter on Collected_Essays because I felt some mention

oi the essays necessary to any study of Huxley's thought
since so much of what is se2id in the novels is stated more
directly 2znd more gersonally in the essays.

Reference is made, incidentally, to misrepresentations
of Huxley in early works of criticism and commentary. Such
misrepresentation is not merely a thing of the past. It
exists still. The impression I originally had of Huxley from
references to him in literary histories was of a writer who
began as a letter-day Peacock with overtones of Swift and
Ben Jonson znd degenersted into a lzck-talent pseudo-prophet.
Even z suverficial reading of the later essays was erough to
indicate that the impression was hardly consonant with the

facts. The Huxley of today is implicit in the earlier novels.
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learning with a highly developea sense of the ridiculous in
life and a clear view of men as he is as well as what he
appears to be. Huxley can hardly require that his readers be
of the same calibre of mind 2s himself, but he does require
that they be of the same quality of mind it they are not to
misinterpret or misunderstana him.

Because of his encyclopaedic knowledge otf literature
and science ana his acute psychological insight into the
minds of men, Huxley is in a particularly favourable position
from which to examine the world ana try to bring the parts
into perspective. He has been both praised for his humility
ana condemned for his superiority. Opinions have always
differed. It is unusual to find two critics who will agree
entirely on what Huxley is trying or has tried to do, for he
is a complex and disconcerting writer, always fundamenteally
serious ana always superficirlly flippant or cynical. To
treat him as an entirely serious writer is impossible. On
the other hand it is a mistake to see him as merely a brilliant
entertainer with an unfortunate habit of going sour and
analytical when he has just told a particularly bawdy Jjoke.
What Huxley has always striven for is the complete view of
man which incluaes the bawdy ana the sordia as much as the
analytical and the aesthetically pleasing.

That Huxiey is obsessed by the flesh ana corruption

is a common criticism. This is not a2 criticism that can be

convinecingly illustrated. Awareness is not the same thing












but it is the only one the mrn of reason has to offer. At
worst he knows when to give up. At best he is probably less
of a fool than those who persist in thinking that there is a
satisfactory answer to the riddle of existence. Certainly
Scogan comes off rather better with his solution than do the

others at Crome.

Priscilla, deep in horoscopes and the Occult, has

found out what it is to have faith:

All that hagpens means something; nothing you

do is ever insignificant. It makes life so jolly,
you know....I have the infinite to keep in tune
with....And then there's the next world and all the
spirits, and one's Aura, and Mrs. Eddy and saylng
you're not ill, and the Christian Mysteries and Mrs.
Besant. It's all splendid. One's never dull for a
moment.

To Mr. Bodiham his faith is not a consolation. There are
times when he wants to murder his whole congregation:

He had tried to make them understand about God, what
a fearful thing it is to fall into His hands....

The passengers on the Titanic sang 'Nearer my God

to Thee' as the ship was going down. Did they real-
ize what they were asking to be brought nearer to?
A white fire of righteousness, an angry fire.... 7

And what is all this to the man of reason? Only escape:

All philosophies and all religions -what are they
but tubes bored through the universe ! Through these
narrow tunnels, where all is recognizably human,
one travels comfortable and secure, contriving

to forget that all round and below and above there
stretches the blind mass of earth, endless and un-
explored. 8

But even Scogan has his tube:

Give me ideas, so snug and simple and well made.
And preserve me from nature, preserve me from

all that's inhumenly large and complicated and
obscure. I haven't the courage...to start wander-
ing in that labyrinth. 9
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promiscuously. For the man of reason finds he has, indeed,
a social conscience. And the more his social conscience
pricks him the more aware he becomes of some irrational but
indubitable need for a metaphysic to explain what reason
cannot.

Early in Antic Hay there is a scene in which Gumbril,
the main figure in this tragi-comedy, meets with his motley
collection of friends at a workingmen's coffee-stall after a
night on the town. Huxley interweaves their clever, snobbish
conversation with the lament of an unemployed carter. This
device of pointing one theme against another is a favourite
with Huxley and he uses it to great effect. Coleman sings
'Rot the People, blast the People, damn the Lower Classes';
Opps complairs bitterly about the intolerable way that servants,
no matter how well trained, always betray their humanity.
Nearby the carter is telling his shocking story of poverty,
unemployment, injustice and starvation. Gumbril is horrified,
he finds it appalling that such things should exist: 'He was
consumed with indignation and pity; he felt like a prophet
in Ninevah.'15 But he does nothing very much. He continues
to relish the horror of it all and then, suddenly becoming
preoccupied with his own affairs, puts the plight of the
lower orders out of his mind. Like Opps he loathes everyone
poor, ill or old. Appelled by the unreason of the state of
the unfortunate, appalled by his own reaction of loathing

and nausea, he still finds nothing in his experience which





































































Many of the characters are recognizable Huxleyian caric
tures. All, excepting Mark Rampion and his wife, and r
Elearor Quarles, have one thing in common: infantility,
have failed in some way to mature emotionally, to achie
the balance, to maintsin a proper relationship with the
universe.

Lucy Tantamount is a more anthropophagous lMyra
eash, bored, ruthless, emotionally arrested in time,
consciously pleasure seeking, refusing to be bullied by
universe. Lord Edward Tantamount, like Shearwater in A
Hey whose world is limited by the walls of his laborato
is, in all but intellect, a child:

In the laborstory, at his desk, he was as old

as science itself. But his feelings, his intui

his instincts were those of a little boy. 25
John Bidlake is an ageing Olympian. In his day he had
a remarkeble painter and: 'handsome, huge, exuberant, c
less; a great laugher, a gzeat worker, a great eater, d
and taker of virginities.'d6 But the approach of death
him helpless. Having taken of everything in life, he m
face death inadequately armed with nothing but the help
rnness of a spoilt child. Burlap is a sviritual journali
pseudo Franciscan. As Rampion says, even St. Francis i
little too grown up for Burlap who accomplishes an asto
number of seductions by creeping into hisvictim's beds

an appealing child who needs comforting. Quarles Senio

is 2 case of arrested development. As a young man he w









'But it's too good.?

'How can anything be too good?!

'Not human. If it lasted, you'd cease to be

a man. You'd die.' 30
The lesson is, apparently, that perfection must be sac-
rificed to the keeping of the balance. But the lesson is
not overtly stated. One must draw one's own conclusions.

These two, Rampion and Spandrell, are at opposite
ends of the human scale. One is the life-worshipper; the
hates life but, in his perverse way, glories in his nausea
and cultivates it by deliberate and methodical indulgence
excesses of sensual pleasure. Philip Quarles is more 4diff:
cult to pin down, his place on the human scale seems to va:
Intellectually he is the complete man, emotionally he has
neither the maturity of Rampion nor the imbecility of Burl:
He represents, perhaps, not just Huxley, but all the in-
tellectually aware and emotionally detached.

One of the remarkable things about this novel, tec]
nically, is the valuable contribution that all the charact:
without exception, make to the total effect. To remove an
of them would be to try to play the symphony without some «
the instruments. It 1s an extremely well integrated compo:
ion. The novel of ideas lacks realism, as a rule; the
characters are mouthpieces for a set of ideas and are very
little else. Huxley, by playing variations on his themes
and by reduplicating his characters and situations gives a

substance to his idea-mongers that they would otherwise lac

They do not have the appearance of paper cut-outs, though
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but mind cries out to mind with even louder voice. Walter
Bidlake's love for lMarjorie Carling is destroyed by the
stupidity which underlies her veneer of cultured refinement
s much as by her lack of honest passion. Philip Quarles's
retreat into intellectualism is less worthy of condemnation
than John Bidlake's cultivation of the flesh-pots. Quarles
Senior's sordid little amours are not nearly as repellent as
his intellectual dishonesty. As a philosophy of life reason
probably has more to be said for it than any other, in-
cluding life-worship.

In his introduction to Lawrence's letters Huxley
says that each of the agesof man has its suitable philosophy
and that Lawrence's was not a very good philosophy for old
age or failing powers. One might say also that Lawrence's
statements '"We can go wrong in our mind. But what the blood
feels and believes and says is always true.', can lead to
greater absurdities than one could ever reach by intellect
alone. The blood has a habit of rarely saying the same

thing twice running.

Point Counter Point is probably the best of Huxley's
novels. It is certainly the most extensive commentary on his

social world and its thought that he has written. Lawrence

wrote to him of it:

It seems to me that it would take ten times the
courage to write P. Counter P. that it took to write
Lady C.: and if the public knew what it was reading,
it would throw a hundred stones at you, to one at me.
I do think that art has to reveal the palpitating
moment or the state of man as it is. And I think

you do that, terribly. 37













III

In Eyeless in Gaza (1936) it is apparent that Huxley

enthusiasm for the life-worship of D.H. Lawrence has waned
considerably. The problem of this novel, as of the others,
is self-division and the argument is that the point of self
-division is self-division itself. Here for the first time,
Iluxley attempts to resolve, rather than merely describe,
the paradox of the conflict within the individual men. This
endeavour to impose meaning on the chaotic appearance of
modern life is presented through the progress of Anthony
Beavis from conscious, withdrawn selfishness to a way of
life and a heterodox philosophy of pacifism, practical
Christianity and eastern mysticism. Affection, compassion
and contemplation are offered as the triune answer to the
‘difficulties of men: 'born under one law, to another bound'.
Beavis, like Philip Quarles, sacrifices human relat-
*ons to his versonal freedom. Outwardly he is the complete
man. Inwardly, though rarely, he hes a consciousness of
deficiency, an academic, theoretical Xnowledge that he is no
entirely human, but he deliberately chooses, in spite of thi
knowledge to remain so. The choice as Anthony sees it, and,
by implication, as all intellectuals see it, is between
freedom to seek knowledge and enjoy a pleasant if meaningles
existence, and slavery to the unknown and unknowable forces

of life.






he may merely be assuming a role for th=s sake of the
argument. Anthony's conversion is not completely believe-
able. Miller, his 'avatar', has something of the figure of
fun about him in spite of his admirable courage, and this
suggests that Huxley himself is not unquestionably convinced
of the rightness of the cause he appears to favour. The
advocacy of vegetarianism and colonic irrigation as a cure
for spiritual constipation carries with it the suggestion

of a mild Huxleyian jokej; but a joke that may be half in
jest and 21l in earnest. Huxley, at any rate.is sufficiently
convinced to carry it to a logical conclusion.

Huxley attempts two things in Eyeless in Gaza:

his experiment witb a new theory of the meaning of life,
and an experiment with time. The difficulties of under-
standing the one are compounded by the difficulty of
following the other. Anthony's 1life is presented as through
2 number of snap-shots taken at random from a box. The
chronology of the tele seens to be governed by little more
than caprice and one may be forgiven for rearranging the
chepters in normal sequence and reading them in that
sequence before attempting the demanding task of reading them
as they are.

The years of greatest importance in Anthony's devel-
opment are illustrated in detail. Much of his later in-
tellectual questing is revealed through his Jjournal, a

favourite Huxley recourse when the method of detached
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final words:

Dispassionately, and with a serene lucidity,

he thought of what was in store for him. What-

ever it might be, he knew now that all would be

well., 1
All would be well for Anthony in the euphoria thast results
from dedication to a cause and the prospect of a glorious
martyrdom, but for the man of sensitivity and intellect
whom he so obviously represents the solution can hardly be
so simple.

The thing to keep in mind, of course, is that Huxley
often overstates his ideas as he overdraws his characters,
and to the same purpose. This extract from 'The Desert!
(1956) is an example:

For our survival, if we do survive, we shall be

less beholden to our common sense...than to our

caterpiller- and cicada-sense, to intelligence,

in other words, as it operates on the organic level. 2
In another context the wisdom of intelligence operating on
the organic level may have guite a different aspect:

We fail to attend to our true relations with

ultimate reality and, through ultimate reality,

with our fellow beings, because we prefer to
attend to our animal nature and to the business

of getting on in the world. ('Beliefs', 1937.) 3
But both statements, taken in context, will be found to
support the same basic argument, that too much emphasis
on thic development of the intellect is dangerous, and that
the emphasis is often of the wrong sort. This is also one

of the arguments of Eyeless in Gaza.

From childhood Anthony is theoretically aware of



his deficiencies, of his moral cowardice and of the escapes
hermakes into rationalization and self-justification. For
yvears he has managed to escape the consequences, for he is
extremely intelligent, amusing and attractive. Helen, his
mistress, tells hims

You are sweet, you are touching. God knows why.

Because you oughtn't to be. It's all a swindle

really, a trick for getting people to like you on

false pretenses.
Anthony replies that though he often gets something for
nothing there is no injustice in it since he never pretends
to give anything in return for what he gets. These are the
conditions winich must always be understcod in people's
relations with him. In younz manhood his one close friends
ends in tragedy through Anthony's moral cowardice. After
that he refuses any demanding human relations, withdrawing
into emotional detachment and cynicism.

Anthony is shaken out of his complacency when a dog
falls from a plane on a roof where he znd Helen are lying
and drenches the lovers with its blood. For Helen the dog
is a symbol of that part of life from which no intelligence
no effort at detachment, no aestheticism can protect her.
It reminds Anthony of Brian's suicide and meskes nhim realize
that the artificial world of work and sensuality which he
has created for himself has prevented him from transforming
the raw material of his life into the real thing. He finds

thet his escape mechanisms no longer work. He can no longe
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about them. Sentimental in the good sense, of
course. In the sense or caring for them. If you
don't cere for them, you can't possibly - nderstand
them; all your acuteness will just be cnother form
of stupidity.'

Miller sees very little distinction between the
civilized and the uncivilized. The whole secret of politics,
of dealing with people of any description, is overcoming
hostility and suspicion:

Savage societies are simply civilized societies on

a small scsle and with the 1id off. We can learn

to understand them fairly easily. And when we've

learnt to understand savages, we've learnt, as we

discover, to understand the civilized. 9
Huxley said the same thing five years before in an essay
called 'Sermons in Cats':

Primitive people, like children 2nd animals, are

simply civilized people with the 1id off, so to

speak - the heavy elaborate 1lid of manners, con-
ventions, traditions of thought and feeling beneath
which each one of us passes his or her existence....

Direct observation...tells us but little; and if we

cannot infer what is going on under other lids from

what we see, introspectively, by peeping under our
own, then the best thing we can do is take the next

boat for the West Indies. 10

Anthony, convinced thst Miller holds the key to his
salvation, returns to England to work with Miller and his
associates.

From this point on Anthony's procgress is described
through his journal. The contents of the Jjournal are ess-

entially the same as that of the essays in Ends and Means

(1937) and in a sixpenny pamphlet written for the Feace

Pledge Union called 'What Are You Going to Do About It?'.



The diary begins with the line from 0Ovid which
appears so fregquently in Huxley:
Video meliora proboque; deteriora sequor.
Anthony knows what he wants to do but continues to do what
he knows he ought not to do. The road to perfection is =
rocky one. His greatest fault is indifference to people.
Whet he wishes to achieve is a persistent affectionate in-
terest in them. But he finds that brotherly love and fell
ship in the abstract are entirely different things from th
actual day to day practice of these virtues. Self-knowled
is essentizl to self-change but the two are not necessaril
identical. Miller has pointed out the difficulties to him
Really 2nd by nature every mcn's a unity; but you!
artificially transformed the unity into a trinity.
One clever msn and two idiots - that's what you've
made yourself. An admirable manipulator of ideas,
linked with a person who, so far as self-knowledge
and feeling are concerned, is just a moronj; and th
peir of you associszted with a helf-witted body....
Two imbeciles and one intellectual. But man is a
democracy and in a2 democracy the majority rules.
You've got to do something about that majority. 11
Huxley's stand in 'Ends and Means' is that means
determine ends; that the use of bed means to achieve a goo
end automatically perverts or destroys the goodness of the
end. Anthony's examingtion of himself and his world leads
him to the same conclusiont
Means determine endsj; and must be like the ends
proposed. Means intrinsically different from the
ends proposed achieve ends like thenmselves, not 1i

those they were meant to achieve. Violence and wa
will produce a peace and ¢ socilal organization






One is reminded of Scogan's saying that all philosophies ar
religions are tubes bored in the universe. DBut Huxley no
longer sees philosophy and religion as solely an escape frc
a world that is unbearable. In 'Wordsworth in the Tropics!
(1929) he pointed out:

That man must build himself some sort of
metaphysical shelter in the midst of the jungle
of immediately avprehended reality is obvious. 1k

But he also says in the same essays

The only satisfactory way of existing in the modern
highly specielized world is to live with two per-
sonalities. A Dr. Jekyll that does the metaphysica
and scientific thinking, that transacts business in
the city, adds up figures, designs machines, and so
forth. And a natural spontaneous Mr. Hyde to do th
physical, instinctive living in the intervals of
work. The two personalities should lead their un-
connected lives apart, without poaching on one
another's preserves or enaguiring too closely into
one another's activities. Only by living discreetl
and inconsistently can we preserve both the man and
the citizen, both the intellectual and the svontan-
eous animal being, alive within us. The solution
may not be very satisfactory; but it is, I believe
now (though once I thought differently), the best
that, iIn the modern circumstances, can be devised.

This is precisely the sort of dualism that Anthony
Beavis tried to practise and found so unsatisfactory; the
dual means to a single end vroduced an end identical with
the nature of the means employed. Initially, Huxley found
vure reason and intellectualism insufficient to order <the

universe. Point Counter Foint proposed an alloy, so to spe

of reason and 'divine unreason', suitably balanced. But th

problem of self-division remained. The dualistic solution

was 'not very satislfactory'.



In Eyeless in Gaza Anthony, guided by lMiller, f

that the point of sclf-division is self-division itself
the final chapter of the book the answer comes to hin a
some direct revelation:

But why division at all? Why, utnavoidably, eve
the completest love, and, at the other end of t
scale of being, even in that which is or seems
below right and wrong, why must the evil of
separation exist? 16

It is obvious to Anthony that there is a unity in life,
unity of all life. Each organism, each entity is one i
itself, but each 1is one with the universe, dependent on
universe to preserve its unity. All that is evil in th
world is that which tends to separation, to the accentu
oi differences between men and between man and the univ
of wnich he is part. But still division exists even wi
the unity that is a man. The peradox seems insoluble,
solution must lie somewhere or life cannot have meaning
be nonsensical:

He himself, Anthony went on to think, had chose
regard the whole process as either pointless or
practical joke....He had chosen to think it non
and for more than twenty years the thing had se
to be - nonsense, in spite of occasional uncomf
able intimations that there might be a point, a
thet the point was precisely in whet he had cho
to regard as the pointlessness, the practical J
And now at last it was clear, now by some kKind

immediate experience he knew the point »ms in t
paradox, in thc fact that unity was the beginni
and unity the end, and that in the meantime the
condition of life and all existence was separat
which was equivalent to evil. Yes, the point,

insisted is one that demands of oneself the ach
ment of the impossible....It is a test, an educ



- searching, difficult, carried out through a life
time, perhaps through long series of lifetimes. L
times passed in the attempt to open up further and
little further the closed universe that tends to
spring shut the moment the effort is relaxed. Pas
in making still the self-emphasizing cravings.
Passed in constant efforts to realize unity with
other lives and other modes of being. To experien
it inthe act cf love and compassion. To experienc
it on another plane through meditation, in the in-
sight of direct intuition. Unity beyond the turmo
of separations and divisions. Goocdness beyond the
possibility of evil. But always the fact of
seperation persists, always evil remains tThe very
condition of life and being. There must be no
relaxation of the opening precssure. But even for
the best of us, the consummation is still immeasur
ably remnote.

Meanwhile there are love and conmpassion. Con-
stantly obstructed. But oh, let them be made inde
fatigable, implacable to surmount all obstacles, t
immer sloth, the distaste, the intellectual scorn;
and, from without, the other's aversions snd sus-
picions. Affection, compassion - and also, meanwh
this contemplative approach, this effort to realiz
the unity of lives and being with the intellect, a
at last, perhaps, intuitively in an act of complet
understanding.... Step by step towards the exper-
ience of being no longer wholly separate, but unit
at the depths of other lives, with the rest of beil
United in peace. 17

Considering Huxley's well-known paragraphs on Shel
18
in Point Counter_ Point, it is rather disconcerting to

reflect that some of the closest approximations to the ide:

expressed by Anthony Beavis can be found in parts of Queen

l2ab, Adonais and Prometheus Unbound. Though, undoubtedly,

Huxley was influenced in many of the conclusions he comes

in Eveless in Gaza by Gerald Heard and the Eastern mystics

he is also very much in the tradition of the English

Platonists, a tradition going back at least as far as

shaftesbury.





















conducted on the purely human level, but on the animal leve
and on the level of God and the spirit:
Cn the lower level, good exists as the proper
funectioning of the organism in accordance with the
laws of its own being. On the higher level, it
exists in the form of a kXnowledge of the world with
cut desire or aversiong... 27
The story of Jo Stoyte illustrates the effects of
evil caused by time and craving. Frightened into a patho-
logical fear of death by his obsession with material wealth
and power and his fundamentalist up-bringing, Stoyte would
rather live as a gibbering ape than die as a man. Faced
with the living proof of what he would become if his dream
of imnortality on earth were realized, he still meakes the
nathetic attempt at rationalization of the men bound to his
own egos
'How long do you figure it would take before a person
went like that?' he said in a slow, hesitating
voice. 'I mean, it wouldn't hapven at once...
there'd be a long time wnile a person...well, you
knows; while he wouldn't change any. And once you
get over the first shock - well, they look like
they were heving a pretty good time. I mean in
their own way, of course. 28
Bven Jr. Obispo, the Marquis de Sade, is sinocked to silence
by this last outrage before he explodes into the hysterical
laughter that ends the tale.
Within the framework of Jo Stoyte's search for
immortality Huxley presents other examples of the realizat-
ion of evil through the service of false gods. Jeremy

Pordaze, humanist gentleman, serves the ideals of scholarship

and harmlessness; he hes never really damaged anyone but



himself. Propter finds him comic but depressing. Pordage
is what Anthony Beavis might have become in other circum-
stances. Nothing Propter says to him is new. He has read
211 the relevant books. He knows what he is, but has no
desire to change. Quite the reverse:

Nothing 1like self-know'edge, he reflected. To kno

why you do a thing thit is wrong and stupid is to

heve an excuse for going on doing it. Justificati
by psycho-analysis - the modern substitute for

justification by faith. 29
And he concludes, as a result of his self-knowledge:

One scratched like a baboon...one lived, at fifty

-four, in the security of one's mother's shadow;

one's sexual life was simultanecusly infantile and

corrupt; by no stretch of the imagination could on
work be described as useful or important. But whe:
one compared oneself with other people... with

cabinet ministers ana steel-magnates and bishops a:

celebrated novelists - well, one didn't come out s

badly after all. Judged by the negative criterion

of harmlessness, one even came out extremely well.

So thet, taking all things into consideration, the

was really no reason why one should do anything mu

about anything. 30
Mr. Propter might slmost agree with him, to the extent, at
least, that to beheve in a way that does not positively
court universal disaster may be commendable. There are ma:
worse types of human being in the world than the scholar a:
gentleman, and not too many better.

More positively bad are such as Virginia Meunciple
and Dr. Obispo: the one beautiful, self-indulgent, rationa
izinz and infantile; the other deliberately self-seeking,
ruthless, sensual and brilliant. Neither sees beyond the

immediate chance for sensual enjoyment and the meterial



pleasures that money can provide. Obispo is more to be co
demned, because of his intelligence, though both are compl
1y amoral. Virginia has no sense of right and wrong thoug]
sne suffers, at intervals from feelings of guilt contingen-
on her unthinking Mariolatry. On one occasion she leaps
from the bed where Obispo is introducing her to certain
refinements of sensuality to draw a curtain over the image
of the Virgin to which she prays, for fear the Virgin may
be offended by her behaviour.

Obispo is one of those physicians whose interests
are all inward. To him patients are of three classes: tho:
who will die anyhow, those who will get well anyhow, and
neurotics who are undeserving of anyone's time. His resea:
in longevity has no other purpose than to provide him with
enough freedom and money to enjoy all the material benefit:
that the modern world has to offer those who have the
capacity to appreciate them to the full. Unlike Peter Boor
though doing the same work, Obispo is dedicated to no idea:
that even the most miszuided could think good. His purpose
are blatantly evil. Obispo is the only one of all the
Stoyte castle company who does not attempt to put a good
face on his actiivities. Any hypocrisy he may practise is 1
the purpose of not being found out, not of salvaging his

amour-propre. In this he is as perfect of his kind as Mr.

Propter is of his. It is perhaps significant that Huxley

records no encounter between the two. These extremes of
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good and evil do not meet.

—_—T =TT e

Summer represent Huxley at what was probably the crisis of
his life. Having discovered the ultimzte purpose for which
he had been seeking, he embodied his discovery in two self
-revelatory novels. The works which follow are those of a
man who hss found what he has been looking for. In Huxley's
case, as in many another case, the result of spiritual
serenity has been, unhappily, poor art. As Mr. Tindall
sayss

Although it is foolish to blame for aesthetic

failure one who has abandoned the plane of aesthetics

for a higher one, the pity is that good cynics are

as uncommon in English literature ss preachers
are common. 31
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IV

In Time Must Have_ a Stop Huxley ventures inté the
world of life after death and describes whet, in his cosmology
it may well be like. Artistic perspective, unfortunately,
suffers. Such close knowledge of the details of Huxley's

personal religion is necessary to an understanding of the

half-dozen chapters devoted to Eustace Barnack's post mortem
experiences: the allusions are so specialized, the language
of metaphor so obscure, that the novel is badly cut about.
The almost impenetrable difficulty of the imagery, in the
relatively light context of the rest of the book, makes these
chapters tiresome obstacles in the way of the progression of

the main theme. For, on the whole, Time Must Have a Stop i1s

concerned with one critical summer in the life of a brilliant
adolescent poet, Sebastian Barnack, and three people, who in
their disparate ways, do most to bring him from childhood

to maturity.

Eustace Barnack, Sebastian's uncle, is a decadent
though amiable aesthete who introduces Sebastian to the Joys
and pleasures of the good life. Veronica Thwale is a type
of self-conscious bitchiness, sensual, self-seeking, dis-
creet and immensely clever. Through her Sebastian discovers
sexuality: the most complete and satisfying alienation from
self that the unhappy boy has ever conceived of. Bruno

Rontini, saint and mystic, is the conscious victim of
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and his father's unwanted.disliked child at home.

As an adult in an adult world, Sebastian is forced
to meet 1life on its own terms. The consecuences, as it
nhappens, are mostly to his practical, though not to his
moral, advantage. For others, the conseauences of Sebastian's
actions are of a different nature. Because he needs money
Sebastian sells, the day after his uncle's death, a Degas
drawing Eustace has given him. The family believe the
drawing has been stolen and, even after a peasant child is
blamed for the supposed theft, Sebastian cannot summon the
nerve to tell them what he has done. He appeals to Bruno
who agrees to help recover the drawing, and sucsgests that in
the meantime Sebastian work out a 'genealogy' of his offence:

Who or what were its parents, ancestors, collaterals?

What are likely to be its descendants - in my own

life and other people's? It's surprising how far a

little honest research will take one. Dowvn into the

rat-holes of one's own character. Back into past
history. Out into the world around one. Forward
into possible consequences. It makes one realize
that nothing one does is unimportant and nothing

wholly private. 1
Sebastian, instead.is carried away by the literary possibil-
ities of the notion and writes a poem. This, to Bruno's way
of thinking, is not enough. For though the poem may in-
fluence others to improve their characters it is unlikely to
be of any moral value to Sebastian himself. Bruno even
suggests that being born a poet is the boy's misfortune,

since 'Every Fairy Godmother is also potentially the Wicked

Fairy.' Sebastian, understandably, is mystified. The point
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drunk on champagne and erotic day-dreams, is asleep. A dog
is poisoned, a child is unjustly punished, Bruno is sent to
prison - 'All because oif you,' Sebastian is told. And
rationelize as he will he knows it is true. Yeasrs later
Sebastian's wife, dying, whispers reproachfully, 'It's all
your fault.' It 1s, and he knows 1itj; but:

... he had gone on... for the express purpose of

enjoying yet another repulsive taste of that mixture

of sensuality, abhorrence and self-hestred which had

become for him the all too fascinating theme of what

turned out to be a whole volume of verses.
But the end does come. Bruno, released from prison after ten
years, far gone in illness, reappears. And Sebastlan is
snaken into consciousness of the enormity of his offences.
Anti-climactically, he is converted by Bruno to a version
of the 'perennial philosophy' and mends his ways.

The novel really ends shnortly after the arrest ¢
Bruno. Sebastizn's conversion is relegated to an 'Epilogue!
in which there is little that is new in Huxley's thought.
Most of it is merely paraphrase of Mr. Propter. Even the
meditation on the lines from Shakespeare from which Huxley
takes the title of the book is reminiscent of Mr. Propter's

discquisition on 'time and craving' in Chapter Nine of After

¥any a_ Summer. Sebastian says there is an epitome of an

epistemology, an ethic and a metaphysic in the dying Hotspur's

words

But thousht's the slave of 1life, er . life's time's T
And time, thet takes survey of all the world,
Must have a stope.

1,



79

'Three clauses,' he says, 'of which the twentieth century has
paid attention only to the first.'! He zoes on to claim that
the fallacy of modern philosophy is in thinking that thought
is nothing but the slave of life:

Thought's the slave of 1life - undoubtedly. But if

it weren't also something else, we couldn't even

make this partially valid generalization.
The significance of the second clause is thst 'By merely
elapsing time makes nonsense of all life's conscious planning
and scheming.' Yet the only faith of modern man is in a
future that they are sure science can plan for them, and to
that 'they are prepared to sacrifice their only tangible
possession, the Present'. And the third point is that time
'not only must, as an ethical imperstive and an eschatol-
ogical hope, but also does have a stop, in the Indicative
tense, as a matter of brute experience'.

Eustace Barnack, the symbol of worldliness, 1s one
of those who refuse to face the fact of their own inescapable
temporality. Mr. Propter warned of the dangers of becoming
chained to personality and ego, to time and craving. Bustace
even after death, refuses to give up his separate existence,
prefers 'the chaos and delirium of unfettered mind', in a
world where nothing is fixed and time has no meaning, to
union with the universal mind. As he has lived, so he dies.
And Huxley leaves him, firmly averting his attention from

the 'light' and 'silence' which are trying to possess him,

in the private hell of his own making.
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Zach army has an Einstein, on a leash. From the opposing
sides the two Einsteins stare at each other, between the
jack-boots of their captors, with expressions of pained
bewilderment on their zood, innocent faces. After the battle
the two are discovered, hor:ibly burned, lying side by side
under whet was once a flowering apple tree. Dying, they
protest the injustice of their fate. They have lived only
for truth. But the narrator, before 'a choking scream
announces the death, by suicide, of twentieth century science!
sayss
And that precisely is why you are dying in the
murderous service of baboons. Pascal explained it
all more than three hundred years ago. 'We make an
idol of truth; for truth without charity is not
God, but nis image and idol, which we must neither
love nor worship.?' You lived for the worship of an
idol. DBut, in the last analysis, the name of every
idol is Moloch. So here you are, my friends, here
you are. 8
The scene changes, and we are introduced to Dr.
Alfred Poole, of the New Zealand Re-discovery Expediticn of
2108 A.D.. New Zealand, like Equatorial Africa, has been
spared the consequences of war because, fortunately, it
lacked strategic importance. Dr. Poole, having strayed
away from his companions, is captured by members of a Southern
Californian tribe of survivors of the war and adopted into
the society which gamma ray mutation has produced. Three
generations after the war these people have again come out

of the wilderness and live in wvhat is left of Los Angeles.

Ignorant now of technology they are a race of scavengers,









To buy yourself a breathing space. To put off th

horror of the inevitable, if only for a few minut:

In earth as it is in Hell - but at least one's st:

on earth. 13

But even among tine memhers of this condemned race
there are those who retain some intuition of the Order of
Things, in spite of their degradation. And Dr. Poole, the
product of a 'nice' civilization, that inhibited son of a
devoted mother who is at once saint, pillar of fortitude -
vampire, even Dr. Poole becomes accustomed with miraculous
speed to the sub-humanity of life in post-war Los Angeles.
He meets Loola, one of the five to ten per cent. of these
peonle who are throwbacks to the old-style mating pattern.
Together they find some sort of human love and understandi
Loola, indoctrinated Irom birth in a debased religion of I
and loathsomeness, is terrified of the vengeance of Belial
should she surrender to her nature. But Dr. Poole assures
her that Belial only wins when man co-operates with hims

'...He can never win for good.'

' Why not?%!

' Because He can never resist the temptation of

carrying evil to the limit. And wherever evil 1is

carried to the 1limit, it always destroys itself.

After which the Order of Things comes to the surfe

again.'

'But thet's far away in the future.'!

'For the whole world, yes. But not for single

individuals....Whatever Belial mey have done with

the rest of the world, you and I can always work

with the Order of Things, not against it.' 14

'L'ombre _tait nuptiale, auguste et solonnelle,' gquotes ti

Narrator, and we are told that here, in the love of these
there is perhaps: '...already the beginning of an underst:

ing that beyond Epipsychidion there is Adonais, and beyonc
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'symbioticelly' on his wife Katie, the 'goddess' -who is
described by Rivers as 'incarnate maternity'. The plot of
the story is slight, the implications are not. The young
assistant falls in love with his master's wife. They deceive
him. She, for her sins, dies in a motor accident. But
within this time-worn frameworlk Huxley creates a vision of
contemporary life that, while it has not the stature of a
tgreat' novel, has that which is often more satisfying - a

quality of yeritas in caritate that is missing in nearly all

his other works. For The Genius and the Goddess, though
limited in scope, achieves something near perfection in its
portrayal of a small group of people face to face with the
problem of middle class morality versus the undeniable facts
of existence. 'In the raw,' savs John Rivers at the start
of the book, 'existence is always one damned thing after
another, and each of the damned things is simultaneously
Thurber and Michelangelo, simultaneously Mickey Spillane

and Thomas « Kempis. The criterion of reality is its intrin-
sic irrelevance.'16 And the irrelevance is to 'The Best
that has been Thought and Said'. One remembers Denis in
Crome ¥ellow wearily noting that in the world of 1ideas all
was clear, but in life all was embroiled and obscure. This
irrelevance of life to ideas comes as an apocalyptic and
shattering revelation to John Rivers when the fact of his

adulterous love affair with Katy Maartens crashes head-on

into the fact of his being the means of saving Henry Maartens's



life. Their affair is simultaneously the saving Grace of (
and the breakinz of the Seventh Commandment, simultaneousl)
a miracle of resurrection and 'the manifestation of lust ir
the context of adultery'.

What is the answe. . 'One can only record the f
that, on thne verbal level, morality is simply the systemati
use of bad 1anguage3%7says John Rivers twenty-five years
later. In another context he suggests that what we need is
language that does not separate in idea whet is always
inseparable in fact: a language that can 'express the natur
togetherness of things'.l8

Katy's way of deealinz with the difficulty is simple
she accepts the facts of existence and resolutely refuses t
talk about them:

Good or bad, language was entirely beside the point

The point, so far as she was concerned, was her

experience of the creative otherness of love and

sleep. The point was finding herself once again

in a state of grace. 19
But Katy is a goddess, an Olympian. Rivers is but a man,
and cannot accept in silence tne fact that by restoring to
Katy, through physical love, the grace she needs to keep
Henry alive, his betrayal of his master has been a good thi
He makes her listen, at last, to his tale of moral anguish.
Her only answer is amusement:

'You can't bear it,' she teased. You're too noble

to be a party to a deception !... Think of me, for

a change, think of Henry ! A sick genius and thne

poor woman whose Jjob it's been to keep the sick
genius alive and tolerably sane. Hls huge, crazy



intellect against my instincts, his inhuman denial
life against the flow of life in me. It wasn't

easy, I've had to ficht with every weapon that came
to hand. 20

And that is thc nearest that Katy ever comes to an explan-
ation. And the nearest that Huxley ever comes. Rivers sti
wonders if it would have been better to come out into the o

and call a spade a spade:

Maybe it would. Or maybe it wouldn't.... One must
never forget that the most implacable wars are neve
the wars about things; they're the wars about the
nonsense that eloquent idealists have talked about
things - ...And what's in a word? Answer: corpses,
millions of corpses. And the moral of that is,
Keep your trap shut,...In silence, an act is an

act 1s an act. Verbalized and discussed, it be-
comes an ethical problem, a casus belli, the source
of a neurosis. If Katy had talked, where, I ask
you, should we have been? In a lebyrinth of inter-
communicating zuilts and anguishes. 21

If the book has a moral, it is thiss: 'Keep your trap shut'
and, &s John Barnack had the unexpected wit to say, leave
the problem of evil to your metabolism,.

Huxley, after all his wanderings to the further rea
of consciousness, has come back to the 'obvious' that Phili
Quarles predicts for all intellectuals who go far enouzh in
their questings. 'Least said, soonest mended' is one aspec
of Huxley's obvious. Another, the complete aspect, is spel
out by John Riverss:

One reads all lhe fictions of the sociologists, all

this learned foolery by the political scientists...

But actually there's only one solution, and thet's

expressible in 2 four-letter word, so shocking that

even the Maraguis de Sade waés chary of using it....

L-0-V=E, Or if you prefer tine decent obscurity of
the learned longuages, Agepe, Caritas, Mahakaruns.







18

19

20

21

22

Chaepter Four: Notes

Ibid.,

Ibid.,

Ibid.,

Ibid.,

Ibid.,

p. 53.

pp. 103-10k%.
pp. 106-107.
pp. 102-103.

p. 2k.

(contd.)

91



\'/

1
In the Autumn of 1960 Huxley's Collected Essays

appeared, compiled and with a preface by the author. The
collection consists of forty-seven essays published betwee
1923 and 1960. Huxley has arranged the essays in four
sections. The titles of the subdivisions are indicative c¢
the wide range of his interests. Section I deals with 'Na
'Travel', and 'Love, Sex, and Physical Beauty'; Section II
witix 'Literature', 'Painting', 'lMusic' and 'Matters of Tas
and Style's; Section III, with 'History' and 'Politics'j; an
Section IV, with 'Psychology', 'Rx for Sense and Psyche'
and 'Way of Life'.

In the preface Huxley quotes Lawrence to the effec
that the novelist is superior to the saint, the scientist,
the philosopher and the poet because they deal only with b
of man and 'Only in the novel are gll things given full pl
He counters this by saying:

What is true of the novel is only a little less

true of the essay. For, like tie novel, the essay

is a literary device for seying almost everything

about almost anything. 2
We may agree with his conclusion without admitting the val
ity of his premises, for it is entirely un-true that the
things that are 'given full play' in Huxley's novels are

equally forceful and stimulating when presented within the

limits of the essay. If we were given the choice between

consigning to the flames Crome Yellow, Antic Hay, Point
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Bernstein, afler meking the point that writers in general
'tend to put their feet in their mouths whenever they part
lips to speak to music' and indicating 'the rerity of in-
telligent musiceal talk, even among first-class writers', can
says

Huxley's description of part of Beethoven's Ob.

132 in Point Counter Point is unforgettable, as
is his paragreph on a lMozart guintet in Antic Hav. 3

Of the rare non-musicians who can talk intelligently about
music Bernstein names four: Plato, Shakespeare, Thomas Mann
and Aldous Huxley, though he might, indeed, have added E.M.
Forster.

Of the forty-seven essays in Collected Essays about

a third represent Huxley's work of the last five years, the
others that of the years from 1923-1950. It is a fairly
representative ssmpling though the essays on pacifism are
not included and one may ~1lso look in vein for the esszy on

Lawrence celled 'On tne Ship' from Beyond the Mexicgue Bay.

It mizht have served ss o healthy antidote to the rather
fulsome praise in 'D.IHI. Lawrence'. There is no example,
either of the essays written for Swami Prabhavansnda's

Vedanta and the West, the magazine of the Vedanta Socilety,

but the inclusion of one in the recent anthology What Vedants

Means to Me gives the lie to the possible suggestion that

Huxley prefers not to disturb the dust on these particular

relics. The Collected fHssays may serve to introduce Huxley

to ¢ new generation of recders; &s potted ruxley it is Jjust

o
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esdeoration of nature -re two:

The first...is that it is only possible in a country
where Nature has been nearly or cuite ensleved to
man. The second is that it is only possible for
those who are prepared to falsify their immediste
intuitions of Nature....'Let Hature be your teacher,'
says Wordsworth. The advice is excellent. But how
strangely he himself puts it into practice ! Instezad
of listening humbly to what the teacher says he shuts
his ears and himself dictates the lesson he desires
to hear....In his youth, it would seem, Wordsworth
left his direct intuitions of the world unwarped....
As the years pecssed, he began to interpret them in
terms of a preconceived philosophy. Procrustes

like, he tortured his feelings until they fitted his
system. 7

Huxley's method of mrking his initial point, subsecuently
developed in a more seriously critical vein, is vigorous
and amusing; sometimes deliberately flippant, always subtly
satisfying. In '"Wordsworth in the Tropics' he begins:

In the neighborhood of latitude fifty north...it
has been an axiom thst Nature is divine and morally
uplifting.... The Wordsworthian who exports this
pantheistic worship of Nature to the Tropics is
liable to have his religious convictions somewhat
rudely disturbed. Nature, under a vertical sun, and
nourished by the ecuatorial rains, is not at 211
like that chaste, mild deity who presides over the
Gemuthlichkeit, the prettiness, the sublimity of
the Lake District. The worst that Wordsworth's
goddess ever did to him was to mexe him hear

'Lov breathings coming after me, and sounds

Of undistinguishable motion, steps

Almost as silent as the turf they trodjs!
was to make nhim realize, in the shape of 'a huge
peak, black and huge,' the existence of 'unknown
modes of being.' He seems to have imagined this was
the worst Nature could do. A few weeks in Malaya
or Borneo would have undeceived him. 8

And we hear, perhaps, echoes of kr. Scogan giving one of his
extemporary discourses over the port and cheese. For the

style is at once familiar and lesrned, witty with the ease
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of long practice and polite with the politeness of one who
assumes his hearers are familiar with everything he says,
though he knows, of course, that they are not.

Huxley can range over a half dozen or ten topics
within as many pages without ever losing sizht of the main
issues. he writes in 'The Olive Tree'9 of - olive trees.
With infinite grace he touches on tree-worship, Chaucer, the
connexion between o0il and the mgstical ecstasy, the mongrel
origins of the English natiocn, Scandinmvian mythology,
English laendscapes 2nd the lzndscapes of the eaquator, eighteenth
-century English painting, French impressionist paintinz, land
erosion in Provence, - and never takes his eyes or his mind
off the olive trees. It is a virtuoso performence without
the slightest hint of vulgar exhibitionism, although Huxley
himself has claimed that there is a vulgarity inherent in the
very putting of pen to paper.

In 'Vulgarity in Literature' Huxley makes & very
satisfactory analysis of this ticklish problem of what does
and does not constitute literary bad taste. Since he hsas
himself written well of the death of a child, little Philip
Quarles in Point Counter Point, his particular reference to
Dickens's description of the death of Little Nell is
interesting:

The history of Little Nell is distressing indeed,
but not as Dickens presumably meent it to be dis-
tressing; it is distressing in its ineptitude and
vulgar sentimentality.

A child, Ilusha, suffers and dies in Dostoevsky's



99

Brothers Karamazov. Why is this history so agonizingly
moving, when the tale of Little Hell leaves us not
merely cold, but derisive? Comparing the two stories,
we are instantly struck by the incomparably greater
richness in factusl detail of Dostoevsky's creation....
All that heppened round Ilusha's death-bed he saw
unerringzly. The emotion-blinded Dickens noticed
nothing of whzt went on in Little Nelly's neighborhood
during the child's lsst days....He wanted to be
unaware of everything except Little nell's sufferings
on the one haznd and her goodness and innocence on the
other. But goodness and innocence 2nd the undeserved-
ness of suifering and even, to some extent, suffering
itself @re only significent in relation to the actual
rezlities of human life. Isolated they cease to mezan
anything, perhaps to exist. 10

That the criticism is feir is obvious. That the
reasoning is accurate 2nd the principle sound Huxley demon-
strated in his own classsic description of the death of young

11
Philip Quearles which owes its impact to 'richness of factuel

detail' and which is 'so agonizingly moving!'.

Huxley began his literary career as a poet, con-
sidered himnself, in fact, a poet. Osbert Sitwell, with
whom Huxley was well acquainted in those years tells this

story:

...we met Davies and Aldous Huxley walking towards
us,... Aldous looked very tall and young at the
side of his elder companion. When we hed advanced
within greeting distance, Sickert remarked to me,
but in a loud voice speci:zlly designed to reach
them

'iook ! Here we heve the comprcrative stature of
Prose end Poetry |

I do not think either of them - end Huxley
rezarded himself st that time meinly as a poet -
much cared for this summing up. 11
He was also regarded as a poet by others than

himself, for thoush he suffered sometimes from a tendency

to the zrotescue in metter and the mechenical in menner, he
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could write with sponteneity snd erthusiasm and a zenuine
feeling for sensual beauty. Criticel reviews reveal the
contemporary opinion thet Huxley was a genuine poet. One
critic, writing in 1938 goes so far es to say:

...Mr. Huxley might yet emerge ac the greatest poet

of the gencration that came of age during the war,

and thet without having to give us a vast body of

poetry. 13

Part of his theory oif poetry, if one may presume to
call it thot, 1s contained in 'Subject Matter of Poetry!
written in 1923. What ccnstitute the legitimete topics with
which a poet mey concern himself, and out of which poetry
can be made, will ever be a vexing cquestion and it is doubtful,
indeed improbable, thst an answer will ever come that will
be satisfactory to anyone other than the author of it. DBut
the debate is interesting even if unprofitable. The main
points thet Huxley makes in tiis essay are that 'most of the
world's best poetry has been content with a curiously narrow
range of subject matter' although 'It should theoretically
be pcssible to make poetry out of anything whatsoever of
which the spirit of man can take cognizance', and that
though contemporary poets are loudly insisting on their
rights to write pcetry about whetever they likxe and in any
way they like, no poet has yet appeared wno has done anything
to widen the range of poetry. Ierely to write about the

everyday facts of 1life is to do nothing that Homer has not

already done:
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The subject matter of the new poetry remains the
same as thct of the old. The old boundaries have
not been extended. There would be resl novelty

in the new poetry if it had, for cexample, tzken

to 1tself any of the new 1aeas and astonlshlng facts
with wnich the new science has endowed the modern
world. There would be real novelty in it if it

had worked out a« satlsfactory method for dealing
with abstractions....It 1s not enough to heve
written about locomotives and teleshones, 'wops

and Bohunksj;' and all the rest of it. That is not
extending the range of poetry; it is merely
asserting its rizht to deal with the immediate facts
of everyday life, as Homer and Chaucer did.

In spite of 'that busy and incessant intellectual
life wnich is the characteristic and distinguishing mark of
this age',

A certain amount of the 1ife of the twentieth century

is to be found in our poetry, but precious little of

its mind. We have no poet today like thet strange
old Dezn of St. Paul's three hundred years ago - no
poet who can skip from the heights of scholastic
philosophy to the hneights of carnal passion, from
the contemplation of divinity to the contemplation
of a flea, from the rapt examination of self to an
enemeration of the most remote external facts of
science, and make all, by his strangely passionate

apprehension, into an intensely lyrical poetry. 14

Though Huxley has abandoned literature for another
realm (even his rare incursions into literary criticism
sound like somethin: else today) it is doubtful if, were he
to return, he could add very much to this, notwithstanding
Eliot and Dylan Thomas and the Yeatsian renaissance.

But perhaps it is unfair to say that he has 'aban-
doned' literasture, unless one uses the word in a Pickwickian

sense. Huxley continues to write and if one considered the

number of articles written about him, or references to him
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in popgular megazines during the last five years, especielly
in America, one would be led to think that he is still one
of the foremost literary fisures of the time. This is not
precisely true. Huxley is still, or again, very much in the
rublic eye, but it is as & philosopcher or an inspirational
writer, rather than as an artist, that he is primarily re-
gzarded by the public at lerge. ILven in 1938 Doris N. Dalglish
suggested that the answer to the guestion 'Who now reads
Huxley?' might be 'A gueer lot of people who are often
essentislly inceapable of apprecisting him as a writer, and
perhaps had better not try to.' Todeay, when nuxley is acked
to speak or write it is almost inevitably for the purpose of
setting the world straisht or for prophesying in the way of
Brave New World. One might alimost hear him saying, med-
itatively, with Mr. Propter:
Take a decayed Christian...and the remains of a
Stoic: mix thoroughly with z2ood manners, a bit of
money «nd an old-fashioned education; simmer for
several years in a university. Result: a scholar
and a gentleman. Well, there are worse types of
human being...I might almost claim to have been one
myself, once, long ago. 16
And the intinetion might be that the life of a

prophet, thouzh a good one, has its limitations. The

resolution of his inner conflicts has undoubtedly set limit-

ations to the scope of Huxley's artistry. The Genius and_the
Goddess 1s but 2 smell flaring up of the flame kindled in

llow, a reminder of thin=s past rather than a proof
Crome Ye ’ .

of things present. The demise of the old verv™ is evident
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and the profound with clerity and force. Aldous Huxley's
sentences, as a rule, are snort, brisk, clipped, dynamic.
They give an impression of vigour, cuick-mindedness and an
eagerness to communicate. But the style, though brisk, does
not give one the impression oi being shot at with a mechine
gun. The effect of the whole is of smoothly rhythmical
patterns.

Huxley 1is so in control of his medium that he has no
need to resort to rhetorical tricks. Backed by the simple
but effective structure, each word in a luxley sentence is
given full play. This does not preclude his making uncommon
use of words. One of the devices he often uses to gain a
point is to take a word or phrase in common usage and give
it an unexpected twist. In 'ilaine de Biran' he does this
with the word 'shepherd' which ordinerily connotes a bucolic
peace:

History reveals the Church and State as a pair

of indispensable liolochs. They protect their

worshiping subjects, only to ensleve and destroy

them....By force of unreflecting habit we go on
talking sentimentelly about the Shepherd of his
people, about Pastors and their flocks, about

stray lambs and a Good Shepherd. We never pause

to reflect that a snepherd is 'not in business

for his health,' still less for the health of

his sheep. If he takes good care of the animals,

it is in order thct he mey rob them of their

wool and milk, castrate their male offspring and

finally cut their throats and convert them into
mutton. 20

Huxley is mesterly in his use of scientific terms

in unexpected contexts. Here is how he describes an Bl

Greco paintings
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...Bl Greco's people are st up in a world
wnere there is perhaps just room enough to
swing a cat, but no more. They are in prison
and, which maxes it worse, in a viscerel prison.
For 211 that surrounds them is organic, animal.
Clouds, rock, drapery have all been mysteriously
transformed into nucus and skinned muscle and
peritoneum. The Heaven into which Count Orgez
ascends is like some cosmic operation for
appendicitis. The Madrid Resurrection is a
resurrection in a digestive tube. 21

Harsh, striking, cisconcerting, indubitably Aldous Huxley
at his most startling, but one cannot label it 'typical!
of Huxley. Compare the conclusion of 'lMusic at Nignt',
with its evocation of the peace that passes ail human
understanding:

Only music, and only Beethoven's music, and only

this particular music of Beethoven, can tell us

with any precision what Beethoven's conception of

the blessedness at the heart of things actually

was. If we want to know, we must listen - on a still
June night, by preference, with the bresthing of

the invisible sea for background to the music

and the scent of lime trees drifting through the
darkness, like some exquicsite soft harmony apprehend-
ed by another sense., 22

or the mingling of the grotescue and the sublime to produce

a feeling of pathos and ineffable yearning in this piece from
"Jaipur', inspired by the joy of an Indian peasant woman

when an elephant rclieved itself before the doorway of her

hovel:

Qur earthouske lurched on. I thought of the scores
of millions of human beinzs to whom the passaze

of an unconstipzted elephant seems a godsend....
Why ere we here, men and women, eithteen hundred
millions of us, on tris remarkable and unique
planet? To what end? 1Is it to go about looking
for dung - covw dung, horse dung, the enormous and
princely excrement of elephants? Evidently it is
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- for a zood meny of us at any rate. It seemed

an inadecuate reason, I thought, for our being

here - immortal souls, first cousins of the

anzgels, own brocthers of Buddha and lMozart and

Sir Isaac iewton. 23

'Contrapuntal simultaneity'. It is Huxley's own
phrase, used to describe what he has attempted to acuideve
in some forty years of writing essays of all kinds on all
topics. Whether he has achieved his aim oi makinz the best
of all the essays three worlds, moving effortlessly,

hither and thither between the essays three

poles - from the personal to the universal, from

the abstract back to the concrete, from the

objective datum to the inner experience, 24
is 2 guestion to which the answer must inevitably be tinged
with the purple of one's own preference. And,

The limits of criticism are very guickly

reached. When he has said 'in his own words'

as much, or rather s little, as 'own words'

can say, the critic can cnly refer his read-

ers to the original work of art....25
What is certain is that Huxley, of all living writers, most
nearly epitomizes the mind of the twentieth century, in all

its multiple and sometimes contradictory aspects.
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