
PARIS,18 June, 1923
I owe you many thanks for your several kind letters, etc....
I was quite interested in the little article about the branch of

the "Vhitlock family which you sent me, and I beg you to thank
Mr. Albert Miller for it. I shall write him myself as soon as I get
through with these proofs. We Wl1itlocks are all proud to claim
Bulstrode Whi telock, who was no mean politician since he suc
ceeded in keeping in office under Charles, under Cromwell and
under the Restoration. He has an "e" in his name but his father,
who was a Judge of the King's Bench, spelled it the way I do
myself. They came from Wiltshire, whence my original American
ancestor set forth eight generations ago and finally went up in to
the wilds of New Jersey which, as 1learned to my astonishment
and bewilderment this winter, seem to be about as wild now as
they were when the first Whitlock settled there. I have two volumes
of Bulstrode Whitelock's works, one a History of England and
another his Memorials, but I have never succeeded in finding a
copy of the Journal he kept of his Mission to Sweden where, it is

. said, "he taught the ladies the art of kissing." He must have been
a great dog. I have two portraits of him, old engravings that a
friend of mine found for me in London.

We have been having rotten weather here, cold and rain and
an overcoat necessary all the time. Paris is full of Americans. The
arcades' in the rue ge Rivoli echo with the Middle West accent,
which is the ugliest on earth, and everywhere one turns one is
confronted by large- horn spectacles. They crowd the cafes and
hotels, laugh and joke with the waiters, and spoil them, put their _
.elbows on the table, eat with their fork held in their right hand,
smoke cigars throughout the meal, the men, that is, call for ice
water and butter, insist on having the fruit served before the
meal instead of after, and grumble because they can't get Ameri
can cooking! A translation of this letter will be found on page 580 .
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me for causing you this trouble. As Thomas Carlyle's grandmother
said when she had saved up a pound and was afraid either to
keep it at home or trust it to a bank, "They hae trouble that hae
the warl', an' they hae trouble that hae' na."

To Rutger B. Jewett
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THE LE1TERS OF BRAND WHITLOCK

rench writers can do it better and more effectively because
have another tradition; they, somehow, can do it naturally
'ith a graceful abandon, while we, well, we can't.
1 yet I would not, even if I could, impose restrictions on any
believe that the artist should be left free to express what

him, in his own way. Our writers labour under too many
caps as it is-the spirit of Puritanism and commercialism,
owing tendency to standardize everything, includi!1g thought
LSte,the anxiety to please the public. I understand, of course,
Lll editor must pay attention to this last consideration. But
) a question upon which I cannot advise, for I have not the
~st idea of what the public wants; no more has the public.

To Major Alfred Huger

CANNES,27 October, 1927
t of all pray do forgive me for not having written to you
. I scourge myself when I think, as I often do in the wa~ches
night, of my wretched and unpardonable delay in acknowl

; your great kindness. I might allege certain things in extenua
:he fact that I was without a secretary and that I had a lot of
e with my eyes, but I scorn these subterfuges, and throw
on your mercy.
fact is, that Ihave been so absorbed in my book about La

~ that I have been putting all my energies into it and I
:hink of anything else. Your precious documents all came
d order and in good-time. I am just now at the point where
) Huger .tried to rescue La Fayette from Olmiitz and I cannot
u how happy I am to have these accounts from your hand.
)ring it all somehow nearer and make it more vivid.
other documents are all intensely interesting, and I am ever
:h obliged for the details about the visit to Charleston in

ad for the photographs of the trowel and the cuttings from
lsonic Journal interested me too, especially as the illustra-
the scene at La Fayette's tomb was taken on the 4th July,

t the very moment I was making a speech there. If you had
at it sharply you could have seen me in the tribune, boring
lienee, I am afr-aid, with a rather poor address. That was
:asion, by the way, on which Pershing did not say: "La
, nous voila!" And it was really that event that gave me
a of writing a Life of La Fayette. In preparing my own
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speech I found that there was not much material readily accessible
and I noted, not without comfort and reassurance, that the other
speakers, both American and French, had rather vague ideas as
to La Fayette himself, and so I thought that it might not be a
bad notion for somebody to write a "Life" of him and I then
began collecting materials that have since grown to a respectable
library. I am working day and night on the book, but there are
months of labour to be gone through before the thing is done. "\Ve
were so sorry, my wife and I, to miss seeing your daughter. We
spent the summer at Le Zoute, a little town on the North Sea, near
Knocke, and we were in hopes that when she got to Brussels we
might have been informed so that we could have asked her to come
down and spend a few days with us. Had we known' her address, we
should have written to her; as it was, we did not know where ·to
reach her until your second letter came and then only in time to
send her a message on shipboard, wishing her bon voyage.

I have a new novel out; it is one that I wrote before I began this
more thrilling story of La Fayette. I will send you a copy of it as
soon as I can get one out from London.

To Albert Bigelow Paine

CANNES,31 October, 1927
I dictate this note; my eyes have been troubling me lately and

as I cannot dictate literature I save them for La Fayette.
I received your note and was very sorry to hear that you had that

wretched cold. I trust that it is better by this time. I heard recently
of a cure for a cold. You take a quart of water and put either salt
or soda into it to the point of saturation; you drink this, and at the
same time take a lo~ of rhinitis, I don't know how much, but
enough to make your throat dry. Then you drink this salt water,
or this soda water, at one gulp, only pausing now and then to take

a breath. This will cure you, I am informed, in a week, and if it
did not, at the end of that time you would be well anyhow. But
be careful of these specialists; don't let them operate on· your nose.

. If they get hold of you they won't let you out of their clutches
for months.

1 The Whitlock you mention must be old ·Bulstrode, a collateral

, ancestor of mine. He was a magnificent politician and was able
to hold office under Charles, under Cromwell, and under the
Restoration. I should like to see what Lord Birkenhead says' about
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420 THE LETTERS OF BRAND WHITLOCK

him and when you get done with the work perhaps you will pass
it on to me.

I am deep in my La Fayette-but, Lord, what a job it isl One
might as well write a history of the XVIIIth or XIXth centuries.

To Major Alfred Huger

CANNES,31 October, 1927
It is really too remarkable; you come to my rescue with the same

promptitude that Francis Huger went to the rescue of La Fayette
at Olmiitz. Here I have been, for the last four or five days, cudgel
ling my poor brains in an attempt to solve the same problems
connected with that historic event when, La! this morning your
letter arrives with the Olmiitz pamphlet in full, and clears it all
up for me. There are seven or eight accounts of that event, and
if your entire law firm were to sit up nights for a week, with wet
towels round their heads, they could not reconcile the differences
and variations that they present. There is the account written by
La Fayette himself, all too brief and meagre; there is the account
in Kapp's book; there is the one in Thomas's book; another in
Wain's; a brief one in Regnault-Warin; and then there is a highly
fantastic, romantic, and lying tale by a man who called himself,
among other things, Villaume du Coudray Holstein, which was
published in 1824, evidently to exploit the interest in La Fayette's
last visit to America. It has no value, except to show that the art

. of faking is no new one, but it is curious, and some day I shall
show it to you. This account that you have sent me is, I think, by
long odds the best and accords in all essential particulars with that
of Kapp, which was done in a most painstaking German way.
What 11 great story it is! As often as I have gone over it, I never
read it without m~ heart in my mouth and without a curious
regret that they did not get away. What a brave and gallant chap
young Huger was! ~

In going over and separating the other documents you kindly
sent me, and in re-reading your letters, I came across a number
of other things upon which I should have touched in the letter
I wrote you the other day. One of them was this: I had wanted to
tell you how thoroughly I agree with you about prohibition; not
that the deprivation of wine or spirits would mean anything to
me, because I happen not to be seriously addicted to their use;
but the infringement of liberty enrages me. I hate fanatics and·
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reformers and their intolerable interference with other peop
affairs, and I loathe the spirit of Puritanism; and then, I supp~
that if there is such a thing as a hundred per ce~t American, I miJ
boast myself of being one, for my family were in Virginia and
New Jersey many generations before the War of IndependenCe
believe in the old American constitutional principles, and in
doctrine of Constitutional Rights. I think the Eighteenth Ame
ment has no business in the Constitution, for the Constitution,
intended to lay down general principles of government, and,
to embalm· everybody's prejudices or take the place of statutes de
ing police powers. And I think, with all due deference to ,
Supreme Court, that it is an infringement of the reserve Po\\
of the States. However, I need not bore you with all this, for ~
know it as well as 1. I simply wish to assure ·youof my enl
sympathy with your feelings about this thing.

Sometime I hope to go to Charleston to see you, first, to th;
you for your great kindness to me, and to see what is perhaps
most interesting city in our country-one in which there seems to
some gentility left in an age when all that sort of thing is go
out of fashion-and when I come we can talk about all these thi
better than I can write of them.

To Rutger B. Jewett

CANNES,January, 192
I should have ·written to you oftener if it had not been for

insatiable La Fayette, who has demanded all my time. I have b
working like a nigger to finish the book, and have got it done, :
twice, or nearly twice, revised, but it doesn't suit me yet. I \\
into it, you know, most thoroughly and honestly, and when it
done found myself with a perfectly appalling amount of MS
my hands, so that it had to be cut down, and concentrated
Carlyle used to say, I had to "let out the whey." I have to p1
lot more of hard work on it so that the work won't show.

hadn't a kind of superstitious feeling about it I should say th::
will be finished before long; but I shall risk no predictions
some day, I hope, the postman will arrive with the MS in ~
sanctum, and perhaps you will be pleased. It was, lawn, sometl
of a shock to hear that two other books about him had been I
lished in America; though it wasn't much of a surprise, for I
been expecting that very thing all along. Emerson said that w


