E. V. Lucas

V. LUCAS was an extraordinary
man. The massive shouldering
e build, the slow sardonic moods,
the moist evasive eye, a sort of smolder-
ing grimness (like a cornered bull, a
friend once described him) were what
might have been expected in a great
tycoon, an owner
of mines and fac-
tories, a disinher-
ited marquis or
unexpectedly de-
feated prizefight-
er. Some albatross
hung round his
neck, but no one
ever inquired and
those who read
his light and well
bred writings
were unlikely to
guess the savage
quality of the
spirit. Like many
to whom the
emetic epithet
“whimsical” has
been hastily ap-
plied, E. V. was
master of protective discoloration. Even
his handwriting was a cryptogram. His
essays, because they were the merest
fooling, will easily be forgotten; not so
his incomparable anthologies, guide-
books, and the masterpiece—patiently
elaborated through so many years—the
Lives and Letters of Charles and Mary
Lamb.

The old saying would be true in this
case: Lucas knew the Lambs better than
they knew themselves. Here he found a
deep consoling symbolism, in the sister
who was intermittently mad and the
brother who wore the dreadful mask of
comedy. As editor and as understander

E. V. Lucas
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Lucas was here supreme. Copious indus-
try to assemble was balanced by beauti-
ful terseness of comment; tingling through
to the gristle of the situation.

Hepatic in mien, but ecstatic in vitality,
loved and feared and marvelled at, mas-
ter of the unexpected kindliness and the
savage phrase, E.
V. was a sketch
for something
very great indeed.
He lived hard;
punished others
as he did himself;
to be thought of
as a humorist
amused him (more
than his humor
amused his read-
ers) because there
is a malicious
pleasure in ful-
filling simple cate-
gories, He was a
great business
man and (from
simple Quaker
stock) loved to
oscillate from so-
cial grade A to very low com-
pany indeed. At both ends of the scale
he kept his own counsel. Using the word
affectionately, he was a perfect snob. He
scarcely ever found anyone good enough
to confide what he really thought.

Lowering, witty, of power unsuspected
by the casual, he would have humphed
with cynical amusement at his obits.
Only one as lovingly frank as this would
have satisfied his savage passion for the
actual and the absurd. In the phrase he
knew so well, he was an archangel con-
siderably tarnished, but the gold showed
through.

C. M.




“RH. V.

Is Dead

EDITH CHRISTINA JOHNSON

Voo Liueas-is, dead.. ‘His
e friends echo the lament of
Charles Lamb for Coleridge. For
the suddenness of the event, on
June 26, makes its finality the
more difficult to realize. His last
public appearance was, characteris-
tically, at the weekly lunch of the
Punch editorial staff; just the day
before he knew he was to face the
ordeal of an operation. In less
than two weeks “the largest heart
in literary London was still.”
Three years ago, in his last auto-
biographical sketch,* E. V. wrote:
“We ought to go on being well
and strong and fit until three score
years and ten, and then vanish.”
It was two weeks after his 70oth
birthday that he himself “van-
ished.”

On the same day his last piece
of writing, “The Wanderer’s
Notebook,” appeared in the Lon-
don Sunday Times. Lucas’ love of
writing was a life-long passion. It
conquered the arduous duties of
publisher when, as the head of the
London firm of Methuen for 14
years, he remained true to his
creative work. As he said, he loved
writing and could give precedence
to nothing else. In fact his will
leaves, subject to various life in-

* The Old Contemporaries.

terests, the residue of his property
“one-fourth to the Royal Literary
Fund, and three-fourths to the
Authors’ Pension Fund.”

E. V. Lucas’ own literary out-
put was colossal—33 pages of the
British Museum catalogue are re-
quired to list his more than 100
books. If, as some authority re-
marked recently, genius 1s excess
of energy, E. V. was richly en-
dowed. Much of what he wrote
was of the transient nature of daily
journalism, but for his contribu-
tion in two fields he may lay claim
to immortality, if one may be so
bold as to risk prophecy: he was
a born essayist and a natural
scholar.

Of his essays and sketches, a
small but substantial quantity—
rare and individual in its essence—
will remain. He had the keenly
observing eye of the essayist, who
is essentially the poet of prose. Out
of the familiar stuff of everyday
experience he picked the matter of
his essays, indicating its significance
in comment rich in literary con-
tent and alive with the pleasure of
recognition. He wrote always with
a certain felicity, but in his best
work there is the final mark’ of
genius in the cunningly turned
phrase, the adroit use of familiar

Reprinted from THE AMERICAN SCHOLAR, Autumn 1938, Volume 7, Number 4
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The American Scholar

words. There is not only the sud-
den illumination of meaning that
captures the reader’s attention but
the richness of implication that
stirs endless associative currents in
imagination and memory. His
prose, singularly pure in quality,
unmarked by mannerisms or tricks
of style, carries less risk of being
“dated” than the work of many of
his more popular contemporaries.
Its effects are produced mainly by
directness, concentration and un-
derstatement.

E. V. could be as unsparingly
analytical of an idea or a person-
ality as the most forceful of our
modern realists, for he had a cer-
tain quality which Mr. Frank
Swinnerton calls, in his brief but
brilliant tribute,” “harsh justice.”
E. V.s record of his first impres-

sion of the poet Swinburne illus-
trates this dynamic realism:

This, my first sight of Swinburne, I
am not likely to forget, since various other
preconceptions instantly crumbled away.
For one thing, though he was as short
as I had supposed, his body was by no
means the inconsiderable affair that, from
many testimonies, one had thought it. On
the contrary, it was marked by solidity,
and below the waistline was not less
ethereal than that of many a trencherman
who had never written at all or anything
but prose. His face, too, which was highly
colored, bore further signs that materialis-
tic interests were not outside his scheme
of life. The eyes were fixed and mirthless.
Above the eyes, however, all was different
and magnificent—a dome, lofty and aloof
as one could ask, curiously like Shake-
speare’s. His hair, a ruddy grey, was thin;

*In the (London) Observer, July 3, 1938.

his beard, the same color, was fuller than
I had expected. But his whole person was
informed by prandial intentness. It had
neither vivacity nor spiritual suggestion.

Again, E. V. could be finely
meditative and philosophical; as
well as direct and intense—as in
his comment upon the funeral of
W. J. Craig, the English Shake-
spearian scholar, whom Lucas
memorialized and immortalized
in his essay, “The Funeral.”

I found myself meditating . . . how
melancholy it was that all that storied
brain, with its thousands of exquisite
phrases, . . . should have ceased to be.
For such a cessation, at any rate, say what
one will of immortality, is part of the
sting of death, part of the victory of the
grave, which St. Paul denied with such
magnificent irony.

The words might have been
spoken of himself. The firmness
and strength of his own prose de-
rived from the scholar in the es-
sayist.

His was a “natural” scholar-
ship, the product of years of con-
centrated reading: at the British
Museum (“my real Alma Ma-
ter”) while he was still a reporter
for the London Globe and, for a
few short terms, at London Uni-
versity where he came under the
influence of its professor of Eng-
lishy W. P. Ker. E. V. sometimes
deplored his own lack of a classical
education but many a university
professor might well have envied
him his richly stored mind. His
knowledge was encyclopedic in its
range and amazingly exact and de-
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tailed. Yet he was never pedantic.
His was humanized erudition.

When commissioned by Me-
thuen & Co. (in 1900) to edit an
edition and write a new biography
of Charles Lamb, E. V. in his in-
vestigations instinctively employed
the scientific methods of a modern
research scholar. He visited in per-
son every place in England known
to be associated with Lamb’s life
and history, interviewed those who
owned letters or manuscripts of
Elia, read all that had been writ-
ten by and about Lamb and, so far
as possible, what Lamb had read.
Consequently he had a knowledge
and understanding of his subject
such as no previous editor of Lamb
had possessed. Yet such was his
characteristic modesty that even
today the full significance of E.
V. Lucas as a scholar is far from
being recognized.

This work in nine volumes, pub-
lished over a period of years from
1902 and running into more than
one edition, established Lucas’
reputation as the preeminent au-
thority on Charles Lamb. It was
the first climax of a long literary
devotion, originating in his early
youth and persisting as the domi-
nant motif in his life. But a second
and more dramatic climax came in
1935 when, through the joint ef-
forts of the houses of Dent and
Methuen the letters of Charles
Lamb, collected and edited by
Lucas, were published in three
volumes. This triumphant edition,
the result of years of effort to

Is Dead

overcome the obstacles of copy-
right ownership and costs of pub-
lication, was the consummation of
E. V. Lucas’ scholarly achieve-
ment. In recognition of this work
Oxford University conferred upon
him the degree of Doctor of Let-
ters in June 1936. Other notable
honors had come to him: election
to the select group—never more
than §o—known as Companions
of Honor; the degree of Doctor
of Laws from St. Andrews Uni-
versity; appointment to the Royal
Commission on Historical Monu-
ments. But the Oxford distinction
was E. V.Js greatest academic
triumph.
. The three-volume opus contains
1,022 of Lamb’s letters, some 50
or more never before published.
As a result of E. Vs further in-
vestigation of manuscripts in Eng-
land and the United States—
which he canvassed from north to
south and east to west in a special
visit for that purpose early in
1934—the editors’ notes from
previous editions were carefully
revised and corrected. The chrono-
logical arrangement of the letters,
and the expansion of the notes by
the addition of more detailed ref-
erences to many of the personali-
ties who formed the Elian circle,
are in accordance with the editor’s
aim to make these volumes con-
stitute a new biography of Lamb,
definitive and intimate because re-
corded by Elia himself.

His life-long association with
the writings of that earlier essayist
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earned for Lucas the affectionate
titles, “the modern Lamb” and
“the reincarnation of Elia.” He
himself was embarrassed by the
comparison, for no one more thor-
oughly appreciated Lamb’s genius.
Most similarities between the two
writers are merely superficial, but
it is interesting to note that each
expressed himself by choice

through two closely related forms,

the essay and the letter. E. V.’s
own publishers will soon give the
reading public an opportunity to
catch that more intimate and com-
plete portrait which his letters af-
ford. Unique in form as well as
content, they are concrete evidence
of the debt we owe him for having
preserved for our generation in-
comparable examples of ‘the
gentlest art.”
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REVUE AND REVIEWS BY TRAGOS
wiTH SKETCHES BY BATT

CHARLES LAMB

E are close on another centenary of a
celebrated literary figure, that of
Chatles Lamb, who died in Decembet,

1834, and already have had Mr./A. C.
Ward’s Everysopy’s Lams, done by /(George
Bell in an illustrated edition at 1os. 6d., which
we reviewed in our Christmas number: a
handsome selection made of his life/and works
in 554 pages. A further Ward volume is now
issued by Methuen at 6s. called THE FROLIC
AND THE GENTLE: A STUDY/OF CHARLES
LAMB, mote of a life and a genesal estimate and
summary Of his living, withouf the letters or
extracts ; and also 2\ smaller yolume done by
E. V. Lucas with Mgthuen asj publishers (ss.),
AT THE SHRINE Of ST. CHARLES, stray
papets collected for thé purpose also of estima-
tion, Lucas having written a full two-volume
biography in-19o5-as-welt-as-having—published

books on Lamb’s friends. |

~~ Both of the new volumes are as good as
/

expected. Ward’s FroLig is freally a condensed
life for the man in the street, jwho can get all he
wants to know from this Vo}ume and form his
own opinion on it without|pedantic direction.
Whether influenced by Catlyle, who thought
Lamb “a pitiful, ricketty, gasping, staggering,
stuttering Tomfoel,” or not, there is material
here for a saner and mote free judgment.

If one is not attracted by Lamb’s writing, no
opinion of him is worth forming, since he was
in fact all that Catlyle left on gecord, though he
visited him at Enfield as a guest and should have
shown. better taste in putting it down. In
addition to that,\Charles had been for a short
time in his youth in an asylum, 1796—which is
better than ending if one like Nietzsche, Comte,
Dean Swift and others; but it is a blow for the
eugenists |

with a carving knife, wbuq‘ded her father badly =

with a fork, and when at igtervals of her life she
had also to return to the asylum, Chatles, walking
cheerfully off with her and being aware that the
institution provided no comfortable strait-jacket,
carried one under his arm. Neither married and
both lived very happily, Charles dying before his
sister, though they had arranged it the other way
round. Mary survived him for 13 years, and was~

His sister\ mutdered their mother =

ADent, 7s. 6dv), illus-
7

twenty-two years older, not 12 as appears by a
slip here, when she died.

As it happened, both Charles and Mary were
patticularly gifted. While the former made the
immortal Essays or EL1A, his sister' manufactured
the equally lasting TALES FROM SHAKESPEARE,
and all the time Coleridge of the Ancient Mariner,
Wordswortth, Leigh Hunt, George Dyer, Moxon,
the publisher, Barry Cornwall, Hazlitt, and others
noted and far less notedpeople, were in and out
of the house. All but Dyer, who actually as
mad as a hatter and ag blind as a bat, had walked
into the New River from Lamb’s house in
Colebrook Row, Aslington, thought it worth
while to write his Jife ot to continue talking about
him. 4

We do not guppose any man with a love of
literature caresfin the least what others think of
Lamb, but this is a recommendation to cultivate
further the acquaintance of one who when De
Quincey-called for him
at the office climbed
down' cirgularly from
his exceptionally high
stool, remarking that he
would  b¢ round in a
minute, [ greeted his
seniot i{:iirector who

admonighed him for
being late by crying
stammeringly, * but see
how eatly I go,” and
who could hiss his own
play, “Mr. H.” harder
and mote meaningly
than any of the
audience disliking it.
He may be worthy of
more notice in their

spare time. e
* 2

~ Cicely Hamilton,
i @p‘éﬁtisc-

of ./~ Modern
y,~France, and
Italy,’have been
valuable,\ now writes

MODERNs, RUSSIA

REMARKING THAT HE
WOULD BE ROUND IN

trated by photographs. A" yiNUTE. . .
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DENT’S NOVELS

Design for a Staircase GUY POCOCK

‘ What a pleasure it is . . . A really delightful book. Thousands
will enjoy every word of it.’—Compton Mackenzie in the Daily Mail.
* A sheer delight . . . A most delicate design, at moments diverting,
at others pathetic. | enjoyed the book greatly.’—Ralph Straus in
the Sunday Times. Second Impression 7/6 net

Scandal of Spring MARTIN BOYD

‘Here we are up against reality. The painful passion of romantic
youth, its extreme and lofty folly, its sad and bitter disappointment,
are presented in a moving tale. This book has a true element of
beauty.’—Gerald Gould in the News-Chronicle. 7/6 net

Corner Shop PHILIP KEELEY

‘| liked it very much indeed. It is a fine and solid piece of work,
the many characters clearly seen and vividly created. Mrs. Brennen
is a superb figure.’—Storm Jameson. 7/6 net

Render Unto Caesar MARGOT ADAMSON

‘Miss Adamson touches the dying Middle Ages into life.’
—G. Maclntyre Little in the Scots Observer. ‘ Her colour is rich and
true.’—Helen Simpson In the Morning Post. 7/6 net

Coming in April
Parable for Lovers
By LEWIS GIBBS

WRAPPER BY REX WHISTLER
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W H AT SHALL WE DO NOW ¢

A Book of Suggestions for
Children’s Games and Employments

BY
EDWARD VERRALL LUCAS

ELIZABETH LUCAS

NEW EDITION

LONDON

GRANT RICHARDS
1901
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PUBLISHER'S ANNOUNCEMENT
WO ANTHOLOGIES COMPILED BY
E. V. LUCAS

. Tue OpeNn RoAD: A LiTTLE BOOK FOR
WavrarERs. With End Papers by William
Hyde. Fcap. 8vo, Cloth, ss.; India Paper,
I.ambskin, 7s. 6d. Second Edition.

». A Book OF VERSES FOR CHILDREN.
With End Papers, Title-page, and Cover, by
F. D. Beprorp. Cloth, Crown 8vo, 6s.
Fourth Edition.

THREE PICTURE BOOKS WITH
VERSES BY E. V. LUCAS

r. ALL THE WorLD OvER, Illustrated in
colours by EpiTH FARMILOE. Oblong Folio,
Picture Boards, 6s.

». Tue Book orF Suoes. Illustrated in
colours by F. D. Beprorp. Oblong Folio,
Picture Boards, 6s.

3. Four aND TWENTY TorLers. Illus-
trated in colours by F. D. Beprorp. Oblong
Folio, Picture Boards, 6s.

THE DUMPY BOOKS FOR CHILDREN
EDITED BY E. V. LUCAS
18m0, Cloth, 1s. 6d. eack

t. Tug Framp, THE AMELIORATOR, and
T SCHOOLBOY'S — APPRENTICE. By the
EDITOR. ZHourth Edition.

2. Mrs. TURNER'S CAUTIONARY STORIES.
Fourth Edition.

3. Tue Bap FamiLv. By Mrs. FENWICK.
Second Edition.

4 THE STORY OF LITTLE BLACK SAMBO.
Illustrated in colours by HELEN BANNERMAN.
Twenty-first Thousand.

5. Tue BountirurL Lapy. By THOMAS
CoeB. Second Edition.

6. A CaT Book. Portraits by H. OFFICER
SmrTH. Characteristics by the EDITOR. Second
Edition.

LoNDON : GRANT RICHARDS

9 HENRIETTA ST., CovenTt GarDEN, W.C.
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?Obituary 1
| MR. E. V. LUCAS

S i A

| GRACEFUL ESSAYIST OF
| GREAT VERSATILITY

iAUTHOR OF NEARLY 100
‘ - BOOKS

| Mr. E. V. Lucas, long famous as one of
|the world’s most graceful essayists, died
in London yesterday at the age of 70.

A prolific writer, whose books num-
|bered nearly 100, he was above all a
|disciple of Charles Lamb. Yet it was
as no: mere imitator that he gained the
affection of his readers.

His style, natural, quite unforced,

polished, clear, confidential, erudite, was
that of a master. It gained for him the
unstinted admiration of great critics and
it remained as fresh to the end as it-had
been at the beginning.
. He was extraordinarily informative|
in his writings, but never diadactic, and
his versatility was astonishing. With it
went delightful humour.

_The tedium of writing never affected
him. Smoothly and without apparent
effort or exhaustion he used his pen and
never dictated, for, as he confessed. he
“liked ” writing.

MANY HONOURS
Oxford honoured him with a D.Litt.
and St. Andrews with an LL.D. In 1932
he was made a Companion of Honour.
For ten years he had been a member of
the Royal Commission on Historic Monu-

Mr. E. V. LUCAS.

ments, and in 1933 he became a member
of the Crown Lands Advisory Committee. |
He was also chairman of Methuen and|
Co.. the publishers. |

Edward Verrall Lucas was born ail
Quaker stock and when he was 16 be—‘
came an apprentice to a Brighton book-
seller. There he took every opportunit;
he could of familia ng himself wit
the contents of a big circulating library.

It was this interest in literature which |
induced an uncle to leave him £200 with|
which he was enjoined to attend lectures|
at University College, London, for as long |
as the money lasted.

<E.V.L." had just exhausted his funds
in this way when he went on the staff of
the “Globe,” He had previously had |
some experience as a reporter on the
“Sussex Daily News” and his engage-
ment on the * Globe ” lasted for several
years.

<« SUNDAY TIMES >’ ARTICLES

Later he went on the “Academy,”
after which he joined * Punch.” : Then
began his long association with the|
« Sunday Times,” wherein appeared his|
| widely read column, ' “A Wanderer's |
Notebook. !

His article in . yesterday’s issue on]
* Compleat Anglers ” was characteristic- §
ally charming.

Nearly 40 years have passed since he
published ‘ The Open Road,” and in 1903
appeared his extremely popular skit—
in conjunction with C. L. Graves—en- |
titled, “ Wisdom While You Wait.” 1

The next year there followed * High- |
ways and Byways of Sussex,” which in

1936 he revised and enlarged. I

“Listener’s Lure " followed, and =t
the same time he began his ** Wan-
[ derer’s ” books, which as the years we!
| by embraced London, Holland, Paris, |
| Florence, Venice and Rome.

PROLIFIC OUTPUT

But “E. V. L.’s ” output.was so pro-
lific that it was difficult to keep pace with
him. Year after year fresh volumes
lwere turned out—sometimes three or
| four in a twelve-month. Notwithstand-
ling this he carried out his duties as
| literary adviser and a director of the
Methuen firm.

When in 1924 he succeeded to. the
chairmanship on the death of Sirf
| Algernon Methuen, he went on writing |
with only slightly diminished vigour. He
produced “The Colvins and their
iFriends » in 1928 at the express wish cf
| his friend, the late Sir Sidney Colvin,
| and in steady succession came books of
essays

In 1932 he wrote a highly entertaining
| volume of reminiscences, *“Reading,
Writing and Remembering,” and among
many other books he produced after |
much labour the first complete edition of
the letters of Charles and Mary Lamb,
which added considerably to the fame
he had already gained as a Lamb
authority. |

Mr. Lucas leaves a wife and one|
daughter, Mrs. Audrey Scott, who is|
married to Mr. Harold Scott, the actor|
and producer. Mrs. Scott is a playwright
and an authority on the cinema. he
has just written a novel, “Old Motley,”
which is shortly to be published. )




A Modern Lamb

V. LUCAS’S death will be

‘¢  regretted throughout the
English-reading world because he
was the master of a literary form
in which few writers excel. There
are SO0 many good English
novelists that it can truly be said
about many of them * They
never would be missed.” There
are, however, not so many great
English essayists that E. V. Lucas
can be easily spared.

Like Lamb, whom he so ably
edited, he possessed a dry and
delicate humour ; and his place
in English letters is assured along
with Lamb.

His writings told of his wander-
ings in many cities. What a pity
that on this final adventure he

cannot take his pen with him to
sketch the by-ways of the New
Jerusalem !




MEMORIES OF OLD CRICKETERS

EV.’s LAST BOOK

“ A Hundred Years of Trent Bridge.”

Edited by E. V. Lucas. With a Coloured

Frontispiece by Sir William Nicholson and twenty-eight other Ilustrations. (Privately

printed for Sir Julien Cahn, Bart.)

BY A. R. V. BARKER

Barely a week ago an American
guest of mine told me that he had just
come across the writing of an English-
man which delighted him above every-
thing he had previously met. I was
surprised to find the writer was E. V.
Lucas, not because of his enjoyment,
but because he had not met him before.
I envied him the feast that he was
promising himself, for he had read but
little. Surely I did not think that to-
day I should be reading what must be
the last work of that brilliant pen.
Although this little book he has edited,
and to which he has contributed his own
writing and his own enjoyment of life
and cricket, is only privately printed,
and therefore limited in its circulation,
one could wish for no better place to

say farewell.

***

Tt is hard to quarrel or to remember
bitterness when the sound of ball on
bat is in our ears. Memories of old
| cricketers revived in this little book

are of their pleasant idiosyncrasies or
of their great and happy feats, and, if
we can chuckle over the habits of Old
Clarke, so, too, must E. V. have
chuckled when he wrote of him: “ His

eating habits were also idiosyncratic—
or so I hope. When playing, he had for
lunch only a bottle of soda-water
and a cigar, but in the evening he ate
a whole goose.” What a hullabaloo
such a diet would cause to-day in those
strange columns which thrive on
creating trouble out of the very dusti
on ‘the ground amd whose writers |
have often, it womld seem, acquired
their knowledge of the game from a
faulty correspondence course! |
-}{‘_X_*

Soda-water and/or goose Old Clarke
knew his stuff and, though ever to be|
remembered for his bowling, he had a
shrewd word to say about batting:
“ Lay your bat on top of the ball, and
don’t pull your bat from the ground up
toit. That is not cricket. The bat was
made to play the ball.” What would
he or Alfred Shaw have had fto
say but a few days back—for surely |
their spirits must have been there won-
dering at the triumph of the bat over

the ball? One can imagine the snorts
of him who once said: “If I were to
think every ball the other side
wouldn’t make a run.” Or the con-
tempt with which that master of length
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MR. E. V. LUCAS

ESSAYIST AND MAN OF
LETTERS

Mr. E. V. Lucas, essayist, man of
letters, and ultimately a publisher, died in
a London nursing home yesterday at the
| age of 70. Edward Verrall Lucas came of
Sussex Quaker stock, quiet, if not drab,
| personalities, as he said himself, who
either banked or brewed. Perhaps
he was proudest of his relationship
to Lord Lister, the .great surgeon;
but it was from A. W. Verrall, the
classical scholar, and from Jeremiah
Whiffen, the translator of Tasso, that
Lucas inherited his love of literature and
his devotion and triumphant patience.

Lucas, who was educated at private
schools, had the bright and elusive type
of mind that does not flourish under
a schoolmaster. In his reminiscences,
“ Reading, Writing, and Remembering,”
he spoke with regret of having left school
at 16 to be apprenticed to a Brighton
bookseller. This, however, was a most |
fortunate circumstance, for that book-
shop had a circulating library with a
enormous stock of books no longer in|
circulation, many of them dating from|
the eighteenth century, and there he laid

the foundation of his extraordinarily wide
and profound knowledge of things out of
the way in literature.

rving his app;enmmup for two

Jﬂmed the staff Sussex

e R by Mr. Harry

5 h in his work; he

loved Brighton as it was in those days, and
he would probably have remained there ha
not one of his uncles * acquired a concern,

as the Quakers say, for his nephew’s future.

This uncle gave Lucas £200 in order that he
might go to London and attend lectures a
vn-suv C OHLgC as Im\g as the money lasted.

o London 92, and from the

ted 1dm|rcr of W. P. Ker,

Luc
BrsETe s e
Professor of anllsh literature at Universiy
College. 3

the remarkable list of
s, in addition to Ker, persons like the
Colyins and Sir Walter Raleigh. It is easy to
understand how they were attracted by a
young man so madest yet so witty, so unassum-
ing yet so serenely self-confident.  Editors
such as Harry Cust, of xhc Pall Mall Gazette, |
and Algernon Locker, the Globe, thought |
well of him, and in 1893 he joined the staff of |
lhc ]AHCI paper. Among his earlies
s a little book of verse, c:

E Spms AL R X thioee
name. About this time also he YCLEIVCd h
first commission for a book from
of Friends.
Bernard Barton, the Quaker poct e
of Cha Ics Lamb. It led a few years later to a

on from Reginald Smith, of Smith,
Lo edit some newly discovered
mb to the Lloyd famil Then came
ation from Methuen and Co. to write a

of Lamb, 1nd to bring out a new

w

comm
Elder,

s be best remembered as
the greatest but his work
was as manifold in_kind as it was gr
quantity. His insatiable interest in all kinds
of life and his never dulled power of enjoy-
ment poured out of him weekly, almost da

ide reading and
definite msu:w made him a master of the |
anthology. His travel books mmhmc the
keenness nf the explorer with the learning of
the historian. With or without Mr. C. L.
raves he produced a series of brilliant little
satires, beginnii in 1903 with Wisdom
While You Wait,” a mock at the advertising
adopted to sell the ** Encyclopaedia
i and culmi in ** Quoth the
in which the bitter exposure of shams |
and pretences of War and post-War, is a on-
trast o the mellow, genial tone that pervades
his work as a rul 1 09 Lucas brought
out “ Anne’s Terrible Good Nature ” and
other stories for children, and ‘“ Over Bemer-
ton’ till the most popuhr of all his novels.
Two years later Lucas published * Mr,
Ingleside,” but when * London Lavender ” |
appeared in 1912 it was clear that
had covered new medium for
exquisite ful genius. It is not one
story, but a dozen slorlc\ and in them appear
old friends from * Over Bemerton’s ” and
“Mr. Ingleside. Landmarks ” (1914) is
not a novel, nor is it an autobiography. Yet
there are touches in it that suggest a real life ;
we fez! that it was not the hero, Rudd Sergison.
V. himself who was taken to the great
cricket match and had the glory of a conversa-
tion with Mr. A. N. Hornby." But the book
has neither the beauty nor the wise sympathy
of ““ Rose and Ros:
women, an
And warm heart,
“ Rose a

with the two adorable
ville with his calm brain
There is a beautiful quality

s it perhaps |

3 and more to be
ady mcmlnned or

Ad \\’mdf\ . and
SN rcna in lhc Mis u ext became
a playwright, and The King's Visit was played
at the Palace Theatre in 1912, and some years
later The Same Star was produced by the
Leeds Art Theatre. He entered on a new
phase, and proved most successful in it, when,
after having been long conn ucd with the firm
of Mclhucn he bc«.amg i ‘man.

Lucas was an cn(]\uem:t for cricket,
compiled a record of early
Hambledon Me: He w of Sil r
James Barrie's team, the AII.)thbam (God

, with J. C. Snaith, Will Mgrcdllh

George Mclcdn!M son, Con‘m Doy
La Thangue, and E. A. bey, and
ship with A. E. W. Mason began at a ¢
maich. He was a member of many clubs, .md
| Max Beerbohm once drew him in character
| 2s a member of the Athenacum, discussing

d llmn th se. als

was a mem

theology with a Bishop, at the Garrick Club
with single eyeglass and Sir Squire Bancroft,
at Brooks's as the personification of prosperity
\\uh cigar and protuberant shirt front, at the
Arts Club in soft collar and flowing tie, and at
xhe Nanonal Sporting Club as the very moral
< fancy-loving gent ”* in company with a
batEid At resplendent champion. ~ And
more clubs would have to be added to bring
the pictures up to date. But there was xruih
in this kindly and amusing satire, for E.
found something in all men with which l\:
could sympalhlze some common meeting
place for every human soul. Of the man him-
sclf it can be said that all the charm, the toler-
ance, the generous warmth and sympathy to
found in his writings were in Lucas’s own
heart. Bitterness of tongue was not unknown
in him; and his taste in friends was as definite
as his taste in pictures, books, or wine. But
he could love better thanhe could hate, and
his staunch, wise, laughing spirit will be surely
i d

wa of Oxford; hon.
LLD ol St. Andrews: and in 1932 he was
made a Companion of Honour. _Since 1928
he had been a member of the Royal Com-
mission on Historical Monuments, and -from
1933 a member of the Crown Lands Advisory
He

hon. D.Litt.

Committee.
daughter.

was married and had a
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| E. V. LUCAS !
Memories of His{
Schooldays }

Sin—After reading the tributes to ;
'E. V. Lucas by Max Beerbohm and |
others, T took from a bookshelf a little| ¢
“Birthday Book” of the kind beloved |
of schunlbays half a century ago, and|
there in an unformed schoolboy hand |
under date June 12, 1808, is the signa-
ture * Ted Luc

Picture aIter pl(‘tu.re of his earlier and
later days at the Friends Public School|
at Saffron Walden rose before me. A
round bullet head, jauntily poised on a
slender neck, that had a trick of turning|
from side to side with the quick move-
ments of a bird. A figure almost
feminine in its slender, graceful out-
line quite in keeping with the limbs
whose suppleness masked an  unex-
pected strength. Brown hair, a ‘com-|J
plexion full of colour and small, almost
dainty features, an —expression Of
|humorous disdain for us youngsters (L
was four years his junior)—stich was |
the “ Ted ” Lucas of fifty-four years ago.

Even then his literary bent had begun ||
to show its direction., I wonder: if the|
paper that he read on “Charles and
Mary Lamb? in our literary and debat-J
ing society is still EY(ant “To compare
lit with his later writing on the same
| subject would be ey
| Ihave spoken of his physua\ strength, |]
|unlooked for in one of his delicacy in|]
|feature and figure. Together with/ |
| Howard Brooks, son of Edmund Wright
Brooks, of Grays, Es: hé set up a first
wicket record of over 200 that has never
I Bacn beatan at Saifeon Waldén—1 think
it was against the Grammar School.
These, and many other recullechons, are

| evoked by that signature “Ted Lucas.”

FLINTON HARRIS.

Northampton.

R Cricket Prowess

Sir,—It may be of interest to recall|
at

both Quaker schools. 1 have before me
a copy of “The Natural Histor
i1l Jomna!
e Quaker pubhc schools.
c: Octob 15, 1884. The Saffron Walden
cricket averages are given and include|
these interesting item

Highest

Innings out Runs score Avge.
H. Brooks ..
E. V. Lucas..

M.
E. V. Lucas.. 94 28 188 3
of E. V. L. was second in batting and\

first in bowling.
Worthing. H. C. HUNT.

A Lm-er of Lamb |
r,—It is only natural that those who
it,{irote of M. Tucas in your last issue
on|should, fresh from their loss, dwell ex-
clusively on such of his writings as
Eht|cxpressed most intimately his rare and
of | unusually engaging personality. For
their tributes all admirers of his genius| |
must be grateful. But I miss, in the
accopnts I have read, any adequatel |
recognition of the importance of his |
work in connection with Charles Lamb. | {

Yet surely that work.is, of -all that

.1/ he undertook, most likely to be perma-|
! nent.

When, with Sir James Barrie, he under-
took to organise, in 1918, the Books and
Manuscripts depariment of the last Red

| | Cross $ale at Christic's I was privileged
{10 ‘act” a: I sécretary. Among the’
|treasures sent to' us was a sheaf of |9
|Lamb’s letters, i
|were new fo Mr. Luca:
me, “ as a personal kindne: 3
to copy them for him. This, neediess o/}
say, was a labour of love.
1'imagine that between that date and
the publication of his edition of the
collected Letters they were constantl
despite a hundred avocations, in E
mind. In the completion of his task e
ransacked the libraries of England and | |
Amerlca, and must have spent years
| the elucidation of his maty
55 Easian i Tahen it i
more sympathetic hands?
| The three volumes of Lamb's letter,

n
cap(lm|< critic could demand. Open any
one of them \\hmg you will, and you
will find yours admitted to intimac;
with two nnqcr m|nd< Here, T submi
|and in the “ Life,” E. V. Lucas built h
lown best memorial, monumentum aere
| perennius.

‘arnham. H. C. MINCHIN.

\His Magical Pen
Sir,—The passing of F V. Lucas will
bring a sense of alm: sonal 10ss to
{readers and friends R
—the news coming sadly oves
who had that afternoo:
vandering with him in imagina-|
tion beside the baniks of Dov
The mantle of Elia; dbscended on
E.V.L,, became a rich and embroidered
robe worn with the grace and assurance
of a connoisseur of life, an aris
letters.  Others will more
authoritatively appraise his
record his achievements, recognise h
worth—but he must not pass without
the meed of some spontaneous tear from
those who_have ‘loved his literary
' |musings and the man they enshrined.
R. E. COTTERILL-WOODS.
Chichester.

|
| Beautiful Green

|’ Sir~—May I as did Mr. Desmond
MacCarthy_in_his informed apprecia-
tion of Mr. E. V. Lucas last Sunday, draw
on my memory for a choice example of
|the latfer's easy and . accomplished

| prose?

T cannot recollect the title of the article
in which they appeared in your columns,
but the ~following sentences = have
|remained in-niy meniory as among th(
most beautiful from h

t are the most beautiful sha i(i(\ of
AlL T suppose. There is the
green of the shallow sea over patch

leave the coast near Le

Touquet. sparkling

lucent ureen, as different as can be from

tne green of malacaite, which is sullen

and opaque  There is the green of the

young beech leaves, 5o tender  and
, and the green of old ivy

railings and shutter:

green of olives among the rocks
opague :reeu of weed. 'There s the i
shim: ng green of the alder and the

B nd satisfying green of an old

. There is the silver gréen

5 the ahite beam Sk Awine: wid Thel ]
sinister green of a cypress guarding the| &
tombs. There is the wistful green vl"l
a Coror and the inflexible green of a
Cézanne.
Sideup F.R.L.




Edward Verrall Lucas
Publisher and Author

It was with great regret that we heard
of the death on June 26, at the age of 70,
in a London nursing home, of that out-
standing personality, Mr. E. V. Lucas,
famous man of letters, author, and
chairman of the publishing house of
Methuen & Co., Ltd.

Mr. Lucas has written about 100 books
in all, including over thirty books of
essays. The first of these was * Fireside
and Sunshine,”” published in 1906, which
deals chiefly with domesticities. Among
other volumes one may quote: ‘ Saun-
terer’'s Rewards,’”” * English Leaves,”
‘“French Leaves,’ ‘Lemon Verbena,’’
 Visibility Good,” “ Traveller’s Luck,”
“A Rover I Would Be,” ‘ Loiterer’s
Harvest,”” and the most recently published
$CAIl of a Piece’’ land 1 As the Bee
Sucks.” ‘‘ Adventures and Misgivings,”’
now in the Press, will appear this autumn.

Mr. Lucas has written of places from
Japan to Pimlico and on to New York ;
of dogs and cats and birds and fish
(““ If Dogs Could Write,” ‘‘ No-Nose at
the Show,” ‘“ The More I See of Men,”’
v AN dig Suchi SmalliitDeer ) tiiof
pugilists and pictures and apples; of
“ Encounters and Diversions ”’ in all
quarters of the globe ; and last, but not
least, of Charles LLamb (““ At the Shrine
of i St. + Charles * “land ¥ The \Best' of
Lamb ). In fact, it is impossible to
mention ** E. V. L.” without remembering
that he was the greatest living authority
on Charles Lamb, and that not long ago
he completed the gigantic task of editing,
in three large wvolumes, the complete
“ Letters of Charles and Mary Lamb.”
One also remembers gratefully the won-
derful series of ‘‘ Wanderer '’ volumes :
A Wanderer in Florence-Rome-Venice-
Holland-Among the Pictures-and London.
In this connection, ‘‘ London Afresh ’’
is written in such a way that it will
constitute a permanent guide to London.

Occasionally Mr. Lucas has been
induced to write about himself—‘‘ Read-
ing, Writing and Remembering ' and
““The Old Contemporaries.” But per-
haps he really preferred. to'write about
other people—sometimes imaginary, as
in his novels—'‘ Mr. Ingleside,” ‘‘ Over
Bemerton’s,”” “ Genevra’s Money '’ and
* Rose and Rose,”’ to quote only a few.

The Tumes, m its issue of June 27, had
a very fine biographical tribute to Mr.

MR. E. V. LUCAS

Lucas,; ' and said, inter alia —° Lucas;
who .was educated at private schools,
had the bright and elusive type of mind
that does not flourish under a school-
master. In his reminiscences, ‘ Reading,
Writing and Remembering,” he spoke
with regret of having left school at 16
to be apprenticed to a Brighton book-
seller. This, however, was a most fortu-
nate circumstance, for that bookshop had
a circulating library with an enormous
stock of books no longer in circulation,
many of them dating from the eighteenth
century, and there he laid the foundation
of his extraordinarily wide and profound
knowledge of things out of the way in
literature.

After serving his apprenticeship for
two, years, he joined the staff of the
Sussex Daily: News, then edited by Mr.
Harry Bone.

[Lucas came to London in 1892, and
from the first he was a devoted admirer of
W.' P. Ker, Professor of English literature
at University College. In ‘ London
Beginnings,’ a fascinating chapter in his
book of reminiscences, the remarkable

list of his friends includes, in addition

to Ker, persons like the Colvins and Sir
Walter Raleigh. It is easy to understand
how they were attracted by a young man
so modest yet so witty, so unassuming yet
so serenely self-confident. Editors such
as Harry Cust, of the Pall Mall Gazelie,
and Algernon Locker, -of  the | Globe,
thought well of him, and in 1893 he
joined the staff of the' latter paper.
Among this ecarliest publications was a
little book of verse, called ‘ Sparks from a
Flint,” which. bore no author's name.
About this time also he received his first
commission for a book from the Society
of Friends. It was to write a memoir of
Bernard' Barton, the Quaker poet and
friend of Charles Lamb. [t led a few
years later to a commission from Reginald
Smith, of Smith, Elder, to edit some
newly discovered letters from Lamb to the
Lloyd family. Then came an invitation
from Methuen & Co. to write a new life of
Llamb, and to bring out a new edition of
his works.

Lucas may perhaps be best remem-
bered as the greatest authority on Elia ;
but his work was as manifold in kind
as it was great in quantity. He was a
regular contributor to Punch, and used
to take the editorial chair when Owen
Seaman was away on holiday.

Lucas: became a playwright, and
The King's Visit was played at the
Palace Theatre in 1912, and some years
later The Same Star was produced by the
Leeds Art Theatre. He entered on a new
phase, and proved most successful in it,
when, after having been long connected
with the firm of Methuen, he became its
chairman.

Of the man
that all the

himself it can be said
charm, the' tolerance, the

generous warmth and sympathy to be [z

found in his writings were in lLucas’s own
heart. Bitterness of tongue was not
unknown in him ; and his taste in friends
was as definite as his taste in pictures,
books or wine. But he could love better
than he could hate, and his staunch,
wise, laughing spirit will be surely missed.
Lucas was hon. D.Litt. of Oxford ;
hon. LL.D. of St. Andrews; and in 1932
he was made a Companion of Honour.
Since 1928 he had been a member of the
Royal Commission on- Historical Monu-
ments, and from 1933 a member of the
Crown Lands Advisory Committee.”
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 EDWARD LUGAS, T,
BRITISH ESSAYIST

Noted Writer Was Head of the
Methuen Publishing House—
Is Dead in London

WROTE LAMB'S BIOGRAPHY

Also Known for Contributions
to Punch and Humorous
Pictures of Americans

Wireless to TER NEW YoRK TIMES.
LONDON, June 26,.—Edward Ver-
rall Lucas, essayist and head of the
publishing house of Methuen & Co.,

died here today following an opera- |

tion. His age was 70,

Coming from old Sussex Quaker

stock, he was apprenticed to a
Brighton bookseller. Later he spent
a period on a provincial newspaper
and then came to London to seek
his fortune. He gained experience
under two famous editors—Harry
Cust of The Pall Mall Gazette and
Algernon Locker of The London
Globe. Mr. Lucas then obtained
commissions from the Society of
Friends, among which were the
writing of memoirs of Bernard Bar-
ton, Quaker poet and friend of
Charles Lamb. He became a regu-
lar contributor to the magazine,
Punch, and took the editorial chair

in the absence of Owen Seaman.
Mr. Lucas was an enthusiastic
cricketer and compiled a record of
early cricket which he called ‘“The
Hambledon Men.” He was a mem-
ber of Barrie's famous team which
included J. C." Snaith, Will Mere-
dith, George Meredith’s son; Conan
H. A. La Thangue and E. A,

“A Twentieth-Century Lamb’”

Mr, Lucas was a born essayist, a
twentieth-century Lamb. He was
neither so robust as Lamb nor so

terly out of keeping with our times.

He was a sprightly writer, anec-
dotal and clever. His way of say-
ing things was often more impor-
tant that what he said. For years
his essays were widely known to

| readers of Punch and to all who
} were charmed by the enthusiasm of
his seventy-odd books. He was less
concerned with what he was writ-
ing about than the simple act of
writing.

It was Mr. Lucas’s bent for the
essay form that induced him to
write the two-volume life of Charles
| Lamb, and again it showed that he
not only wrote travel books but
biography like an essayist. The
humorist in. Mr. Lucas was always
to the fore, and in his “Wander-
ings and Diversions’” he described
Americans thus:

“Americans are people who pre-
fer the Continent to their own
country, but refuse to learn its lan-
guages. It is to Paris that, as a re-
ward, dead Americans go who were
good in life; but one can also meet
Americans who must have arrived
under false pretenses.’’

i Aided by Quaker Uncle =~

A Quaker uncle launched him on
his London career. The uncle, a
shipowner, meeting his nephew one
day on the street, said: ‘‘Edward,
I owe thee five pounds.” The
money put him ‘‘on the road’” and
in addition to what he later earned
at The Globe of London, enabled
him to study at London University.

It was there that he, the friend
of literati, formed his lasting friend-
ships with W. P. Ker, Professor
of English Literature, and A. E.
Housman, one of England’s great
poets, from whom he heard lec-
tures in Latin. When, more than
three decades later, he opened his
treasury of letters in his ‘“‘Post-Bag
Diversions” the index read like an

| abbreviated edition of an English
Who's Who. Elizabeth Asquith was
in the A’s, Barrie and Arnold Ben-
nett in the B’s, -Galsworthy and
Gosse in the G's, Hugh Walpole and
Edgar Wallace in the W’s. They,
and in addition many notable
friends, acquaintances and admir-
ers, had written to the author.

When, in 1920, Mr. Lucas wrote a
series of articles for The London
Times on Americans and America
he had much to day about them but
avoided the tactlessness of express-
ing surprise that he did not find
Americans unappreciative of litera-
ture and art in general.

In 1935 Mr. Lucas’s three vol-
umes ‘‘The Letters of Charles and
Mary Lamb’” were published here.

He was a Companion of Honor,
a member of the Crown Lands Ad-
visory Committee, an Hon. LL D.
of St. Andrews University and Hon.
D. Litt. of Oxford. His clubs were
the Beefsteak, Bucks, Garrick and

Marylebone Criclget Club.

; & 5 :
EDWARD V. LUCAS




E. V. LUCAS

BY FRANK SWINNERTON

On the surface, E. V. Lucas was a wit,
a gourmet, and one who relished good |
company. At bottom, he was a grimly.
unhappy man. In between these two
extremes he was shrewd, superbly
kind, and implacable. No man had
finer taste in letters or painting; and no
man, among friends, offered richer talk.
He listened darkly but unfrowningly,
with almost sack-like relaxation. He
gave his mind wholly, and did not hesi-
tate for an answer.

***

He spoke, hardly moving his lips, in a
deep voice that astonishingly suited and
softened the slightly bitter benignity of
his matter; and a smile, both indulgent
and ironic, hardly ever left his face. He
had an extraordinary gift for affection, as
well as an extraordinary need of it; and
he sensitively understood and protected
all the simplicities of his friends, who
gratefully adored him. No man was
richer in friendships than he.

»

This fact may *e;plain to some of}
Lucas’s readers a discrepancy between
his reputation and his visible perform-
ance. He was first of all a great friend,
punctilious in every detail of personal
relationship, and gloriously kind. At a
little distance from friendship, but be-
low it, came his work as publishers’
reader, as bookman, and as editor and
biographer of Lamb. All this, in its
variety, was of distinguished value. His
knowledge of books was very wide; he
had read in poetty and belles 1ettres,
and zestfully remembered, more than the
majority of bookworms crawl through in
a lifetime.

‘l'**

He had also an extensive acquaintance
with modern French literature, in which
he sought a wit rarely found in current
English. And although his lesser com-
mentaries upon life and travel often |
wanted force, and his novels always |
failed in shape and importance,
he did upon Lamb was excellent,
when it was allowed scope the hars
justice of his mind could produce an
overwhelming effect. There was never a
more scathing picture of life at The Pines
than Lucas’s. A single book in such a
vein would have made him immortal.

***

He did not write that book. He played
upon the surface, possibly through dread
of his own pain. No reader, therefore,
can appreciate his greatness; for his great-
ness lay in conversational criticism and
in the intimacies of friendship. There he
was supreme. He knew so much, was so
unshockable, and in his grimly tender
way was so responsive to the essential
quality of his companions, that they
rested upon his sagacity and spoke their
hearts. His continued friendship was |
thus either an immeasurable compliment
or a sign of unlimitfed merey.

-l'*’*

Well; his friends are poor men to-day.
They know that the largest heart in
literary London is still. They will never
again receive letters of which each suc-
ceeding line was shorter by an inch than
its predecessor. They will never be
summoned by E. V. to eat saddle of
mutton or drink champagne at one or
other of his many clubs. E. V. himself
will no'more extol the grandeurs of dogs
or the great game of fricket.

%%

*

He will be seen no longer at the Oval,
at Hove, or at Tunbridge Wells, where he
could judge a batsman at the end of half
a dozen overs and say whether or not he
would one day play for England. His
unprinted knowledge of life, books,
and human beings ceases to be available.
But memory will live long and with
poignance among those who familiarly
heard his thick voice ploughing through
wit and wisdom, and who treasured his
affection as @ mark of uncommon esteem.
His work was sometimes slack and trivial;
but the man himself was a Man.
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If ever there was an irreplaceable it
is E.'V. Lucas, who with characteristic
good manners has made a quiet and un-
assuming farewell to the age that he en-
riched. He would have wished no fare-
well trumpets and certainly no eloquent

tears. He would have asked—and not
in vain—that when two or three of his |
many friends met they would remembier |
him with affection and with a lightening
of the heart.

It is as difficult to convey E.V.L. to
those who did not know him in perscm




Shaw would have viewed much of the
bowling. That same Shaw who, on a
vachting trip bowled all forty people,

passengers and crew, in the course of

one hour.

***

And so we go down the list of heroes
to our own day, to Larwood and to Voce
and to those two sons of great Notting-
hamshire names, Hardstaff and Gunn,
to finish with a talk the author had but
recently with H. B. Daft, at the end
| of which he asked him: *If you had
| your time over again what would you
be?” TIf I had my time over again I
<hould be a Nottinghamshire cricketer.”

***

If E V. Lucas had been asked that
question the answer we should all have |
"liked, and most surely should have got,§
| would have been: “If I had my time
 over again I should be E. V.”
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E. V. LUCAS,

essayist, humorist, travel-
writer, expert on Charles
Lamb, died yesterday, aged
'70. Appreciation by Robert
~ Lynd on Page Seven




An Apostle of Hard Work.

The key to EDWARD BOK’S amaz-
ing career was noft genius, although
that had its important place, but
unflagging industry, coupled with
| remarkable skill in thinking things
| out in advance. -

Like many another boy before his
time and since, he had to quit school
and go to work in his early teens.
Like most of these he resolved to
get an education .outside school
hours, but, unlike most of them, he
did not let the matter rest with
| good intentions. As soon as he got
| settled down to his work as office |
boy in a telegraph office he went to
a library and looked over ‘the sub-
jects it might profit him most to
study. He hit upon biography as
the proper thing, sagely reason-
ing that the successes and failures |
of other men might afford wise
counsel for the regulation of his
own career. : :

Typical of his whole life was his’
method of acquiring shorthand. As
a youngster he had decided to be a
‘newspaper-reporter. Many excellent
reporters do not bother to learn
shorthand, but that was not Box’s
way. Deciding stenography was es- |
sential, he set out to learn it in a
night school which offered two eve-
ning classes a wéek. He had four
evenings to spare, so he found an-
other school that had classes on the
other two evenings and took both
courses. If the Hinstein theory of
relativity had been propounded in
those days and if he had deemed a
mastery of it essential to the proper
| performance of his job as reporter
it is quite likely EDWARD BoK would
have found a way to devote two or
three other evenings to the study of
higher mathematics.

No doubt thousands of other boys
with as much industry and ambi-
tion failed where he succeeded. Nu-
merous capabilities go into the mak-
ing of a character such as his.
Vision, decisiveness, observation,
pertinacity, fancy, sound coordina-
tion of body, mind and spirit, all en-
ter into the human equation. But
the foundation of it all was an al-
most illimitable capacity for hard)
and patient labor.
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E. V. LUCAS

BY FRANK SWINNERTON

On the surface, E. V. Lucas was a wit, |
a gourmet, and one who relished good i
company. At bottom, he was a grimly. |
unhappy man. In between these two
extremes he was shrewd, superbly
kind, and implacable. No man had
finer taste in letters or painting; and no
man, among friends, offered richer talk.
He listened darkly but unfrowningly,
with almost sack-like relaxation. He
gave his mind wholly, and did not hesi-
tate for an answer.

***

He spoke, hardly moving his lips, in a |
deep voice that astonishingly suited and |*
softened the slightly bitter benignity of
his matter; and a smile, both indulgent
and ironic, hardly ever left his face. He
had an extraordinary gift for affection, as

ell as an extraordinary need of it; and

e sensitively understood and protected
hll the simplicities of his friends, who
gratefully adored him. No man was
richer in friendships than he.

*® %

This fact may explain to some of

ucas’s readers a discrepancy between
his reputation and his visible perform-
ance. He was first of all a great friend,
punctilious in every detail of personal
relationship, and gloriously kind. At a|#
little distance from friendship, but be-
low it, came his work as publishers’
reader, as bookman, and as editor and
biographer of Lamb. All this, in its
variety, was of distinguished value. His
knowledge of books was very wide; he
had read in: poefyy and belles lettres,
and zestfully remembered, more than the |
majority of bookworms crawl through in
a lifetime.

***

He had also an extensive acquaintance
with modern French literature, in which
he sought a wit rarely found in current
English. And although his lesser com-
mentaries upon life and travel often
wanted force, and his novels always
failed in shape and importance, the work
he did upon Lamb was excellent, and
when it was allowed scope the harsh
justice of his mind could produce an
overwhelming effect. There was never a
more scathing picture of life at The Pines
than Lucas’s. A single book in such a
vein would have made him immortal.

***

He did not wrile that book. He played
upon the surface, possibly through dread
of his own pain. No reader, therefore,
can appreciate his greatness; for his great-
ness lay in conversational criticism and
in the intimacies of friendship. There he
was supreme. He knew so much, was so
unshockable, and in his grimly tender
way was so responsive to the essential
quality of his companions, that they
rested upon his sagacity and spoke their
hearts. His continued friendship was
thus either an immeasurable compliment
or a sign of unlimited mercy.

-l-**

Well, his friends are poor men to-day.
They know that the largest heart in
literary London is still. They will never
again receive letters of which each suc-
ceeding line was shorter by an inch than
its predecessor. They will never be
summoned by E. V. to eat saddle of
mutton or drink champagne at ione or
other of his many clubs. E. V. himself
will no more extol the grandeurs of dogs
or the great game of Sricket.

*x

He will be seen no longer at the Oval,
at Hove, or at Tunbridge Wells; where he |,
could judge a batsman at the end of half
a dozen overs and say whether or not he
would one day play for England. His
unprinted knowledge of life, books,
and human beings ceases to be available.
But memory will live long and with
poignance among those who familiarly
heard his thick voice ploughing through
wit and wisdom, and who treasured his
affection as a mark of uncommon esteem.
His work 'was sometimes slack and trivial;
but the man himself was a Man.
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Essayist Of T

E. V. LUCAS—MAN
WHO COULD NOT

GIVE UP

Mr. E. V. Lucas, the author and essayist, (lwd in London
yesterday, aged 70, as re ported on Page

‘By ROBERT LYND

T is strange that a man with E. V. Lucas’s gargantuan|°
I appetite for writing should have done his hest work

in the form of the short essay. <!

It is almost certain that it is as an essayist and as the

biographer and editor of Lamb that he will be chiefly

remembered.

Many people who knew his work only slightly were under the
impression that as an essayist he specialised in sentimentalism of
an oversweet kind. Lucas was no sugary sentimentalist, however.
Much of his wit and humour had the flavour of a fine dry wmte wine.
He looked on life with the wry smile of a man-of-the-world

bhilosopher on his lips.

He seldom gave himself away in his essays. He wrote rather as
an observet than as an autobmgrapher

He had so many inte 4

HIS PEN

painting, travel, theatres, dogs, cricket,
food and wine, and entertaining his
friends—and such an accumulation of
odd facts in his memory that his
essays remajned fresh and full ‘of
matter till the end. Few men could
set forth a collection of curious facts
With an easier and more unobtrusive
gra
HE LOVED WIT

His friends liked Lucas the man
even better than Lucas the author,
He was a mely good and amus-
ing conversationalist and Joved Wit bn

hers. His dinners for men only,
with such men as J. M. Barrie and
Anthony Hope in the company, re-
vealed him as the perfect host.

Only a man of exceptional energy
could have found time for so many
pleasures and for so much Work a6
author, editor and publisher, The
truth, is, however, Lucas scarcely re-
garded writing as work. When he
became chairman of the firm of

ng up writing. My
dotr Tlonr e g W ey give
up writing. ‘1 love writing.”

It is said that at one time it was his
ambition to be editor of “ Punch.” This
must be one of the very few ambitions
that/he failed to achieve.

WRITER WITH TEN
TALENTS

Edward Verall Lucas) CH., wa:
born of a Quaker family in Brlghtnn
in 1868.

The combination of his range of
miscellaneous knowledge and enor-
mous_literary output—he has been
described as having possessed all the
ten talents—was without parallel in
his generation.

- in ad on
the list of
pages of the Britisn  Museum
catalogue.

It was typical of him that, notwith-
standing all his other intcres
Temembered as one of his greatest
moments his election, at the age of
seven, to the Sussex County Cricket
Club.” Cricket was a lifelong passion,
and to Sussex, his native county, he
was devotedly attached,

Fortunately his parents did not
persist in their intention of making

Teeth become pearly white :

Gums Natural colour ;

There is no reason why false teeth should
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Ronald Walker, News Chronicl|
Muriel Howlett, who is to broa
going aboard the Cor|

him a nurseryman, and he went to

as | University College, London, working

there under the tutorship of W. P. Ker.
O returning fo Brighton he worked
“Sussex Daily News ” for 2
ot time, and at the ags of 23 wen
o London on the staff of the Crobay
which he served for seven vears.
wmmg he literary £ossip botlh for
that paper and for the * Academy.”
It s during thcse aurly years :m
study of the warks of
Chistty ot o mplete
cdition. of whose. letters he finatly
edited m 19 35
His ook, “The Open Road,”
was: |)\1bh<hed in 1899, and from that
time ‘onward scarcely a year passed
without at least one book from him—
novels, essays on vel, on painting, |
on books, on celehritics) on food, on
plays and verse, and books for |
children flowing from his pen. |
“PUNCH” J
The lightness of his style and its
humour attracted the av.lenuon of
“Pu he  was
i staft, u.ltu-nately be-
coming assistant, edito
is© ‘assoriation  with Messrs.
Methuen, Ltd, began early, and
1925, on’the death of Sir Alexander |
MEthuen he became chairman of the
company.
Although never well known as a
dramatist, he wrote, under the pseu-
donym of F. W. Mark, the successful
altlme production as
sual.”
CHEERS IN COMMONS
In 1928 he was made a member of
the Royal Commission for Historical
Monuments, and in 1933 a member of
the Committee to advise the Commis-
sioner of Crown Lands. The an-
nouncement in the House of Commons
of this latter appointment was loudly
cheere
He was the friend and in many |
cases the intimate of everybody of
note in the literary world of his day. |
In his early youth he had dined with |
Swinburne,

“Business

s made a Companion o
Honour in 1932,
Editorial Comment: Page Ten

GIRLS’ 130 MILES
ON HORSEBACK

Carrying a message from the Lord|
Mayor of York to_the Mayor, of]
Coventry, girls rode into
Coventry on horseback on Saturday.

aving . completed. the  130-mile
Journey m two d

They were Miss Betty Bulmer,

aged 19, daughter of 2 York Tector,
Miss Olive Megginson, 18, and Miss
Hazel Parker, 16, farmers’ daughters.

hey were returning the visit of
the three girls who rode from
Coventry to York in May.

The Birls, after. delwermg their
message. took part in the Coventry
carnival, which was attended by
100,000 people in the war memorial
park.

Hair-Raising
A snake three feet long glided into
a Luton (Beds) hairdressing saloo:

Mr. Chatles Inglis, the sroprietor,
who was shaving a customer, seize
a broom
the floor decapitated it with a pair
of scissors.

The snake, believed to be foreign,
is thought to have taken passage to
this country in a consignment of fruit
received by a Luton greengrocery firm.

RESULT OF “ PEOPLE”
CONTEST No. 5.
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An English Essayist
and Lamb Expert
Grows in Years

By Edith Christina Johnson v was almost painful in his

HE seventieth birthda, uth, uld like too |
E. V. Lucas, June twelfth,|“to have been acted.
I

will rmd him at work an‘ 0 console hims
1 hook, or more likely just|the friend a
L'ompleted the one he|Wrights,—and c
mentioned in a recent letter anle““
promised to send me when it| You feel th
was finished. I have long lost |DPers
track of the number of his|him.
works, but someone told me three difficult pers
years ago it was then close to|Das so many
one hundred.  For he'd rather | Paffling and
write than do anythin
the world, and a great many of
us hope he’ll continue to provide
us \with his essays and Eliana
for ht another d
But I don’t think E.
rientls affectionatel,
pecfally likes birthdays. e
g'f mentioned the date nf!
Wlith in Who's Who since
08. And e certainly does not
Jok the seventy years he will be
on June twelfth. But I know he
likes remembrance on such|
difficult occasions, for he’s very
human under his rather bris

ch on the

king a I
(5) E V at the B\ lington Fir
Al onservative John Bml.
bh n 2 hm"* y ufuum to b» unpm ‘h“
party in London—it's quite an 2 s g
English custom on one’s|, 5 Y bulmn hnle‘d lum
seventieth — he’ll want the E V e Natic
speeches to be clever and po: ned Fellfio; bm,\m
(he once i s
Bores)

of hi Inemla who had

seventieth two years before E. V.|

wrote me at the time, “We didn’t |strong

ask E. V. to speak, he hates|tered when
speeches, you know. We just let|you are one A
him talk. X ; can
meeting, for v 0 ot ﬂm sxrlp

ungent Talker info  {hose

And hls Lall\ #ill be meaty,
pungent, cryptic, with its sudden
turns and springs to catch the
unwa: But it's never mean or
malicious; you laugh with him mo\lth, and a subtle current
when he neatly “takes you in,” 1al unde hding will tr

chuckles most conta-|e] through the brief es

glously if you happen to be smart | of nd | i
enough fo catch him by under-|yourself talking to hlm. and|.
statement or repartee. He loves|somehow
puns and riddles and cartoon: B
that’s natural enough for one a
‘who has been for decades a mem- flatt d mpathetic
ber of the inner circle of Punch. he is, and how well 1|
Two of his best friends are Max | really know each other. Ar s
Beerbohm and A. P. Herbert. E. will seem perfectly natural ad of a Publi;
V. composes riddles of his own, 1 to drop in for frequent vi: On th,

gsuggests caricatures, thOllghuts :md find that no matter hn\\

o theliy He would | busy he ‘must be, there is aly
D g for o <
off

one hundred books
same time travel
|| world and ma

|of a large
1

Tuesday
| | London
|and  his Enqu
able him to 1 mmh e
m(u a day, From F
¢ he is deep in the hea
b

pea ekly in g
Nntrbnok in \hP Lon

Tim

| " "As he talks’ you will feel the
|quality of hi tored mind
You will ren ¢ that

‘UIP e gu

worshipped ever
gave him a
nf Elia \‘htn

ars ago h(mmr‘d hx'n
ctor of Letters degr
But you will feel too the atfen
tion of the perfect and one
of f
HLH of

E better
Lam\ And if it
have E ;1 I

Strawbe
Y ou can’t

d!\mm ting pumrnmm
hn‘\\lldmh\" too, for I can’t
I he been
!hr time before
the tribute. f




H V. LUCAS

Tributes to

The Sukpay TiMES mourns the 1

His Memory

loss of Mr. E. V. Lucas, who died on

Sunday last in a London nursing home at the age of seventy. For over

fourteen years his articles on this page under the heading o

“A

Wanderer’s Notebook ” had been one of the most popular features in

the English Press. The last appeart

ed on the morning of his death. It

was in type three weeks before, for “ E. V.’s” writing was always done
ahead of time; when he arranged early in June to be “out of the

paper ” during July he finished his

Sunpay TimEs work for the month,

and—for such was his practice—we should, but for his illness, have
received before the planned holiday began an article for the first.
Sunday in August. Alas! the Wanderer’s Notebook will not be reopened.

Mr. Lucas was a model contributor.

Though he wrote thousands of

articles, we never saw one from his pen that showed signs of haste:
there was nothing careless or slipshod; and, however good the copy, he
was never satisfied till he had revised the last proof and knew that it

exactly fitted the column.

Below we print tributes to “E. V.
Max Beerbohm,

the editor of “Punch ? Mr.
MacCarthy.

HIS LOVE OF LETTERS

AND LIFE
By E. V. KNOX

I have been asked to write what
follows, I think, because “ Punch ” loses
as much as the SuxpAY T1MEs, now that
E. V. Lucas is dead. For a long ‘time
he contributed more to “Punch” than
any other single writer: he kept up
his articles to the end, and he was

hardly ever absent from the gathering
at the Round Table that forms part of

our weekly routine.

It is not easy to exaggerate the charm
of a writer who loves. letters and

loves life, and can express his appre-
ciation of both with equal skill.
gift was “E. V.'s” most certainly, and
if the objector says: “ But surely thers
are plenty of writers who have that
talent,” I would answer: “The talent is
not always so genuine as you suppose.
and it was ‘E. V.s’ at a date when it
was (o, very much) rarer than it is to-
day.”

"It was here far more than in any real
similarity of manner or mental equip-
ment that he followed Hazlitt and Lamb.
The common essayist is often now, was
often then, in method extremely bookish
in his outlook on life. How: should it
be otherwise? It was his wont to bully
or to threaten with culture the recalci-
trant mind. _And for that reason in the
carly years of this century one can
remember—it is not foo much to say—
the thrill of a new book or a new collec-
tion of Essays from the pen of E. V.
Lucas.

* *

* %

They were hailed with delight in quiet
homes not yet surfeited with the easy
presentation in cinema and newspaper
of the lighter and more genial side o

ving, not yet surrounded (on earth e
air) by persuasive arbiters of taste and
connoisseurs of right thinking—right
thinking about modes and manners,
about travel and art and recreation. It
was possible in those days to spend one’s
leisure happily wit] /. Lucas for &
guide—and with almost no one else,
beeause, o, 0. obvigusly enjoed the
good things™ he was’ sHowing, an

o showing or the teehng
Mot hait e Werd “there o e
improyed.”

We had our stern and upright teachers,
our doctrinaires, and our elegant
aesthetes: but quite other was this
companion, never discourteous, making
no parade of his learning, and desirous
always, it seemed, of escorting us in idle
hours fo the woods and pastures where |
we were most willing to follow him. T

ever pleased him any more than scholar-
ship or pedantry; nor that high passio
moved him much: but here was a man as
ready to talk about quaint books as about
cricket, as ready to show us a Flemish
picture as to point out that the sound of
the crunching of good breakfast foast
should be like mL thunder in July.”
If this was a schoolmaster he taught us
to play truant every day.

*

T

s ETRnoiof the
ined, got to know
£ knew books and as well
O Taved i) B s bhy. | And he
was sensitive. + 1 think that struck me
most of all the fist time that I met him—
“outside * h : It: was
natural for an author {0 be
natural for a man already )
member of I don’t know how many clubs,
rsed in affairs, and appreciative of the
art of good living.

The shyness came, I think, from the |,
fact that he was always a kind of|
stranger among men who had the bless-
ing—or cu a more formal
academic education than his own. He|®
did not like this little barrier, easy|
QOUEIEREE D upert AR g e g e
sensitive he would not
have felt th
done—car
other men'

St

cism were
Rl h s L entimdie sohith
had been too offen assaile

*

With some, justice,
Bemerton's * has often been called his
best bool 1 believe it was also one of
the most popular of that long succes
of novels, *travelogues,)’ essay-collec-
about books,/and books about |
r ed to his name.
" the method is as
e author as - the
Mr. Falcor Te-
after th
S5 City

I think “Over

t Y.

s o e
tal often about boo of|
o SDUILE B et exyotad that'hie
should laugh at and be sentimental about

? And what more natural |
than that he should meet so. strange a
SR

2 |to Swinburne you ‘wrote in.

sane, fearless and vitriolic newspaper
i advertisem
comments the
foibles and abuses of the day
Falconer ” (but ever so gently)
agrees’
. Lucas had the seeing eye: he
collected Saates:
admirer of life.

This [}

ot

M. [«
di

he. was 52 great)
He would have pre-|

’s” memory from Mr: E. V. Knox,
and Mr. Desmond

A MEMORABLE
COMPANION
By MAX BEERBOHM

1 am saddened by the thought that I
shall not see my dear E. V. again.
But this sounds egoistic. Whose dear
E. V. washenot? He was loved by many
thousands of people who had never met
him, and by all the hundreds of people
who had.  Nor were these hundreds few,
for though, when first I knew him, he was
not very gregarious, he became im-
mensely so in later years. In all kinds
of company might one hope to encounter
that forensic, that judicial head; those

eyes which always rather reminded one
of an elephant’s, so solemnly and yet so

tily sagacious were they; that smile
which might with a shade of difference
have been a scowl—an amicable scowl.
In any kind of company he  told,” though
never was a man less anxious to do’so.
He was there to observe and to listen, he
was there for passive enjoyment. I
wonder if anybody ever heard him “ hold
forth”? 1 should have liked to' have

[Frim the pUing by S Kerr-Lawson
E. V. LUCAS

tha
me.
the
of words than

E. V. think, have written in
course 01 hls life a greater number
he spoke. Not that hi

tural. He merely didn’t exercise them
{so much. Perhaps it was his Quaker
| blood that inspired this choice. He was

forbears in a world less noisy than eurs.
I never heard him raise his voice in
approval or disapproval, I never saw him
lean forward to emphasise a point, I don’t
remember that he had any gestures. The
vivacity was in what he said;
tranquil, almost gloomy way in which he
expressed his fun was a part of the good
sweet. He was a wonderful, a memor-
able companion.

WRITING TO GIVE
PLEASURE
By DESMOND MacCARTHY

We who are filling “E.V.’s” column
wms Sunday—it is sadly like filling his
ave—are in d
me things in different words; and he
‘\\umd never have approved of over-
lapping.
F V. Lucas had in him the makings of
te satirist; but he had a great
‘rdwcmmo 1o inflict pain. He could have
ily been. had he chosen, the most
tel of gentle writers.
Someth
accomplished p

o (charac-|"

British  Museum
D

now 1

‘mp horizon r 1
|tafirail and. sinking below i hose
cds suggest perfectly the motion ¢
ship. Almost every page he wrote e
Bibied this. Auieh AAFO(ERess I the vise
{of common words.

it is mow many years ago, He

vhere the
always excellent

any. congenial. . When
At last the chairs Began to empty, he
beckoned me fo ‘bring my' gl d |
{and to sit beside him.
‘nont of him \\m that glare in h

Be ved o give his fr
mud and wine were

2
‘al\,\aye “remember, s
jgging his knees a little under the (db\e
“T admire your writing, but
|admive mine” I was surp
b.illd~:~0d ;md delighted.
" I proteste S

nat deseription :of  your yist
'Thc

t'lk(‘

Statesman

relief and admon
You Irish fellows
Your own essays
contain

feeling of completent
the truth of that cri

1 recogni ed

a3
g eat, thangy m would have startled | ¥
9 D

oral giffs were less great than his scnp-
|essentizlly a guietist, as had been his|j

do not think that obscurity or mysumsm\

and the |,

nger of repeating the

ed me to one of those good dinners| i
nds,

don’
thmg:, but they finish without leaving a |

Then, gazing in ng
eye:

tor

hed

o Sk, that i iobid cousiet of|and 1-haye Kent fbiin mind eince—-at |
all the beautiful, all the homelier, all the least to the point of reprinting as lltﬂu‘so

simpler mmgs

on coll but his first enthusiasm

e iton Tihtts s on paper
its) a

but the happier part of ex
Max Beerbohm has told us charm

g]
thatievery man is at heart a host or a

N csgl, and DaU g Hiselt e fhe Ixtfer
E. V. Lucas was a host.

his ease in giving us pleasant thing:
1 andhis Rospitality was unbonnded.

Since it did not he went|of my work as possible. But it also

He was most at

m |the effect of drawing my attention to one
lof his own rare merits. However casu:
short, scrappy. diseursi
. |essays or articles 'm:
air of being somehow complete.
And that brings m
of his writings.” It
the time of that

had | m

u
t be, it had an

pa

sp]

se

to the substance | Hs
quite true that at |u
nner his favourite a

themes and way of handling them were |a:

Continued at foot of next column
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(?umimm(%from preceding column

t interesting tome. But as time went
and as more books were written by
ople who wanted to give me pain, or
me gopd. or: thrust their private
vubles a}* me.. while fewer and fewer
smed t0. ber writing, to give me
asire, & began to appreciate E. V.
cas more and meore. He was.a restful
alert travelling-companion, whether
vn the by-paths of literature or his-
v or in England or on the Continent.
combany was never insistent, he
us free to share—that was all, and
hecessarily his impressions. The skill
hh which his humour or his intellect
red round an object without remind-
vou of its painful implications
hted, 1 think, to an immense sensi-
ness in himself to pain.
'hus he was cheerful without being
rty; tender without being mawkish.
- knowledge was wide, miscellaneous
i accurate. He was, so I read him,
well acquainted with pain, disappoint-
nt. shame and disgust, that he sym-
thised with our need of rest and
traction; and very modestly and skil-
[y he used his wit, his frequent high
irits., his sound commonsense and his
nsibility to provide us with that relief.
b invariably wrote out of an amiable
icensorious part of himself; not to make
good impression, but because he was
vare that the world was full enough
misery.
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 as it would be to explain the scent of a
flower to a man born without the fifth
sense. He had a quality which can only
be called a spiritual fragrance. He was
like lavender in any place that he visited.

Some, though not all, of him was given
to the world in his books. These con-
veyed the lover of verse, of good com-
pany, of the open air and of all the
curliosities of the human heart. They |
showed, too, the ubiquity of his interest |
and his acquaintance with much that was
memorable, and a great deal that was
unknown in the Arts.

But neither in novels, nor articles, nor
in anthologies was E.V.L. fully disclosed.
If you wished to find him as he was, look
|| round upon the faces of the friends that
he has bereaved. Si monumentum re-
quiris circumspice.




