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HHOCTPAaHHBIX A3BIKOBY», a Tak:Ke « MHOCTPaHHBIN S3BIK» NPHU BLIOOPE AHTJIMHCKOT0 AI3bIKA
KaK OCHOBHOI0)

If literature were a criterion of a people's worth, England would stand very high indeed.
But such a criterion would be unfair to peoples like the Romans or Americans who have excelled
in action rather than expression. As the dream expresses the unconscious wishes and fears of the
individual, so literature with the other arts betrays the unconscious spirit of a people.
Literature reveals their hopes and their fears, and it is but natural that its exponents should be of
that type of humanity which is closest to nature and the unconscious. The more a people is
dominated by its conscious, the less will it express itself in literature although by a strange
exception it may do so in music. Thus the Greeks, with their strong Mediterranean admixture,
rank high in the world of letters; Germany also, before the Prussian domination; for both could
give free rein to their unconscious impulse; because she could not, Rome ranks low. But there
are two elements in art and literature; the dynamic and the static, inspiration and control; the
former is a long-headed character, and the latter short-headed. Thus peoples deficient in one
or the other element are deficient in expression. The Irish incline to exhibit too much
exuberance, the Romans too little.

England is fortunate in the same way as the Greeks in having the two racial elements
powerfully developed. The Nordic is not a maker of literature, nor does he understand it, but he
is nevertheless often a good patron. Our creative writers have been mainly of the Mediterranean
type and Keats was an outstanding example; the architectonics and moral fibre of Shakespeare on
the other hand betray a short-headed strain, which reminds us that the true Nordic makes one
great contribution to literature in that he at least inspires great poetry; thus Nordic heroes are the
great figures of the Homeric poems, of the Sagas, whilst Shakespeare presents us with a galaxy.

Since a people tends to work off its complexes and obsessions in its poetry, it generally
follows that the literature of fear is greater than the literature of joy, for in the former the
unconscious has freer play. Thus the Greeks excelled in tragedy while the Romans, practical men
of action, made no mark therein. We are reminded again of the difference between the Protestant
spirit and the Catholic, or between the Alpine and the Mediterranean, the former dominating God
and the second dominated by Him. The Romans had little fear from the outside world,
although tradition led them to toy with it; but with the Greeks this fear, together with a dread of
incest arising from a pristine uncertainty in marital relations, was a real dread which inspires
their greatest work.

While Shakespeare's expression is on the whole strong and jubilant there are occasional
phases of some such similar terror which may be of a personal nature, and under their influence,
as in Macbeth or King Lear, he is at his greatest.

Apart from their terror-complex, the Greeks excelled in clear vision and lucid expression,
a tradition passed on to the French. Apart from a temporary depression in the Romantic period
the French have pursued the cult of joie de vivre and lucidity, and their literature abounds in
wit rather than humour.

As a racial study it is interesting to view English literature from the standpoint of both
French and German. That the French have a substratum of the more virile qualities of letters
is shown by Rabelais and Montaigne, by Hugo, Sand and Balzac but, as happened with Gray, the
flame seems to have been quenched by atmosphere, the atmosphere in their case of the salon.
The rough worlds and thoughts of the peasant and artisan, so rich in meaning, so close to



nature, which humanize the pages of Shakespeare are taboo in French literature; the feeling
for the country, for nature, for elemental passions, such as is found in Hamsun's Growth of the
Soil, are not conspicuous. Moliere, a master of stage-craft, a specialist in character, yet portrays
the character rather than the human being. The French are bound by convention while the English
are most excellent in breaking it. The French never forget their formal classic laws, while the
English had the advantage of never knowing them.

Oo0pa3zen TekcTa IJI51 CAAOMIMX AHTVIMACKUH SI3bIK KAK HENPODWIBHYIO
AUCUMILTHHY (0CTaJIbHble MAarUCTEPCKHE MPOrpaMMbl M IporpaMma
«HOoCTpaHHBI| A3BIK» NPH BLIOOPE HHOIO A3bIKA KAK OCHOBHOI'0)

Beauty is found in the women of the three types, Nordic, Mediterranean and Alpine,
but the fundamental and dominating feature of them all is the Mediterranean, and there is a
natural tendency among women to revert to this dark, long-headed, oval-faced type; in fact,
the pictures of the ancient Cretan women with their dark curly hair, large eyes and tip-tilted
noses are reproduced to-day, especially among the Irish. On the other hand there is the
artificial force at work tending to draw the race away from this type and to evolve a negative,
average woman. The result will depend on the freedom of the males to make their choice, and
this is likely to increase. It is an important factor, as those who have acquaintance with lower
middle-class nonconformists will realize. There the influence of the "chapel-connection™
is very strong, and the tendency when | was a boy was to induce a young man to marry a
godly young woman well known is his circle. To marry for beauty was considered a deadly
sin, and the tenets of Christianity were invoked in the interests of mortification of the flesh.
This debased, Alpine-Puritan-Nonconformist ideal is responsible for much of the appalling
ugliness we see around us to-day, both physical and artistic. During the war London was
crowded with beautiful women, the bolder and more enfranchised spirits being drawn into
public activity from all corners of the country. When the war ceased there was a sad reversion,
and we meet more of the spectacled, long-faced, adenoid-jawed, the products of an uneugenic
religion, malnutrition, bad social conditions and race reversion. But there are signs that the
pretty, well-dressed London girl is reasserting herself.

On the whole, in comparing the beauty of the Italian woman and the charm of the French
with the average, uncomely lower-middle class women of our own country, | cannot help
feeling that we are suffering from the sins of our fathers in neglecting life and the body for a
problematic advantage hereafter. Fortunately the neo-Georgian feeling for beauty is doing what
it can to restore the race.



