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a request in which Stephen was seconded by his father. Bloom refused. 
So dark is destiny. For in Ithaca Bloom invites Stephen to spend the night 
in his house. But ‘Was the proposal of asylum accepted? — Promptly, 
inexplicably, with amicability, gratefully it was declined.” 82 Now it must 
be borne in mind that Stephen had nowhere to go to for the night and the 
hour was three in the morning. He would have to spend the night 
wandering through the deserted streets of Dublin, tired though he was. 
He could easily have accepted Bloom’s offer. But this refusal is again a 
symbol of frustration. Stephen indulges in no sentimentality. He is a 
lone man and he accepts his loneliness. Lest sentimentality should be 
allowed to hide the merciless truth, Stephen and Bloom are shown by the 
author making water together and then Stephen leaves. There is one 
moment of supreme anguish on Bloom's part when Stephen is leaving: 
“Alone, what did Bloom hear? The double reverberation of retreating feet 
on the heavenborn earth, the double vibration of a jew’s harp in the 
resonant lane. Alone, what did Bloom feel? The cold of interstellar 
space...."83 Stephen has taken his loneliness, his pride, away from Bloom 
to whom loneliness is left as a sorrow. 

Groningen. . D, G. VAN DER Var. 

Notes and News 

The Red White and Blue 

A Footnote to English Literary History 

All students of British Imperialism have noted the curious Jingo phase 
on which that originally moderate and pedestrian movement entered in the 
"90s, and which culminated in the South African war. It was not an 
exclusively English phenomenon. It was a reaction against 19th Century 
Liberalism which made itself felt more or less in all European countries, and 
very strongly in the United States. In England it was expounded by one 
or two writers of standing, and by a section of the Press, but essentially it 
was an intrusion from below, the release of a hitherto unsuspected fund of 
vulgarity among a section of the population which now became vocal for 
the first time. 

It was a short-lived movement, and it died a long time ago. After 1902 
it left no trace on English colonial or foreign policy. But while it lasted 
it attracted a good deal of attention abroad. In some quarters it was 
admired and even imitated, in others it aroused an animosity towards 
England which died hard. For perhaps the most unfortunate thing about 
the Jingoism of the '90s was the persistency with which it denied the 
English tradition of decency, respect for opponents, and love of fair play. 
It amounted, in fact, to a campaign of misrepresentation of the English 

82 p. 696, 
83 p. 705.
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character, perversely engineered by the English themselves. It also tended, 
by flooding everything in the same meretricious light, to make even the 
most impressive achievements of England in the field of colonial expansion 
look tawdry and cheap. 

In those days the English middle classes came very near to persuading 
themselves that they were a sort of modern Vikings, schooled in the arts of 
war and endowed by the Creator with a special aptitude for conquest and 
government, and that War was a nursery of all the noblest virtues. 

Everybody knows the part played by the one writer of genius who allied 
himself with the movement: Kipling, and anyone who cares can look up such 
contributions of its lesser lights as have found their way into books. But 
its real literature was a much less respectable one and has never found 
its way into literary textbooks. By now it has, indeed, vanished completely, 
apart from those stacks of song-books, reciters’ manuals and penny ballads 
which repose in the store-rooms of the British Museum. Here, among the 
copies of “Daisy, “Two Little Girls in Blue", “The Masher and the 
Barmaid”, and “We All Went Home in a Cab”, is the material for the 
real literary history of this phase of English Jingoism. 

Its literary value is nil. Most of the hundreds of patriotic ballads of 
the ‘90s are incredibly empty concoctions of phrases about the Old Flag of 
England, the Red, White and Blue, and the Soldiers of the Queen. But 
as historical documents they are by no means to be despised. Taken 
as a whole, these productions really give a picture of what happens when 
a democracy catches the war fever. It is not a particularly pleasant picture, 
but after all the whole thing is over-and done with, and one can afford to 
laugh a little at it now. 

Throughout the Victorian age the makers of English popular ballads were 
extremely fond of writing about soldiers and war. But in the early and 
mid-Victorian epochs this predilection generally took a form so sentimental 
and so far removed from actual life as to appear completely innocent even 
to the most pacific of modern readers. There are songs about dying 
soldiers’ visions of their mothers, heroic bugler boys, and girls left behind, 
in the style of that favourite of Mr. Silas Wegg and his contemporaries, 
about the soldier who leaned upon his sword and wiped away a tear. 

In the '90s the tone changes. The hero of the ballad is no longer just a 
soldier, he is an English soldier, and the old sentimental appeal gives place 
to something much less simple: the writer tends to identify himself and his 
audience with his heroes, and the recital of the latters’ merits becomes 
more and more obviously a pretext for self-congratulation or undisguised 
bragging: “Our boys in red, they have never fled / From the face of the 
strongest. foc, —- Our troops on land shall the world command / Our Jack 
Tars sule the wave.” 

A contributor to the “Tit-Bits Monster Book of Patriotic Verse’ throws 
open wider historical perspectives in a poem called “John Bull's Flag”: 

In Kent when Romans tried to seize old John Bull's native soil 
We didn't let great Casar get the best of all the spoil. 
We thrashed the Danes and Saxons too, and history ‘can brag 
That Britons did their best to hold John Bull's untarnished flag. 

The stanza is followed by one in which the writer, possibly owing to the 
difficulty of finding enough words to rhyme with “flag”, assures his 
audience that “Britons seldom brag’.
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But the popular favourite of the '90s was the song entitled “The Soldiers 
of the Queen”: 

The soldiers of the Queen; my boys, 
Who've been, my boys, who've seen, my boys, 
In the Aight for England's glory, boys, 
When we've had to show them what we mean. 
And when we say we've always won, 
And when they ask us how it’s done 
We'll proudly point to every one 
OFf England's soldiers of the Queen. 

The above specimens are fairly representative of the patriotic music-hall 
ditty of the "90s. Sometimes more concrete matters attract the attention 
of the writers. Foreign affairs are glanced at: 

The Russians and Dutch 
The French and more such 
Wish to upset our wise constitution.t 

Or the Colonial Question: 

While Britain’s sons their freedom boast, 
Their Queen, their laws, their nation, 
The colonies now form a host 
For mutual preservation. 

But generally the poet does not come down to particulars, but confines 
himself to celebrating “‘the home of the old Sea-Kings’ (a favourite 
expression) and its sons, or to give expression to such sentiments as: 

All men may be heroes in England, we know, 
From the general down to the ranks, 
And our soldiers will conquer wherever they go 
And thus gain from the nation true thanks. 

or: 

Off with your hat as the flag goes by 
And fet the heart have its say. 
You're man enough for a tear in your eye 
That you will not wipe away. 

And lest the audience, which must, after all, have been predominantly 
civilian, should think that this appreciation of their military fellow-citizens 
was being a little overdone, the poet was careful to point out that: 

there's a soldier's heart in every Englishman. 

Then comes the anti-Transvaal campaign in the press, and the outbreak 
of the South African War. The providers of popular ballads are not 
slow to rise to the occasion. All the familiar phenomena of bellicose mob 
enthusiasm at once make their appearance. The cause espoused by the 
country to which oneself happens to belong is that of Justice and Humanity: 
“We fear no foe against us”, announces the author of a song called 
“England's honour”, “while Justice reigns supreme; Our Patience and our 

L Quoted from Tit-Bits 1899. It sounds older.
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Policy proclaim the rights we mean” (sic) — while another bard, called 
Goldenberg, declares that 

The Boers will never win for sinful is their cause, 
They stepped beyortd the bounds of human laws. 

It need hardly be said that the war is a purely defensive one: 

The foeman’'s foot is on England's soil 
Our homes to pillage, our lands to spoil, 

declares one poet, adding in a subsequent stanza that England is fighting 
“for altar, for church, for throne.” It is curious to see how these poets 
anticipate the sentiments of 1914. One of them asserts e.g. that this is a 
war “to save humanity” and that it will result in “freedom won for all 
mankind”. ‘That the Almighty himself was fighting on the side of the 
British, little as the results might appear to show it, is a statement which 
frequently occurs.2_ Alfred Austin, the Poet Laureate, even advances the 
opinion that “who dies for England dies for God.” 3 

Several writers seem to be under the impression that for foreigners to 
wage war on the British Empire constitutes an act of rebellion, punishable 
as such, and the Transvaalers are often alluded to as “rebels”. One of 
the writers who shared this opinion was Alfred Austin, who in his “Songs 
of England” urged the soldiers: 

To force the foe from covert crag 
And chase them till they fall; 
Then plant forever England’s flag 
Upon the rebel wall. 

But few of ovr poets rise to such philosophic heights. Even the author 
of “England's Honour’, who thought the war was to save Humanity, 
announces himself as being also in favour of the simpler war aim of 
“avenging Majuba Hill". And most of the poems written at the outbreak 
of the war simply confine themselves to anticipatory triumphs over 
the enemy. 

We'll bump old Kruger straight 
Bump the Boer with all our weight, 
Bump him fair and bump him square 
Bump and make him grin and stare. 
We'll bump and make him quake, 
Bump him black and bump him blue. 
British pluck and steel shall make 
The wretched rebel rue. 

The author of “Britain’s Goal” reminds his readers that 

Buller’s there to lead, lads 
To the British goal. 

and goes on to say: 

2 The Daily Mail's leader on the relief of Ladysmith began: “The Almighty God, 
whose arm is. strength, has blessed the efforts of General Buller's Army in Natal with 
complete victory.” (quoted: Review of Reviews, 1900, p. 208,) 

8 Songs of England,
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The Boer will ne'er forget us, 
This time he’s gone too far, 
He's roused the British lion, 
He's caused and forced a war. 

Scores of other writers describe how “we” will “show them steel’ and 
“make the beggars run.” 

A good many of these anticipations are marked by a kind of vicarious 
sadism. If there is one thing the street poet never tires of describing it is 
the delights of bayonet fighting: 

When a chance comes near, lads, 
Show the Boer some steel; 
Make him flee before you 
Make him cringe and kneel; 
Crush him on the fields, lads, 
Fight with British will. 
Win, my lads, at all costs, 
Avenge Majuba Hill. 

And one Mr. Rutherford wrote a touching poem (for recital) about a 
bugler boy, who “in shooting Boers quite proudly took his share.” 

The Boer War was fought at a time when the methods of mass 
suggestion had not been brought to the perfection reached in 1914. On the 
whole, the English record as regards decency and fairness to the enemy 
was not a bad one and certainly much better than that of any of the 
belligerents in the Great War. Many English war correspondents were 
ready from the start to acknowledge the chivalry and bravery of the 
enemy, and towards the close of the war Boer leaders like De Wet enjoyed 
something approaching to popularity in England. Combatants like Colonel 
Seeley protested against attempts to slander the enemy. General White, 
the commandant of Ladysmith, publicly praised the conduct of the Boer 
leaders, and Lord Roberts sent a message of condolence to Kruger on the 
death of Joubert, the victor of Colenso. 

But in the subterranean literature with which we are dealing here 
there is no trace whatever of any such decent feeling. Perhaps the most 
unpleasant thing about it is the gusto with which the writers throw them- 
selves into the work of abusing the enemy. That the Boers were cowards 
had been taken for granted from the start. Their successes must therefore 
be due to cunning or treachery. Did they not habitually abuse the white 
flag, fire at ambulances, and murder the wounded? The same Mr. 
Rutherford who celebrated the bugler boy speaks of his opponents as “‘vain 
and canting” and “trickster Boers.” Another poet writes: 

Onward Tommy Atkins, 
Onward in the War, 
‘Gainst the Boers so vicious 
Treach’rous to the core. 

The Poet Laureate, Alfred Austin, belonged, of course, to a different 
class of writers to the ones we are dealing with here, in so far as his works 
eppeared in The Times and ultimately got printed in volumes at 6 sh, 
instead of in penny sheets, but otherwise there was not much to choose 
between them. His “Songs of England” describe the Boers as “a race, 
though ‘of a northern strain, with narrow foreheads and narrower
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hearts” who “fettered and flogged the sons of Ham, and tethered the 
stranger’s wrist.” 

Any stick was good enough to beat the “rebels”. If the enemy had 
been France, who can doubt that the standing indictment would have been 
their ““Godlessness’”? As it was, the religiousness of the Boers was actually 
one of the stock accusations against them, and they are constantly referred 
to as “canting” and “praying”. 
When in the spring of 1900 it looked as if the Boers were beaten, none 

of these writers evinced any trace of respect for a brave enemy. The 
flight of the old President was hailed with derisive comments. A funeral 
card was hawked in the streets for a penny, bearing the inscription: 

In remembrance of Oom Paul, Late President of the Republic, who 
succumbed to an attack of the Roineks on Pretoria Day June 5., 1900. 

The disasters of 1899 had made no difference whatever to the anticipatory 
triumphs of our poets. Indeed the most curious thing about this literature 
is its complet2 divorce from reality, These songsters live in an imaginary 
world, where everything is true if you repeat it emphatically enough, and 

3 in which nothing has any reference to the facts of the real one. One feels 
that if the French had invaded England the music-hall audiences would 

= have applauded songs asserting that the Soldiers of the Queen always won, 
on the day when the enemy marched into London. Even after Black Week 
the ballad writers went on producing songs about the invincibility of the 
British army. The British defeat at Spion Kop was e.g. celebrated by a 

‘a street ballad beginning: 

Kind Sir, have you seen, cried an intelligent girl 
To a wounded man just come from the Transvaal War ... 

which asserts that: 

. The Boers ran away from the face 
Of their most gallant bayonet charge. 

Nor does thz surrender of thousands of British soldiers deter the poets 
from asserting that “Our soldiers know no word retreat.” 

One anonymous writer announces, with only too much truth, that 

The British have a knack 
Of frontal bold attack. 

While another gives the following version of Buller’s tactics before 
Ladysmith : 

The signal’s given, through storms of lead 
Our gallant soldiers forward sped — 
With ringing shouts they dashed below 
With headlong fury on the foe, 
They reach the guns o'er heaps of dead 
While foes who could before them fled 

The field is won.... 

The idealization of the private soldier to which the audience is treated 
bears witness to the same divorce from reality. This is how Tommy 
Atkins describes himself in a “Reply to Mr. Kipling’s Fine Poem”:
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I'm a funny sort of beggar, 
And on war I'm very keen 
I'll fight for home and honour, 
And be loyal to my Queen. 

But ‘when I hear the dogs of war 
I'm like a lion at bay, etc. 

In another song a dying soldier says (referring to the Queen's Xmas gift 
of boxes of sweets): 

Give this — it is my last request — 
Royal chocolate box to mother. 

A good deal of the talent which the war called forth was of a somewhat 
eccentric character. One gentleman, who signs himself Stephen Downes 
and prints his photograph above his poem, reminds the President that : 

I told you at the beginning of the war 
Your great responsibility, and what it all was for. 

But as Mr. Kruger has failed to take his advice he very naturally concludes: 

From me you have no pity, I cannot sympathize 
With such a scamp as you, Sir, full of deceit and lies. 
And now just let me tell you, Sir, that in another world 
You'll suffer for the innocents you've massacred so bold. 

One lady in Barbadoes declares with pardonable ignorance of the finer 
shades of English poetic diction : 

Our New Year's song sent up to God 
Was VICTORY!! DEATH |! and BLOODY SOD! 

In the spring of 1900 the writers of street ballads and music-hall songs 
tend to concentrate more and more on the siege of Mafeking, whose 
defenders in the words of one of them are “wounded every day”. When 
at last it is relieved numerous ballads celebrate the glad news. “London 
is dancing with halcyon glee” is the mot juste with which one of them 
describes Mafeking Night. 

After that the ballads become fewer. It may have been that the first 
martial enthusiasm had worn off, or that the later phases of the war did not 
lend themselves so well to poetic treatment. Or perhaps the reaction was 
already setting in which was to make an end of this sort of thing, dare 
one hope for ever? - 

Copenhagen. C, A. BopeLsen.


