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THE DECAY OF LYI NG

A DIALOGUE. Persons: Cyril and Vivian. Scene: the Library of a

country house in Nottinghanshire.

CYRIL (conming in through the open window fromthe terrace). M
dear Vivian, don't coop yourself up all day in the library. It is
a perfectly lovely afternoon. The air is exquisite. There is a
m st upon the woods, |ike the purple bloomupon a plum Let us go

and lie on the grass and snoke cigarettes and enjoy Nature.

VIVIAN. Enjoy Nature! | amglad to say that | have entirely | ost
that faculty. People tell us that Art nakes us | ove Nature nore
than we | oved her before; that it reveals her secrets to us; and
that after a careful study of Corot and Constable we see things in
her that had escaped our observation. M own experience is that
the more we study Art, the less we care for Nature. \Wat Art
really reveals to us is Nature's | ack of design, her curious
crudities, her extraordi nary nonotony, her absolutely unfinished
condition. Nature has good intentions, of course, but, as
Aristotle once said, she cannot carry themout. Wen | ook at a
| andscape | cannot help seeing all its defects. It is fortunate
for us, however, that Nature is so inperfect, as otherw se we
shoul d have no art at all. Art is our spirited protest, our
gallant attenpt to teach Nature her proper place. As for the
infinite variety of Nature, that is a pure nyth. It is not to be
found in Nature herself. It resides in the inmagination, or fancy,

or cultivated blindness of the man who | ooks at her



CYRIL. Well, you need not |ook at the | andscape. You can lie on

the grass and snoke and tal k.

VIVIAN. But Nature is so unconfortable. G ass is hard and | unpy
and danp, and full of dreadful black insects. Wy, even Mrris's
poor est workman coul d make you a nore confortabl e seat than the
whol e of Nature can. Nature pales before the furniture of 'the
street which from Oxford has borrowed its name,' as the poet you

| ove so much once vilely phrased it. | don't conplain. |If Nature
had been confortabl e, manki nd woul d never have invented
architecture, and | prefer houses to the open air. |In a house we
all feel of the proper proportions. Everything is subordinated to
us, fashioned for our use and our pleasure. Egotismitself, which
iS so necessary to a proper sense of human dignity, is entirely the
result of indoor life. Qut of doors one becones abstract and

i mpersonal. One's individuality absolutely | eaves one. And then
Nature is so indifferent, so unappreciative. Wenever | am wal ki ng
in the park here, | always feel that | amno nore to her than the
cattle that browse on the slope, or the burdock that bloonms in the
ditch. Nothing is nore evident than that Nature hates M nd.
Thinking is the nbst unhealthy thing in the world, and people die
of it just as they die of any other disease. Fortunately, in

Engl and at any rate, thought is not catching. Qur splendid
physique as a people is entirely due to our national stupidity. |
only hope we shall be able to keep this great historic bulwark of
our happiness for many years to cone; but | amafraid that we are
begi nning to be over-educated; at |east everybody who is incapable
of learning has taken to teaching - that is really what our

ent husi asm for education has come to. |In the neantinme, you had
better go back to your wearisone unconfortable Nature, and | eave ne

to correct my proofs.

CYRIL. Witing an article! That is not very consistent after what



you have just said.

VIVIAN.  Wio wants to be consistent? The dullard and the
doctrinaire, the tedious people who carry out their principles to
the bitter end of action, to the REDUCTI O AD ABSURDUM of practi ce.
Not |I. Like Enerson, | wite over the door of ny library the word
"Whim' Besides, ny article is really a nost salutary and val uabl e
warning. |If it is attended to, there may be a new Renai ssance of

Art.

CYRIL. Wat is the subject?

VIVIAN. | intend to call it 'The Decay of Lying: A Protest.

CYRIL. Lying! | should have thought that our politicians kept up
that habit.

VIVIAN. | assure you that they do not. They never rise beyond the

| evel of msrepresentation, and actually condescend to prove, to

di scuss, to argue. How different fromthe tenper of the true liar,
with his frank, fearless statements, his superb irresponsibility,
hi s heal thy, natural disdain of proof of any kind! After all, what
is afinelie? Sinply that which is its own evidence. If a man is
sufficiently uni magi nati ve to produce evidence in support of a lie,
he mi ght just as well speak the truth at once. No, the politicians
won't do. Sonething may, perhaps, be urged on behalf of the Bar
The mantl e of the Sophist has fallen on its nenbers. Their feigned
ardours and unreal rhetoric are delightful. They can make the

wor se appear the better cause, as though they were fresh from
Leonti ne schools, and have been known to wrest fromreluctant
juries triunphant verdicts of acquittal for their clients, even
when those clients, as often happens, were clearly and
unmi st akeably innocent. But they are briefed by the prosaic, and

are not ashanmed to appeal to precedent. 1In spite of their



endeavours, the truth will out. Newspapers, even, have
degenerated. They may now be absolutely relied upon. One feels it
as one wades through their colums. It is always the unreadabl e
that occurs. | amafraid that there is not nuch to be said in
favour of either the | awer or the journalist. Besides, what | am
pl eading for is Lying in art. Shall | read you what | have

witten? It mght do you a great deal of good.

CYRIL. Certainly, if you give ne a cigarette. Thanks. By the

way, what magazine do you intend it for?

VIVIAN. For the RETROSPECTIVE REVIEW | think | told you that the

el ect had revived it.

CYRIL. Wiomdo you nean by 'the elect'?

VIVIAN. Oh, The Tired Hedonists, of course. It is a club to which
I belong. W are supposed to wear faded roses in our button-holes
when we neet, and to have a sort of cult for Domtian. | amafraid

you are not eligible. You are too fond of sinple pleasures.

CYRIL. | should be black-balled on the ground of animal spirits, |

suppose?

VIVIAN. Probably. Besides, you are a little too old. W don't

admt anybody who is of the usual age.

CYRIL. Well, | should fancy you are all a good deal bored with

each ot her.

VIVIAN. We are. This is one of the objects of the club. Now, if

you promise not to interrupt too often, I will read you ny article.

CYRIL. You will find nme all attention



VIVIAN (reading in a very clear, nusical voice). THE DECAY OF
LYING A PROTEST. - One of the chief causes that can be assigned
for the curiously comonpl ace character of nost of the literature
of our age is undoubtedly the decay of Lying as an art, a science,
and a social pleasure. The ancient historians gave us delightful
fiction in the formof fact; the nodem novelist presents us with
dull facts under the guise of fiction. The Blue-Book is rapidly
becomi ng his ideal both for nethod and manner. He has his tedious
DOCUMENT HUMAIN, his nmiserable little CON DE LA CREATION, into
whi ch he peers with his mcroscope. He is to be found at the
Librairie Nationale, or at the British Miseum shanel essly reading
up his subject. He has not even the courage of other people's

i deas, but insists on going directly to life for everything, and
ultimtely, between encycl opaedi as and personal experience, he
cones to the ground, having drawn his types fromthe fanmly circle
or fromthe weekly washerwoman, and havi ng acquired an anount of
useful information fromwhich never, even in his nost neditative

nmoments, can he thoroughly free hinself.

"The lose that results to literature in general fromthis false
i deal of our tine can hardly be overestimated. People have a

carel ess way of talking about a "born liar," just as they talk
about a "born poet." But in both cases they are wong. Lying and
poetry are arts - arts, as Pinto saw, not unconnected wi th each
other - and they require the nost careful study, the nost

di sinterested devotion. Indeed, they have their technique, just as
the more material arts of painting and scul pture have, their subtle
secrets of formand colour, their craft-nysteries, their deliberate
artistic nethods. As one knows the poet by his fine nusic, so one
can recognise the liar by his rich rhythmc utterance, and in

neither case will the casual inspiration of the nonent suffice.

Here, as el sewhere, practice nust, precede perfection. But in



nmodern days while the fashion of witing poetry has becone far too
common, and should, if possible, be discouraged, the fashion of
lying has alnost fallen into disrepute. Many a young nan starts in
life with a natural gift for exaggeration which, if nurtured in
congeni al and synpathetic surroundings, or by the imtation of the
best nodels, mght grow into sonmething really great and wonderf ul
But, as a rule, he cones to nothing. He either falls into careless

habits of accuracy -

CYRIL. M dear fell ow

VIVIAN. Please don't interrupt in the mddle of a sentence. 'He
either falls into careless habits of accuracy, or takes to
frequenting the society of the aged and the well-infornmed. Both
things are equally fatal to his imagination, as indeed they would
be fatal to the imgination of anybody, and in a short tinme he
devel ops a norbid and unhealthy faculty of truth-telling, begins to
verify all statenents made in his presence, has no hesitation in
contradicting people who are nmuch younger than hinself, and often
ends by witing novels which are so lifelike that no one can
possibly believe in their probability. This is no isolated
instance that we are giving. It is sinply one exanple out of nany;
and if somet hing cannot be done to check, or at least to nodify,

our nonstrous worship of facts, Art will becone sterile, and beauty

will pass away fromthe | and.

'"Even M. Robert Louis Stevenson, that delightful naster of
delicate and fanciful prose, is tainted with this nodern vice, for
we know positively no other name for it. There is such a thing as
robbing a story of its reality by trying to nake it too true, and
THE BLACK ARROWis so inartistic as not to contain a single
anachronismto boast of, while the transformation of Dr. Jekyl

reads dangerously |like an experinment out of the LANCET. As for M.



Ri der Haggard, who really has, or had once, the nakings of a
perfectly magnificent liar, he is now so afraid of being suspected
of genius that when he does tell us anything marvellous, he feels
bound to invent a personal rem niscence, and to put it into a
footnote as a kind of cowardly corroboration. Nor are our other
novel i sts nuch better. M. Henry Janes wites fiction as if it
were a painful duty, and wastes upon nean notives and inperceptible
"points of view' his neat literary style, his felicitous phrases,
his swift and caustic satire. M. Hall Caine, it is true, ains at
the grandi ose, but then he wites at the top of his voice. He is
so loud that one cannot bear what he says. M. Janes Payn is an
adept in the art of concealing what is not worth finding. He hunts
down the obvious with the enthusiasm of a short-sighted detective.
As one turns over the pages, the suspense of the author becones

al nrost unbearabl e. The horses of M. WIIiam Bl ack' s phaeton do
not soar towards the sun. They nerely frighten the sky at evening
into violent chronolithographic effects. On seeing them approach
the peasants take refuge in dialect. Ms. diphant prattles

pl easantly about curates, lawn-tennis parties, donmesticity, and

ot her wearisonme things. M. Mrion Crawford has i mol ated hi nsel f
upon the altar of local colour. He is like the lady in the French
comedy who keeps tal king about "le beau ciel d'ltalie." Besides,
he has fallen into the bad habit of uttering noral platitudes. He
is always telling us that to be good is to be good, and that to be
bad is to be wicked. At tines he is alnost edifying. ROBERT
ELSMERE is of course a nmasterpiece - a nasterpiece of the "genre

ennuyeux, " the one formof literature that the English people seens
thoroughly to enjoy. A thoughtful young friend of ours once told
us that it rem nded himof the sort of conversation that goes on at
a neat tea in the house of a serious Nonconfornmist famly, and we
can quite believe it. Indeed it is only in England that such a

book coul d be produced. England is the home of |ost ideas. As for

that great and daily increasing school of novelists for whomthe



sun always rises in the East-End, the only thing that can be said

about themis that they find life crude, and | eave it raw

"In France, though nothing so deliberately tedious as ROBERT
ELSMERE has been produced, things are not nuch better. M Quy de
Maupassant, with his keen nordant irony and his hard vivid style,
strips life of the few poor rags that still cover her, and shows us
foul sore and festering wound. He wites lurid little tragedies in
whi ch everybody is ridiculous; bitter comedi es at which one cannot

| augh for very tears. M Zola, true to the lofty principle that he
| ays down in one of his pronunciam entos on literature, "L' home de

genie n"a jamais d esprit,"” is deternmined to showthat, if he has
not got genius, he can at |least be dull. And how well he succeeds!
He is not without power. Indeed at tines, as in GERM NAL, there is
sonething al nost epic in his work. But his work is entirely wong
from beginning to end, and wong not on the ground of norals, but
on the ground of art. Fromany ethical standpoint it is just what
it should be. The author is perfectly truthful, and describes
things exactly as they happen. What nore can any noralist desire?
We have no synpathy at all with the noral indignation of our tine
against M Zola. It is sinply the indignation of Tartuffe on being
exposed. But fromthe standpoint of art, what can be said in
favour of the author of L' ASSOVWO R, NANA and POT-BCQUI LLE?

Not hing. M. Ruskin once described the characters in George
Eliot's novels as being |ike the sweepings of a Pentonville

omi bus, but M Zola's characters are nuch worse. They have their
dreary vices, and their drearier virtues. The record of their
lives is absolutely without interest. Wo cares what happens to
then? In literature we require distinction, charm beauty and

i magi nati ve power. W don't want to be harrowed and di sgusted with
an account of the doings of the |lower orders. M Daudet is better
He has wit, a light touch and an anusing style. But he has lately

committed literary suicide. Nobody can possibly care for Del obelle



with his "Il faut lutter pour |"art,” or for Valmajour with his
eternal refrain about the nightingale, or for the poet in JACK with
his "mots cruels,” now that we have | earned from VINGI ANS DE MA
VIE LI TTERAI RE that these characters were taken directly fromlife.
To us they seemto have suddenly lost all their vitality, all the
few qualities they ever possessed. The only real people are the
peopl e who never existed, and if a novelist is base enough to go to
life for his personages he should at |east pretend that they are
creations, and not boast of themas copies. The justification of a
character in a novel is not that other persons are what they are,
but that the author is what he is. Oherw se the novel is not a
work of art. As for M Paul Bourget, the naster of the ROVAN
PSYCHOLOG QUE, he commits the error of imagining that the men and
worren of nodern life are capable of being infinitely anal ysed for
an i nnunerabl e series of chapters. |In point of fact what is

i nteresting about people in good society - and M Bourget rarely
moves out of the Faubourg St. Gernmain, except to cone to London

is the mask that each one of themwears, not the reality that lies
behind the mask. It is a huniliating confession, but we are all of
us made out of the same stuff. |In Falstaff there is sonething of
Ham et, in Hamlet there is not a little of Falstaff. The fat

kni ght has his npbods of nel ancholy, and the young prince his
nmoments of coarse hunmour. Vere we differ fromeach other is
purely in accidentals: in dress, manner, tone of voice, religious
opi ni ons, personal appearance, tricks of habit and the like. The
nmore one anal yses people, the nore all reasons for analysis

di sappear. Sooner or |ater one cones to that dreadful universa
thing called human nature. Indeed, as any one who has ever worked
anong the poor knows only too well, the brotherhood of man is no
mere poet's dream it is a nost depressing and huniliating reality;
and if a witer insists upon anal ysing the upper classes, he m ght
just as well wite of match-girls and costernongers at once.

However, ny dear Cyril, | will not detain you any further just



here. | quite adnit that nodern novels have many good points. All

I insist onis that, as a class, they are quite unreadable.

CYRIL. That is certainly a very grave qualification, but | nust
say that | think you are rather unfair in some of your strictures.
I li ke THE DEEMSTER, and THE DAUGHTER OF HETH, and LE DI SClI PLE, and
MR. | SAACS, and as for ROBERT ELSMERE, | amquite devoted to it.
Not that | can look upon it as a serious work. As a statenment of
the problens that confront the earnest Christian it is ridiculous
and antiquated. It is sinply Arnold' s LI TERATURE AND DOGVA wit h
the literature left out. It is as nmuch behind the age as Paley's
EVI DENCES, or Col enso's nethod of Biblical exegesis. Nor could
anything be | ess inpressive than the unfortunate hero gravely
heral ding a dawn that rose |long ago, and so conpletely nmissing its
true significance that he proposes to carry on the business of the
old firmunder the new nane. On the other hand, it contains
several clever caricatures, and a heap of delightful quotations,
and Green's phil osophy very pleasantly sugars the sonmewhat bitter
pill of the author's fiction. 1 also cannot hel p expressing ny
surprise that you have said nothing about the two novelists whom
you are always reading, Balzac and George Meredith. Surely they

are realists, both of thenf

VIVIAN. Ah! Meredith! W can define hin? H's style is chaos
illumned by flashes of lightning. As a witer he has nmastered
everyt hing except |anguage: as a novelist he can do everything,
except tell a story: as an artist he is everything except
articulate. Sonmebody in Shakespeare - Touchstone, | think - talks
about a man who is always breaking his shins over his owm wit, and
it seenms to ne that this mght serve as the basis for a criticism
of Meredith's nethod. But whatever he is, he is not arealist. O
rather | would say that he is a child of realismwho is not on

speaking ternms with his father. By deliberate choice he has nade



himself a romanticist. He has refused to bow the knee to Baal, and
after all, even if the man's fine spirit did not revolt against the
noi sy assertions of realism his style would be quite sufficient of
itself to keep life at a respectful distance. By its neans he has
pl anted round his garden a hedge full of thorns, and red with
wonderful roses. As for Balzac, he was a nost remarkabl e
conbination of the artistic tenperament with the scientific spirit.
The latter he bequeathed to his disciples. The former was entirely
his own. The difference between such a book as M Zola's

L' ASSOWO R and Bal zac's |1 LLUSI ONS PERDUES is the difference

bet ween uni magi native realismand i magi native reality. 'All

Bal zac' s characters;' said Baudelaire, '"are gifted with the sane
ardour of life that animated hinmself. Al his fictions are as
deeply coloured as dreanms. Each mnd is a weapon | oaded to the
muzzle with will. The very scullions have genius.' A steady
course of Bal zac reduces our living friends to shadows, and our
acquai ntances to the shadows of shades. H's characters have a kind
of fervent fiery-coloured existence. They dom nate us, and defy

scepticism One of the greatest tragedies of ny life is the death

of Lucien de Rubenpre. It is a grief fromwhich |I have never been
abl e completely to rid nyself. It haunts nme in ny nonents of
pl easure. | renenber it when | laugh. But Balzac is no nore a

realist than Holbein was. He created life, he did not copy it. |
admt, however, that he set far too high a value on nodernity of
form and that, consequently, there is no book of his that, as an
artistic masterpiece, can rank with SALAMMVBO or ESMOND, or THE

CLO STER AND THE HEARTH, or the VI COMTE DE BRAGELONNE

CYRIL. Do you object to nodernity of form then?

VIVIAN. Yes. It is a huge price to pay for a very poor result.
Pure nodernity of formis always somewhat vulgarising. It cannot

hel p being so. The public inmagine that, because they are



interested in their imediate surroundings, Art should be
interested in themal so, and shoul d take them as her subject-
matter. But the nere fact that they are interested in these things
makes them unsuitable subjects for Art. The only beautiful things,
as sonmebody once said, are the things that do not concern us. As
long as a thing is useful or necessary to us, or affects us in any
way, either for pain or for pleasure, or appeals strongly to our
synmpathies, or is a vital part of the environnent in which we live,
it is outside the proper sphere of art. To art's subject-matter we
shoul d be nore or less indifferent. W should, at any rate, have
no preferences, no prejudices, no partisan feeling of any kind. It
is exactly because Hecuba is nothing to us that her sorrows are
such an adnirable notive for a tragedy. | do not know anything in
the whole history of literature sadder than the artistic career of
Charl es Reade. He wote one beautiful book, THE CLO STER AND THE
HEARTH, a book as nuch above ROMOLA as ROMOLA is above DAN EL
DERONDA, and wasted the rest of his life in a foolish attenpt to be
nmodern, to draw public attention to the state of our convict
prisons, and the managenent of our private |lunatic asyl uns.

Charl es Dickens was depressing enough in all consci ence when he
tried to arouse our synpathy for the victins of the poor-Ilaw

admi ni stration; but Charles Reade, an artist, a scholar, a man with
a true sense of beauty, raging and roaring over the abuses of
contenporary life like a comon panphl eteer or a sensationa
journalist, is really a sight for the angels to weep over. Believe
me, ny dear Cyril, nodernity of formand nodernity of subject-
matter are entirely and absolutely wong. W have m staken the
common livery of the age for the vesture of the Mises, and spend
our days in the sordid streets and hi deous suburbs of our vile
cities when we should be out on the hillside with Apollo.

Certainly we are a degraded race, and have sold our birthright for

a nmess of facts.



CYRIL. There is sonmething in what you say, and there is no doubt
that whatever anusenent we may find in reading a purely node
novel, we have rarely any artistic pleasure in re-reading it. And
this is perhaps the best rough test of what is literature and what
is not. |If one cannot enjoy reading a book over and over again,
there is no use reading it at all. But what do you say about the
return to Life and Nature? This is the panacea that is always

bei ng reconmended to us.

VIVIAN. | will read you what | say on that subject. The passage
conmes later on in the article, but | my as well give it to you

now. -

" The popular cry of our time is "Let us return to Life and Nature;
they will recreate Art for us, and send the red bl ood coursing
through her veins; they will shoe her feet with sw ftness and nake
her hand strong." But, alas! we are nistaken in our amiable and
wel | -meaning efforts. Nature is always behind the age. And as for
Life, she is the solvent that breaks up Art, the eneny that |ays

wast e her house.

CYRIL. Wat do you nean by saying that Nature is al ways behind the

age?

VIVIAN. Well, perhaps that is rather cryptic. Wat | nean is
this. |If we take Nature to nean natural sinple instinct as opposed
to sel f-conscious culture, the work produced under this influence

i s always ol d-fashi oned, antiquated, and out of date. One touch of
Nat ure may nmake the whole world kin, but two touches of Nature will
destroy any work of Art. If, on the other hand, we regard Nature
as the collection of phenonena external to nan, people only

di scover in her what they bring to her. She has no suggestions of

her own. Wrdsworth went to the | akes, but he was never a | ake



poet. He found in stones the sernbns he had al ready hidden there.
He went noralising about the district, but his good work was
produced when he returned, not to Nature but to poetry. Poetry
gave him'Laodam a,' and the fine sonnets, and the great QOde, such
as it is. Nature gave him'Martha Ray' and 'Peter Bell,' and the

address to M. WI kinson's spade.

CYRIL. | think that view might be questioned. | amrather
inclined to believe in '"the inpulse froma vernal wood,' though of
course the artistic value of such an inpul se depends entirely on
the kind of tenperanent that receives it, so that the return to

Nat ure woul d cone to nean sinply the advance to a great

personality. You would agree with that, | fancy. However, proceed

with your article.

VIVIAN (READING. 'Art begins with abstract decoration, with
purely imagi native and pl easurable work dealing with what is unrea
and non-existent. This is the first stage. Then Life becones
fascinated with this new wonder, and asks to be admitted into the
charned circle. Art takes life as part of her rough naterial
recreates it, and refashions it in fresh fornms, is absolutely
indifferent to fact, invents, inmagines, dreans, and keeps between
herself and reality the inpenetrable barrier of beautiful style, of
decorative or ideal treatnent. The third stage is when Life gets
the upper hand, and drives Art out into the wilderness. That is

the true decadence, and it is fromthis that we are now suffering.

' Take the case of the English drama. At first in the hands of the
nonks Dramatic Art was abstract, decorative and nythol ogical. Then
she enlisted Life in her service, and using sonme of life's externa
forns, she created an entirely new race of beings, whose sorrows
were nore terrible than any sorrow man has ever felt, whose joys

were keener than lover's joys, who had the rage of the Titans and



the cal mof the gods, who had nonstrous and narvel |l ous sins,
monstrous and marvel lous virtues. To them she gave a | anguage
different fromthat of actual use, a |anguage full of resonant
musi ¢ and sweet rhythm nade stately by sol enm cadence, or nade
delicate by fanciful rhynme, jewelled with wonderful words, and
enriched with lofty diction. She clothed her children in strange
rai nrent and gave them masks, and at her bidding the antique world
rose fromits marble tonb. A new Caesar stal ked through the
streets of risen Rone, and with purple sail and flute-led oars
anot her C eopatra passed up the river to Antioch. dd nyth and

| egend and dream took shape and substance. History was entirely
re-witten, and there was hardly one of the dramatists who did not
recogni se that the object of Art is not sinple truth but conpl ex
beauty. In this they were perfectly right. Art itself is really a
form of exaggeration; and selection, which is the very spirit of

art, is nothing nore than an intensified node of over-enphasis.

"But Life soon shattered the perfection of the form Even in
Shakespeare we can see the beginning of the end. It shows itself
by the gradual breaking-up of the blank-verse in the later plays,
by the predom nance given to prose, and by the over-inportance
assigned to characterisation. The passages in Shakespeare - and
they are many - where the | anguage is uncouth, vulgar, exaggerated,
fantastic, obscene even, are entirely due to Life calling for an
echo of her own voice, and rejecting the intervention of beautiful
style, through which alone should life be suffered to find
expression. Shakespeare is not by any neans a flaw ess artist. He
is too fond of going directly to life, and borrowing life's natura
utterance. He forgets that when Art surrenders her inmaginative

medi um she surrenders everything. Coethe says, sonmewhere -

I n der Beschrankung zeigt Fsich erst der Meister,



