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Rupert Broovke and the
Intellectual Imagination

Oxeevening i 1766, D Jolnson being thenin the
fiftv-seventh voar ol his age, bis viends, Boswell
andd Goldsmith, ealled on bime al his lodgings in
Johnson's Court, Fleet Street, with the inlention
of persuading hive to sap with theom ot the Mitre,
Bt though he was prool against their eajoleries,
he was by no means averse om o talk, With
true hospitality, since he had hinself, we are told,
become o water-drnker, e ealled for o hottle
of port, This his suests proceeded Lo discuss,
Wiale they sipped, the three of them cons
versed on subjects no less beguiling than play-
going and poetry.

Goldsmith ventured to refer Lo the deplorable
fuet that his old Iriend sl foruer sehooilellow
had given up the writing ol vorses. ™ Why, sie,”

o tastes greatly alter. The

veplicd Johnson,

Ll does not eave For Lthe ehild’s vattle. . 0 . As

we advance in the journey of lifte, we drop

some of the things whichh have pleased us;

whether it be that we are fatigued and don't
5
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choose to carry so many things any farther, or
that we find other things which we like better.”
Boswell persisted. ' But, sir,” said he, ** why
don’t you give us something in seme other way.”
“ No, sir.” Johnson replied, " 1 am not obliged
to do any more. No man is obliged to do as
much as he ean do. A man is to have part of
his life to himsell.” ¥ But I wonder, sirv,” Boswell
continued, ** vou have not more pleasure in writ-
ing than in not writing.”  Whercupon deseended
the erushing retovt, ** Sir, you may wonder.”
Jolmson then proeeeded to diseuss the actual
making of verses. *“The great diffienlty,” he
ohserved—alas, how truly, *is to know when
vou have made good ones.”  Onee, he boasted,
he had written as many as a fall hundred lines a
day ; but he was then under forty, and had been
inspired by no less fertile a theme than “ The
Vanity of Iluman Wishes,” o poem that, with
other prudent eounsel, bids the “young cn-
thusiast*" pause cre he choose hterature and
learning as o spiral stairease to fame:

Detgn on the passing world to turn thine eves

And panse awhile from Letlers, to be wise . . .
None the less, Johnson made haste to assure
Goldsmith that his Muse even at this late day
was not wholly um :—* I am not quite idle; I
madc one line Vother day ; but Lmade no more,”
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“Let us hear it,” eried Goldsmith, “ we'll put a
bhad one to it! *“No, sir, 1 have Torgot it
And so sally suceeeded sally,

How muel of the virtue of Johnson's talk we
are to attribute to Boswell's genins for selection
and condensation, and how much to the hahitu-
ality of his idol’s supreme pudgment, penctration,
humanity and good scuse, is one of the deleetable
problems ol literature, This fact, at any rate,
is unquestionable ; namely, that Jolinson seldom
indeed let fall & remark, even though merely in
passing, which is not worth a sensible man’s eon-
sideration.  He knew—rare felicity—what he was
talking about. He spoke—rare presence of mind
—not without, but after, aforethought. However
dogmatie, overbearing and partisan Lie might be,
not only in what he is recorded to have said is
there always samcthing substantive and four-
square, but (requently even a light and oceasional
utterance of his will stand like a signpost at the
eross-roads positively imploring the traveller 1o
make further exploration,

“The lad does not care for the child's rattle.”
Iere, surely, is ome of those signposts, ane
more enticing invitation to cxplore. DBy rattle,
obviously, Jolnson meant not only  things
childish, but things childlike, For such things
the *lad * does not merely cease to cure, Ile
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substitutes lor them other things which he likes
better.  Not that every vestige of charm and
sentiment neeessarily deserts the raitle, hut other
delights intrude ; and, what is still more im-
portant, other faculties that will take pleasure in
Lhese new toys and interests come into energy and
play. TDoes not this rightly mply that between
childhood and boyhood is lixed & pereeptible gulf,
physical, spiritual, psychological, and that in
minds in which the powers and lendencies con-
spicuous i bovhood, and more or less dormant
or latent in eavlicr years, predominate, those of
childhood are apt to fade and fall away ?

This ts true, I think, of us all, whatever our
gifts and graces; but in a certain direction 1
believe it is trme in a peenliar degree of poets—
of children and lads (and possibly lasses, though
they, fortunately for e, lic outside my im-
miediate inquiry) who are destined, or doomed,
to become poets.  Poets, that s, may be divided,
for illustration and convenience. nlo bwo distinet
classes:  those who in  their idiosynerasics
resemble children and bring to ripeness the
facultics peculiar to childhood ; and those who
vesemble Tads, On the one hand is the poet who
carrics with him through life, in varying vigour
and variety, the salient characteristics of child-
hood (though modified, of eourse, by subsequent



