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conversation I had with Hugh about this time. An offer had been made to him, through me, of an important
country living. He said that he was extraordinarily happy at Kemsing but that he was too comfortable--he
needed more discipline. He said further that he was beginning to find that he had the power of preaching, and
that it was in this direction rather than in the direction of pastoral activity that his life was going to lie. It was
rather a pettish conversation. I asked him whether he might not perhaps find the discipline he needed in doing
the pastoral work which did not interest him, rather than in developing his life on lines which he preferred. I
confess that it was rather a priggish line to take; and in any case it did not come well from me because as a
schoolmaster I think I always pursued an individualistic line, and worked hard on my own private basis of
preferences rather than on the established system of the school. But I did not understand Hugh at this date. It is
always a strain to find one whom one has always regarded as a boy, almost as a child, holding strong and
definitely matured views. I thought him self-absorbed and wilful--as indeed he was--but he was pursuing a
true instinct and finding his real life. He then received an invitation to become a mission preacher, and went to
consult Archbishop Temple about it. The Archbishop told him, bluffly and decisively, that he was far too
young, and that before he took it upon himself to preach to men and women he ought to have more experience
of their ways and hearts. But Hugh with his usual independence was not in the least daunted. He had an
interview with Dr. Gore, now Bishop of Oxford, who was then Head of the House of the Resurrection at
Mirfield, and was accepted by him as a probationer in the Community. Hugh went to ask leave of Archbishop
Maclagan, and having failed with one Primate succeeded with another. The Community of the Resurrection
was established by Bishop Gore as an Anglican house more or less on Benedictine lines. It acquired a big
house among gardens, built, I believe, by a wealthy manufacturer. It has since been altered and enlarged, but
Hugh drew an amusing set of sketches to ill. It is at Mirfield, near Bradford, in the Calder valley; the country
round full of high chimneys, and the sky much blurred with smoke, but the grounds and gardens were large,
and suited to a s. From the same pictures I gather that the house was very bare within and decidedly
unpleasing, with no atmosphere except that of a denuded Victorian domesticity. Some of the Brothers were
occupied in definitely erudite work, editing liturgical, expository, and devotional works; and for these there
was a large and learned library. The rest were engaged in evangelistic mission work with long s. The day
began early, the Hours were duly recited. There was work in the morning and after tea, with exercise in the
afternoon. For a long time Hugh worked at step-cutting in the quarry near the house, which was being made
into a garden. The members wore ca. They were called "Father" and the head of the house was "Senior" or
"Superior. As far as I remember, if a Brother had private means, he was bound to hand over his income but not
his capital, while he was a member, and the copyright of all books written during members. The Brothers were
not allowed, I think, to possess any personal property, and received clothing and small luxuries either as gifts,
or purchased them through orders from the Bursar. Our dear old family nurse, Beth, to whom Hugh was as the
apple of her eye, used to make him little presents of things that he needed--his wardrobe was always scanty
and threadbare--and would at intervals lament his state of dest. There were about fourteen Brothers. Hugh was
obviously and delightfully happy at Mirfield. I remember well how he used to describe the pleasure of
returning to it from a Mission, the silence, the simplicity of the life, the liberty underlying the order and
discipline. The tone of the house was admirably friendly and kindly, without gossip, bickering or bitterness,
and Hugh found himself among cheerful and sympathetic companions, with the almost childlike mirthfulness
which comes of a life, strict, ascetic, united, and free from worldly cares. He spent his first two years in study
mainly, and extended his probation. The whole idea of it was completely novel to Hugh, and upset him
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terribly, so that he thought he could hardly recover his balance. Neither then nor later had he the smallest
sympathy with or interest in Modernism. Finally he took the vows in ; my mother was present. He was
installed, his hand kissed by the Brethren, and he received the Communion in entire hopefulness and
happiness. I was always conscious, in those days, that Hugh radiated an atmosphere of intense rapture and
ecstasy about him: Then his work began; and he says that refreshed and reinvigorated as they were before
going on a Mission, by long, quiet, and careful preparation, they used to plunge into their work with ardent
and eager enthusiasm. The actual mission work was hard. Hugh records that once after a Mission in London
they spent four days in interviewing people and hearing confessions for eleven hours a day, with occasional
sermons interspersed. At times some of the Brothers went into residence at Westminster, in Dr. But he was
now devoting himself to Mission preaching, and perfecting his system. He never thought very highly of his
gift of exposition. I have in my possession hundreds of his skeleton notes. They consist of the main points of
his argument, written out clearly and underlined, with a certain amount of the texture indicated,
sentence-summaries, epigrammatic statements, dicta, emphatic conclusions. He attained his remarkable
facility by persistent, continuous, and patient toil; and a glance at his notebooks and fly-leaves would be the
best of lessons for anyone who was tempted to depend upon fluid and easy volubility. He used to say that,
after long practice, a sermon would fall into shape in a very few moments; and I remember his once taking
carefully written address of my own, summarising and denuding it, and presenting me with a little skeleton of
its essence, which he implored me to use; though I had not the courage to do so. He said, too, that he believed
that he could teach anyone of ordinary brain-power and choice of language to preach extempore on these lines
in six months, if only he would rigidly follow his method. His arguments, in the course of his sermons, did not
always seem to me very cogent; but his application of them was always most clear and effective. You always
knew exactly what he was driving at, and what point he had reached; if it was not good logic, it was extremely
effective logic, and you seemed to run hand in hand with him. I remember a quite admirable sermon he
preached at Eton at this date--it was most simple and moving. But at the same time the effect largely depended
upon a grace of which he was unconscious--quaint, naive, and beautiful phrasing, a fine poetical imagination,
tiny word-pictures, and a youthful and impetuous charm. His gestures at that time were free and
unconstrained, his voice resonant, appealing, and clear. He used to tell innumerable stories of his sermon
adventures. There was a story of a Harvest Festival sermon near Kemsing, in the days when he used a ma. The
service proceeded with a shocking rapidity, and when he got to the pulpit, spread out his envelopes, and
addressed himself to the consideration of the blessings of the Harvest, he found on drawing to an end that he
had only consumed about four minutes. He went through the whole again, slightly varying the phraseology,
and yet again repeated the performance; only to find, on putting on his coat, that the ma. He used to say that
the most nervous experience in the world was to go into a street or market-place of a town where he was to
hold a Mission with open-air sermons, and there, without accompaniment, and with such scanty adherents as
he could muster, strike up a hymn. By-standers would shrug their shoulders and go away smiling. Windows
would be opened, figures would lean out, and presently withdraw again, slamming the cas. Hugh was always
extremely nervous before a sermon. He told me that when he was about to preach, he did not generally go in
for the service, but remained in the vestry until the sermon; and that he would lie on a sofa or sit in a chair, in
agonies of nervousness, with actual attacks of nausea, and even sickness at times, until he was summoned,
feeling that he could not possibly get through. This left him after speaking a few words: But I can recall very
distinctly the period during which he was making up his mind. He left Mirfield in the early summer of , so that
when I came home for the summer holidays, he was living there. His absorption in the work was
extraordinary. He was reading historical books and any books bearing on the history of the period, taking
notes, transcribing. I have before me a large folio sheet of paper on which he has written very minutely
hundreds of picturesque words and phrases of the time, to be worked into the book. He certainly soaked
himself in the atmosphere of the time, and I imagine that the details are correct, though as he had never studied
history scientifically, I expect he is right in saying that the mental atmosphere which he represented as existing
in Elizabethan times was really characteristic of a later date. He said of the book: He speaks of himself as
undergoing an experience of great unhappiness and unrest. Undoubtedly leaving the Mirfield Community was
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a painful severance. He valued a friendly and sympathetic atmosphere very much, and he was going to migrate
from it into an unknown society, leaving his friends behind, with a possibility of suspicion, coldness, and
misunderstanding. But I doubt if these considerations weighed very much with Hugh. He had always rather
effaced himself in the presence of our ecclesiastical visitors, and had avoided the constraint of their dignity.
Indeed, up to this time he had not much gone in search of personal relations. But the ignorance of the world he
was about to enter upon was a more serious factor in his outlook. He knew that he would have to enter
submissively and humbly an entirely strange domain, that he would have to join a chilly and even suspicious
circle--for I suppose a convert to any new faith is apt to be regarded, until he is fully known, as possibly weak,
indeterminate, and fluctuating, and to be treated with compa. With every desire to be sympathetic, people in
conscious possession of security and certainty are naturally inclined to regard a claimant as bent on acquisition
rather than as a hero eager for self-sacrifice. To me, indeed, he appeared in the light of one intent on a great
adventure, with all the rapture of confidence and excitement about him. As my mother said, he went to the
shelter of his new belief as a lover might run to the arms of his beloved. Like the soldier in the old song, he did
not linger, but "gave the bridle-reins a shake. He looked very well, he was extremely active in mind and in
body. I find the following extract from my diary of August: Hugh is in very good cheerful spirits, steering in a
high wind straight to Rome, writing a historical novel, full of life and jests and laughter and cheerfulness; not
creeping in, under the shadow of a wall, sobbing as the old cords break; but excited, eager, jubilant, enjoying.
He would not as a rule join in games or walks--he went out for a short, rapid walk by himself, a little measured
round, and flew back to his work. He generally, I should think, worked about eight hours a day at this time. In
the evening he would play a game of cards after dinner, and would sit talking in the smoking-room, rapidly
consuming cigarettes and flicking the ash off with his forefinger. He was also, I remember, very
argumentative. He said once of himself that he was perpetually quarrelling with his best friends.
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Memoirs Of A Brother - Chapter But I can recall very distinctly the period during which he was making up
his mind. He left Mirfield in the early summer of , so that when I came home for the summer holidays, he was
living there. His absorption in the work was extraordinary. He was reading historical books and any books
bearing on the history of the period, taking notes, transcribing. I have before me a large folio sheet of paper on
which he has written very minutely hundreds of picturesque words and phrases of the time, to be worked into
the book. He certainly soaked himself in the atmosphere of the time, and I imagine that the details are correct,
though as he had never studied history scientifically, I expect he is right in saying that the mental atmosphere
which he represented as existing in Elizabethan times was really characteristic of a later date. He said of the
book: He speaks of himself as undergoing an experience of great unhappiness and unrest. Undoubtedly
leaving the Mirfield Community was a painful severance. He valued a friendly and sympathetic atmosphere
very much, and he was going to migrate from it into an unknown society, leaving his friends behind, with a
possibility of suspicion, coldness, and misunderstanding. But I doubt if these considerations weighed very
much with Hugh. He had always rather effaced himself in the presence of our ecclesiastical visitors, and had
avoided the constraint of their dignity. Indeed, up to this time he had not much gone in search of personal
relationships at all except with equals and contemporaries. But the ignorance of the world he was about to
enter upon was a more serious factor in his outlook. He knew that he would have to enter submissively and
humbly an entirely strange domain, that he would have to join a chilly and even suspicious circle--for I
suppose a convert to any new faith is apt to be regarded, until he is fully known, as possibly weak,
indeterminate, and fluctuating, and to be treated with compassion rather than admiration. With every desire to
be sympathetic, people in conscious possession of security and certainty are naturally inclined to regard a
claimant as bent on acquisition rather than as a hero eager for self-sacrifice. To me, indeed, he appeared in the
light of one intent on a great adventure, with all the rapture of confidence and excitement about him. As my
mother said, he went to the shelter of his new belief as a lover might run to the arms of his beloved. Like the
soldier in the old song, he did not linger, but "gave the bridle-reins a shake. He looked very well, he was
extremely active in mind and in body. I find the following extract from my diary of August: Hugh is in very
good cheerful spirits, steering in a high wind straight to Rome, writing a historical novel, full of life and jests
and laughter and cheerfulness; not creeping in, under the shadow of a wall, sobbing as the old cords break; but
excited, eager, jubilant, enjoying. He would not as a rule join in games or walks--he went out for a short, rapid
walk by himself, a little measured round, and flew back to his work. He generally, I should think, worked
about eight hours a day at this time. In the evening he would play a game of cards after dinner, and would sit
talking in the smoking-room, rapidly consuming cigarettes and flicking the ash off with his forefinger. He was
also, I remember, very argumentative. He said once of himself that he was perpetually quarrelling with his
best friends. He was a most experienced coat-trailer! My mother, my sister, my brother, Miss Lucy Tait who
lives with us, and myself would find ourselves engaged in heated arguments, the disputants breathing quickly,
muttering unheeded phrases, seeking in vain for a loophole or a pause. It generally ended by Hugh saying with
mournful pathos that he could not understand why everyone set on him--that he never argued in any other
circle, and he could only entreat to be let alone. It is true that we were accustomed to argue questions of every
kind with tenacity and even with invective. But the fact that these particular arguments always dealt with the
inconsistencies and difficulties of ecclesiastical institutions revealed their origin. The fact was that at this time
Hugh was accustomed to assert with much emphasis some extremely provocative and controversial position.
He was markedly scornful of Anglican faults and mannerisms, and behaved both then and later as if no
Anglicans could have any real and vital belief in their principles, but must be secretly ashamed of them. Yet he
was acutely sensitive himself, and resented similar comments; he used to remind me of the priest who said to
Stevenson "Your sect--for it would be doing it too much honour to call it a religion," and was then pained to
be thought discourteous or inconsiderate. Discourteous, indeed, Hugh was not. I have known few people who
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could argue so fiercely without personal innuendo. But, on the other hand, he was both triumphant and
sarcastic. There was an occasion at a later date when he advanced some highly contestable points as
assumptions, and my aunt, Mrs. Henry Sidgwick, in an agony of rationality, said to him, "But these things are
surely matters of argument, Hugh? He reiterates his consciousness of his own stupidity in an irritating way.
The point was this. He was very impatient if one joined issue at any point, and said that he was interrupted. It
was, of course, a matter which it was impossible to bring to the test; but he would not even admit that
catechumens who were just about to be baptized could share the same expression as those who actually had
been baptized. This was a good instance of his provocative style. But it was always done like a game. At the
same time he was wholly placable. No one could so banish and obliterate from his mind the impression of the
harshest and fiercest arguments. The effervescence of his mind subsided as quickly as it arose. And my whole
recollection of the period is that he was in a state of great mental and spiritual excitement, and that he was
experiencing to the full the joys of combat and action. While the interest of composition lasted, he remained at
home, but the book was soon done. He was still using the oratory in the house for celebrations, and I believe
that he occasionally helped in the services of the parish church. The last time I actually heard him preach was
at the previous Christmas, when the sermon seemed to me both tired and hard, as of one whose emotions were
strained by an interior strife. Among his diversions at this time he painted, on the casement windows of the
oratory, some figures of saints in water-colour. The designs were quaint, but in execution they were the least
successful things he ever did; while the medium he employed was more apt to exclude light than to tinge it.
These strange figures became known in the village as "Mrs. What use my mother was supposed to make of
them, or why she piled her dolls, tier above tier, in an upper window was never explained. Hugh was very
indignant when their artistic merit was called in question, but later on he silently effaced them. Roddy was a
great truant, and went away sometimes for days and even weeks. Hugh had a great affection for Roddy, and
showed it, when he came to Tremans, by keeping Roddy constantly at his heels, having him to sleep in his
room, and never allowing him out of his sight. For the first day or two Roddy enjoyed these attentions, but
gradually, as the visit lasted, became more and more restive, and was for ever trying to give Hugh the slip;
moreover, as soon as Hugh went away, Roddy always disappeared for a few days to recover his sense of
independence and liberty. I can see Hugh now walking about in his cassock, with Roddy at his heels; then they
would join a circle on the lawn, and Roddy would attach himself to some other member of the family for a
little, but was always sternly whistled away by Hugh, when he went back to his room. It makes me miserable
to think of his getting into the woods and being shot. Hugh never wasted any time in vain regrets or unavailing
pathos. He did this solely out of deference to her wishes, but not, I think, with any hope that his purpose would
be changed. No doubt it was difficult for one of immense patristic and theological learning, who was well
versed in the historical aspect of the affair as well as profoundly conscious of the reality of his own episcopal
commission, to enter the lists with a son of his old friend. But neither sympathy nor harshness could have
affected Hugh at this time, any more than advice to return could alter the position of a man who had taken a
leap and was actually flying through the air. Hugh then went off on a long bicycle tour by himself, dressed as a
layman. He spent a night or two at Chichester, where he received the Communion in the cathedral; but he was
in an unhappy frame of mind, probably made more acute by solitude. If you like this book please share to your
friends: My brother said honestly, "Not so far as I can see. In September he was received into the Church of
Rome. What was it which had caused the change? Memoirs Of A Brother - Chapter 9. He describes some of
the little experiences which turned his mind in this direction. He became aware of the isolation and what he
calls the "provincialism" of the Anglican Church. He saw many kinds of churches and varieties of worship. He
went on through the Holy Land, and at Jerusalem celebrated the Communion in the Chapel of Abraham; at
Damascus he heard with a sort of horror.
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17, [eBook ] Language: English Character set encoding: His arrival upon any scene was never in the smallest
degree uproarious, and still less was it in the least mild or serene; yet he came into a settled circle like a freshet
of tumbling water into a still pool! I knew all along that I could not attempt any account of what may be called
his public life, which all happened since he became a Roman Catholic. He passed through many circlesâ€”in
England, in Rome, in Americaâ€”of which I knew nothing. I never heard him make a public speech, and I only
once heard him preach since he ceased to be an Anglican. This was not because I thought he would convert
me, nor because I shrank from hearing him preach a doctrine to which I did not adhere, nor for any sectarian
reason. Indeed, I regret not having heard him preach and speak oftener; it would have interested me, and it
would have been kinder and more brotherly; but one is apt not to do the things which one thinks one can
always do, and the fact that I did not hear him was due to a mixture of shyness and laziness, which I now
regret in vain. But I think that his life as a Roman Catholic ought to be written fully and carefully, because
there were many people who trusted and admired and loved him as a priest who would wish to have some
record of his days. He left me, by a will, which we are carrying out, though it was not duly executed, all his
letters, papers, and manuscripts, and we have arranged to have an official biography of him written, and have
placed all his papers in the hands of a Catholic biographer, Father C. Since Hugh died I have read a good
many notices of him, which have appeared mostly in Roman Catholic organs. These were, as a rule, written by
people who had only known him as a Catholic, and gave an obviously incomplete view of his character and
temperament. It could not well have been otherwise, but the result was that only one side of a very varied and
full life was presented. He was depicted in a particular office and in a specific mood. This was certainly his
most real and eager mood, and deserves to be emphasized. But he had other moods and other sides, and his life
before he became a Catholic had a charm and vigour of its own. Moreover, his family affection was very
strong; when he became a Catholic, we all of us felt, including himself, that there might be a certain
separation, not of affection, but of occupations and interests; and he himself took very great care to avoid this,
with the happy result that we saw him, I truly believe, more often and more intimately than ever before.
Indeed, my own close companionship with him really began when he came first as a Roman Catholic to
Cambridge. And so I have thought it well to draw in broad strokes and simple outlines a picture of his
personality as we, his family, knew and loved it. It is only a study , so to speak, and is written very informally
and directly. Formal biographies, as I know from experience, must emphasise a different aspect. It would be
impossible, I believe, to make a presentment of Hugh which could be either dull or conventional. But, on the
other hand, his life as a priest, a writer, a teacher, a controversialist, was to a certain extent governed and
conditioned by circumstances; and I can see, from many accounts of him, that the more intimate and
unrestrained side of him can only be partially discerned by those who knew him merely in an official capacity.
That, then, is the history of this brief Memoir. It is just an attempt to show Hugh as he showed himself, freely
and unaffectedly, to his own circle; and I am sure that this deserves to be told, for the one characteristic which
emerges whenever I think of him is that of a beautiful charm, not without a touch of wilfulness and even
petulance about it, which gave him a childlike freshness, a sparkling zest, that aerated and enlivened all that he
did or said. It was a charm which made itself instantly felt, and yet it could be hardly imitated or adopted,
because it was so entirely unconscious and unaffected. He enjoyed enacting his part, and he was as
instinctively and whole-heartedly a priest as another man is a soldier or a lawyer. But his function did not
wholly occupy and dominate his life; and, true priest though he was, the force and energy of his priesthood
came at least in part from the fact that he was entirely and delightfully human, and I deeply desire that this
should not be overlooked or forgotten. As Steerer of the St. Valiant-for-Truth , Thou hast worthily behaved
thyself. Let me see thy Sword. So he shewed it him. When he had taken it in his hand, and looked thereon a
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while, he said, Ha, it is a right Jerusalem Blade! What a wintry landscape! The road soaked with rain, the
grasses heavy with it, hardly a human being to be [Pg 2] seen. I came at last to a village straggling along each
side of the road; to the right, a fantastic-looking white villa, with many bow-windows, and an orchard behind
it. Then on the left, a great row of beeches on the edge of a pasture; and then, over the barns and ricks of a
farm, rose the clustered chimneys of an old house; and soon we drew up at a big iron gate between tall
red-brick gateposts; beyond it a paling, with a row of high lime trees bordering a garden lawn, and on beyond
that the irregular village street. From the gate a little flagged pathway leads up to the front of a long, low
house, of mellow brick, with a solid cornice and parapet, over which the tiled roof is visible: To the left of the
iron gate are two other tall gateposts, with a road leading up to the side of the house, and a yard with a row of
stables behind. Let me describe the garden first. All along the front and south side of the house [Pg 3] runs a
flagged pathway, a low brick wall dividing it from the lawn, with plants in rough red pots on little pilasters at
intervals. To the right, as we face the door, the lawn runs along the road, and stretches back into the garden.
There are tall, lopped lime-trees all round the lawn, in the summer making a high screen of foliage, but now
bare. If we take the flagged path round the house, turn the corner, and go towards the garden, the yew trees
grow thick and close, forming an arched walk at the corner, half screening an old irregular building of
woodwork and plaster, weather-boarded in places, with a tiled roof, connected with the house by a little
covered cloister with wooden pillars. If we pass that by, pursuing the path among the yew trees, we come out
on a pleasant orchard, with a few flower-beds, thickly encircled by shrubs, beyond which, towards the main
road, lies a comfortable-looking old red-brick cottage, with a big barn and a long garden, which evidently
belongs to the larger house, because a gate in [Pg 4] the paling stands open. Then there is another little tiled
building behind the shrubs, where you can hear an engine at work, for electric light and waterpumping, and
beyond that again, but still connected with the main house, stands another house among trees, of rough-cast
and tiles, with an open wooden gallery, in a garden of its own. The edge of the grave-mound is turfed, but the
bare and trodden grass shows that many feet have crossed and recrossed the ground. The orchard is divided on
the left from a further and larger garden by a dense growth of old hazels; and passing through an alley you see
that a broad path runs concealed among the hazels, a pleasant shady walk in summer heat. Along the north
runs a high red-brick wall, with a big old-fashioned vine-house in the centre, of careful design. In the corner
nearest the house is a large rose-garden, with a brick pedestal in the centre, behind which rises the back of the
stable, also of old red brick.
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Moreover, his family affection was very strong; when he became a Catholic, we all of us felt, including himself, that there
might be a certain separation, not of affection, but of occupations and interests; and he himself took very great care to
avoid this, with the happy result that we saw him, I.

Prev Next Hugh saw a good deal of academic society in a quiet way--Cambridge is a hospitable place. He had
been wedged into a corner, in front of a very hot fire, by a determined talker, and suddenly collapsed. I was
fetched out to see him and found him stretched on a form in the Hall vestibule, being kindly cared for by the
Master of a College, who was an eminent surgeon and a professor. Again I remember that we entered the room
together when dining with a hospitable Master, and were introduced to a guest, to his bewilderment, as "Mr.
Benson" and "Father Benson. I do not know how this came about. A priest can be ordained "to a bishop," in
which case he has to go where he is sent, or "on his patrimony," which gives him a degree of independence.
Hugh had been ordained "on his patrimony," but he was advised to take up ministerial work. He accordingly
moved into the Catholic rectory, a big, red-brick house, with a great cedar in front of it, which adjoins the
church. He had a large sitting-room, looking out at the back over trees and gardens, with a tiny bedroom
adjoining. He had now the command of more money, and the fitting up of his rooms was a great delight to
him; he bought some fine old oak furniture, and fitted the walls with green hangings, above which he set the
horns of deer, which he had at various times stalked and shot--he was always a keen sportsman. I told him it
was too secular an ornament, but he would not hear me. Canon Scott, the rector, the kindest and most
hospitable of men, welcomed me to the rectory, and I was often there; and our Sunday walks continued. Hugh
became known at once as the best preacher in Cambridge, and great congregations flocked to hear him. I do
not think he had much pastoral work to do; but now a complication ensued. A good many undergraduates used
to go to hear him, ask to see him, discuss religious problems with him. Moreover, before he left the Anglican
communion, Hugh had conducted a mission at Cambridge, with the result that several of his hearers became
Roman Catholics. A certain amount of orthodox alarm was felt and expressed at the new and attractive
religious element which his sermons provided, and eventually representations were made to one that I should
use my influence with Hugh that he should leave Cambridge. This I totally declined to do, and suggested that
the right way to meet it was to get an Anglican preacher to Cambridge of persuasive eloquence and force. I did
eventually speak to Hugh about it, and he was indignant. I have never started the subject of religion on any
occasion with any undergraduate. But I must preach what I believe; and, of course, if undergraduates consult
me, I shall tell them what I think and why I think it. Moreover, it was at this time that strangers, attracted by
his sermons and his books, began to consult him by letter, and seek interviews with him. In this relation he
showed himself, I have reason to know, extraordinarily kind, sympathetic, and straightforward. He wrote fully
and as often as he was consulted; he saw an ever-increasing number of inquirers. He used to groan over the
amount of time he had to spend in letters and interviews, and he used to say that it often happened that the
people least worth helping took up the most time. He always gave his very best; but the people who most
vexed him were those engaged in religious inquiry, not out of any profound need, but simply for the emotional
luxury; and who argued round and round in a circle for the pleasure of being sympathised with. Hugh was
very clear and practical in his counsels, and he was, I used to think, like a wise and even stern physician, never
influenced by sentiment. It was always interesting to discuss a "case" with him. I do not mean that he
discussed his cases with me, but I used to ask him how to deal with some intellectual or moral problem, and
his insight seemed to me wonderfully shrewd, sensible, and clear. He had a masterly analysis, and a power of
seeing alternatives and contingencies which always aroused my admiration. He was less interested in the
personal element than in the psychological; and I used to feel that his strength lay in dealing with a case
scientifically and technically. Sometimes he had desperate, tragic, and even alarming cases to deal with; and
here his fearlessness and toughness stood him in good stead. He never shrank appalled before any moral
enormity. He told me once of a series of interviews he had with a man, not a Catholic, who appealed to him
for help in the last extremity of moral degradation. He became aware at last that the man was insane, but he

Page 8

HUGH MEMOIRS OF A BROTHER pdf
spared no pains to rescue him. When he first began this work he had a wave of deep unhappiness; the
responsibility of the priesthood so overwhelmed him that for a time, I have learned, he used to pray night after
night, that he might die in his sleep, if it were possible. I saw and guessed nothing of this, but I think it was a
mood of exhaustion, because he never exhibited anything but an eager and animated interest in life. One of his
pleasures while he was at Cambridge and ever after was the writing, staging, and rehearsing of little
mystery-plays and sacred scenes for the children of St. These he thoroughly enjoyed; he always loved the
companionship of children, and had exactly the right way with them, treating them seriously, paternally, with
a brisk authority, and never sentimentally. They were beautiful and moving little dramas, reverently
performed. Unhappily I never saw one of them. Even now I remember with a stab of regret that he came to
stay with me at Cambridge for one of these, and besought me to go with him. But I was shy and busy, and
though I could easily have arranged to go, I did not and he went off alone. But I do not think that his time at
the Catholic rectory was a really very happy one. He needed more freedom; he became gradually aware that
his work lay in the direction of writing, of lecturing, of preaching, and of advising. He took his own measure
and knew his own strength. People come to me and pass on. He felt himself what the law describes as "a
suspected person," with vague designs on the spiritual life of the place. At first, he was not rich enough to live
the sort of life he desired; but he began to receive larger incomes from his books, and to see that it would soon
be in his power to make a home for himself. It was then that our rambles in search of possible houses began,
while at the same time he curtailed his own personal expenditure to the lowest limits, till his wardrobe became
conspicuous for its antiquity. This, however, he was wholly indifferent about; his aim was to put together a
sufficient sum to buy a small house in the country, and there to settle "for ever," as he used to say. I think that
is honestly my highest ideal. I hate fuss and officialdom and backbiting--I wish to be at peace with God and
man. The house at Hare Street was the result. He generally had some companion living there--Mr. Gabriel
Pippet, who did much skilful designing and artistic work with and for him; Dr. Sessions, who managed his
household affairs and acted as a much needed secretary; Father Watt, who was in charge of the Hormead
Mission. At one time he had the care of a little boy, Ken Lindsay, which was, I think, the greatest joy he ever
had. He taught Ken, played with him, told him stories. But circumstances arose which made it necessary that
Ken should go, and the loss of him was a great grief to Hugh--though even so, I admired the way in which he
accepted the necessity. He always loved what he had got, but did not miss it if he lost it. He formed pleasant
acquaintances with his country neighbours, and used to go to fish or shoot with them, or occasionally to dine
out. He bought and restored a cottage which bordered on his garden, and built another house in a paddock
beyond his orchard, both of which were let to friends. Thus it was not a solitary life at all. He had in his mind
for a long time a scheme which he intended to carry out as soon as he had more leisure,--for it must be
remembered that much of his lecturing and occasional writing was undertaken simply to earn money to enable
him to accomplish his purposes. This was to found a community of like-minded people, who desired more
opportunity for quiet devotion and meditation, for solitary work and contemplation, than the life of the world
could afford them. Sometimes he designed a joint establishment, sometimes small separate houses; but the
essence of it all was solitude, cheered by sympathy and enough friendly companionship to avoid morbidity.
Norman Potter, at another a home of rest for troubled and invalided people, at another a community for poor
and sensitive people, who "if they could get away from squalor and conflict, would blow like flowers. But
gradually his engagements increased so that he was constantly away, preaching and lecturing; and thus he was
seldom at home for more than two or three days at a time. Thrice he went to Rome to preach courses of
sermons, and thrice he went to America, where he made many friends. Until latterly he used to go away for
holidays of various kinds, a motor tour in France, a trip to Switzerland, where he climbed mountains; and he
often went to stay with Lord Kenmare at Killarney, where he stalked deer, shot and fished, and lived an
out-of-door life. I remember his describing to me an incident on one of those visits, how he was returning
from a deer-stalk, in the roughest clothes, when he saw a little group of people in a by-lane, and presently a
message arrived to say that there was a dying woman by the roadside, and could he go to her. He went in
haste, heard her confession, and gave her absolution, while the bystanders withdrew to a distance, that no word
might be overheard, and stood bareheaded till the end came. His engagement-books, of which I have several,

Page 9

HUGH MEMOIRS OF A BROTHER pdf
show a dangerous activity; it is difficult to see how any man could have done so much of work involving so
much strain. But he had a clear idea in his mind. He used to say that he did not expect to have a long life. He
intended to do his work in his own way, and as much as he could while his strength lasted. At the same time
he was anxious to save enough money to enable him to live quietly on at Hare Street whatever happened. The
result was that even when he came back from his journeys the time at Hare Street was never a rest. He worked
from morning to night at some piece of writing, and there were very few commissions for articles or books
which he refused. He said latterly, in reply to an entreaty from his dear friend Canon Sharrock, who helped
him to die, that he would take a holiday: Latterly he had a Christmas festival of his own at Hare Street, with
special services in the chapel, with games and medals for the children, and with presents for all
alike--children, tenants, servants, neighbours, and friends. My sister, who lately spent a Christmas with him,
says that it was more like an ideal Christmas than anything she had ever seen, and that he himself, full of
eagerness and kindness and laughter, was the centre and mainspring of it all. He used to invite himself over to
Cambridge not infrequently for a night or two; and I used to run over for a day to Hare Street to see his
improvements and to look round. I remember once going there for an afternoon and suggesting a stroll. We
walked to a hamlet a little way off, but to my surprise he did not know the name of it, and said he had never
been there. I discovered that he hardly ever left his own little domain, but took all his exercise in gardening or
working with his hands. He had a regular workroom at one time in the house, where he carved, painted, or
stitched tapestries--but it was all intent work. When he came to Cambridge for a day, he would collect books
from all parts of the house, read them furiously, "tearing the heart out of them" like Dr. Everything was done
thus, at top speed. His correspondence was enormous; he seldom failed to acknowledge a letter, and if his
advice were asked he would write at great length, quite ungrudgingly; but his constant writing told on his
script. When he was writing a book, he was like a man galloping across country in a fresh sunny morning, and
shouting aloud for joy. But I do not intend to make what is called an appreciation of them, and indeed am little
competent to do so. I do not know the conventions of the art or the conditions of it. Personally I have never
read a book in my life to see how it is done, and what interests me, apart from the book, is the person behind
it--and that is very elementary. Moreover, I have a particular dislike of all historical novels. Fact is interesting
and imagination is interesting; but I do not care for webs of imagination hung on pegs of fact. Historical
novels ought to be like memoirs, and they are never in the least like memoirs; in fact they are like nothing at
all, except each other.
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