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            INTRODUCTION

         
 
         Ivor Gurney’s poem ‘War Books’ imagines his fellow writers at work at Corbie Ridge, or Fauquissart, or Ypres. Yet he himself was writing after the First World War was done – ‘War Books’ was drafted between 1922 and 1925. By the end of this period, two volumes of Ford Madox Ford’s Parade’s End had already been published. Ford’s war tetralogy was therefore one of the earliest, as well as one of the most impressive, examples of how ‘men would gather sense / Somehow together’, as Gurney put it in his poem.1 Ford’s four books were called by William Carlos Williams the ‘English prose masterpiece of their time’.2 A Man Could Stand Up –, volume III, appeared in 1926. As this Introduction is intended to show, it built on the strengths of its predecessors, and contributed to Ford’s overall success in his treatment of the war, in a number of notable ways.
         
 
         
             

         
 
         On 12 January 1927 Punch magazine carried an unsigned ‘review’ of A Man Could Stand Up –. It began as follows:
         
 
         
            Provided you’ve—wisely, I count it—kept trace Of FORD MADOX FORD on the War,
 
            A Man Could Stand Up will fall into its place As Tale Three in a series of four.
            

         
 
          
         Two further verses point readers towards volumes I and II, in case of any difficulty as to plot or character. The review then concludes:
         
 
         
            
               But you’ll find, when you’ve sorted each separate clue
 
                   That the story (from DUCKWORTH) is such
 
               That life in the trenches is brought to your view
 
                   With a wholly remarkable touch.

            

         
 
         It is a humorous, positive piece, its composer appreciating the novel’s individual – ‘wholly remarkable’ – merits as a war book, as well as its contribution to the larger fictional project of which it was a part: ‘Tale Three in a series of four’. Perusal of the previous volumes (Some Do Not … and No More Parades) is recommended. At the same time, the rightful ‘place’ of volume III is emphasised, one that it holds by virtue of and in relation to its companions. This is an advertisement for A Man Could Stand Up –, for Duckworth, and also for what would become Parade’s End.
         
 
         A Man Could Stand Up – in the Series
         
 
         The focus of this Introduction will be A Man Could Stand Up –, but Punch’s notice should serve as a reminder that the novel was not intended to be seen or to stand alone. Furthermore, the magazine’s reviewer was sure about the quality of volume III, as well as the number of volumes that should be read alongside it. (Although Last Post was not yet out, Ford described A Man Could Stand Up – as the ‘penultimate’ in the series in its dedicatory letter.)3 Different opinions have been expressed on both counts. This is to be expected regarding reviews, of course, and the novel’s critical reception forms a later section in this Introduction. Less predictable, though, were the occasional presentations of Ford’s magnificent series as a trilogy instead of a tetralogy.
          Details can be found in the Introduction to Last Post; suffice it to say here that (the clue being in the title) Last Post is an integral part of Parade’s End.4 ‘Tale Three’, however, as Punch called A Man Could Stand Up –, was always going to be its climax.
          
 
          
          
         A Man Could Stand Up – treats the reader to at least two high points. The first comes when protagonist Christopher Tietjens, at war, has been under bombardment, narrowly escaping death. After rescuing one of his men he undergoes a transformational experience, in which the ‘complete taciturnity’ to which we were introduced in Some Do Not … is overthrown. (Ford made it clear there that Tietjens believed not only that you didn’t ‘talk’ about how you felt, but it was possible you didn’t think about it either, I.i.)5 Forced by a combination of hellish circumstance and his own instinctive response into new psychological territory, Tietjens does now consider how he feels. He appraises his physical performance, realises ‘for the first time’ that he is grateful for his strength and capability, and thanks God resoundingly for them (II.vi). The second, related, high point of the text is the formal climax, found in the last lines of the last page, as Valentine, the woman Christopher loves, celebrates her approaching union with him. It is Armistice Day. They are not alone. Fellow soldiers who promised to ‘look old Tietjens up’ have kept on arriving at the door. Accordingly, though not seamlessly, the celebration expands to take account of them all. The strains of a French nursery rhyme help to conjure this specifically post-war reconstruction of a ‘domaine perdu’ – ‘Ainsi font, font, font / Les petites marionettes / Ainsi font, font, font / Trois petits tours’.6 There is noise and dancing, and smashing glasses, and faces swim in and
          out of focus before her.7 Above all, Valentine experiences the happiness and hope of the only kind of wedding the two of them might know: there is no priest and there are no vows, and Tietjens is already married, but ‘They were the centre of unending roaring circles’ (III.ii), and this is a wedding in all but name. As A Man Could Stand Up – comes to a close Tietjens is dancing (Tietjens is dancing!) with Valentine. The English language alone cannot do justice to the joy, so there is French too; prose, and speech, cannot achieve it either, so there is rhyme and song; and Ford deploys ellipsis one final time, unwilling to complete the picture of the future filling Valentine’s head and heart.8
          
 
          
          
         The tripartite structure of A Man Could Stand Up – is carefully planned, and certainly contributes overall to the deep satisfactions the novel provides in scenes such as these. There may be no beginning, middle and end in classical style: Ford’s modernist use of time-shift prevents it. There are, however, clearly developed patterns of character interaction as well as individual protagonists who progress. Parts I and III take place on Armistice Day, while the much longer middle section returns us in time and space to the Front during the war. Part I gives us Valentine in her work at the school – during which she thinks and talks about Christopher; Part II concentrates on Christopher at war – often reminded of Valentine. Part III, later on Armistice Day, brings the two of them together, realising or anticipating their congress sexually, intellectually, and emotionally. Valentine is welcomed into the soldiers’ ‘family’, a stark contrast to the common projection in war writing of an unbridgeable divide between those who fought, and those who did not.
         
 
         The sense of optimism and excitement in this novel is testament to Ford’s focus on his fiction and belief in its potential, and it is true to say that none of the other three volumes achieves its heights in these respects. Close attention to his life during 1926, not to mention his devastating experience of war, mean readers
          might expect a considerably more murky and complex picture; and the threat posed by Tietjens’ absent wife Sylvia is still very real in volume III, as are the fear and suffering in the face of war. Overall, though, its structure and its hope can only mean that Ford is seeing some things, at least, clearly in this novel and, in the final analysis, positively too. In Some Do Not … Ford had found the perspective necessary for treating the war in fiction. This had been facilitated by the passage of time, and by his leaving England for France in 1922. (His swift interpretation of the need for such a move contributed to the fact that his novels came out earlier than many of the other ‘big’ war texts.)9 The individual qualities of A Man Could Stand Up – represent a development of that same perspective, one which enabled him, in addition, to acknowledge and at the same time imagine moving on from the mental suffering caused by the war, itself complicating an early history of agoraphobia and neurosis. A man could stand up, in order first of all to show that he had endured and survived; and then he would look properly about him. Siegfried Sassoon, also an infantry officer in the war, believed something similar, though like Ford took several years to work it out, and say so:
          
 
          
          
         
            I saw [Armageddon] then, as I see it now – a dreadful place, a place of horror and desolation which no imagination could have invented. Also it was a place where a man of strong spirit might know himself utterly powerless against death and destruction, and yet stand up and defy gross darkness and stupefying shell-fire, discovering in himself the invincible resistance of an animal or an insect, and an endurance which he might, in after days, forget or disbelieve.10
            

         
 
          
         Though I will return to Ford’s choice of title in more detail later on, it is this related writerly aim of being able to see the subject clearly, without fear or flinching, that is perhaps most important in the initial approach to the book. ‘It is unbearable to exist’, as Ford put it later, ‘without some view of life as a whole.’11 War had taken this ability away from him in a variety of terrible ways.
         
 
         Biography
 
         Ford was born in 1873. He began to publish his writing well before the century was out. At first there were fairy tales, inspired or illustrated by the painters of his grandfather’s circle. He wrote poetry too, and initiated what would be a lifelong interest in recording lives and impressions when he published a biography of his grandfather, Ford Madox Brown, in 1896. He married young, and he and Elsie had two daughters. When he enlisted in July 1915, he was forty-one years old.
 
         At his age and at that date (conscription was not introduced until the following year) he didn’t need to fight, and he was not really fit enough to do so, but his decision was founded on more than one aspect of his life in those times. It is important to remember that he was still known then as Ford Madox Hueffer. His father was a German émigré, but even in the year of the sinking of the Lusitania, when atrocity-mongering and anti-German feeling became increasingly prominent aspects of the cultural milieu, he did not feel the need to change his name before joining up.12 Later he himself described ‘Hueffer’ as both
          ‘suspect and unpronounceable’,13 yet, citing ‘native stubbornness’, he did not choose to become Ford Madox Ford until after the war.14 It would have been hard to question seriously his loyalty at this point – though, as I will suggest later, such questioning would have led to an interesting discussion. After all, he enlisted, and soon afterwards he produced two volumes of propaganda when asked to by his friend, the Liberal Cabinet minister C. F. G. Masterman. One of these, Between St. Dennis and St. George, reported the sinking of the Lusitania as well as the horrific possibility that German sailors had filmed the deaths of women and children as it sank.15 And Ford believed in the war, increasingly through its first months. When he had finished with the propaganda, that belief – widely shared, as it turned out – became more evidently nuanced and complicated. No Enemy, which he began writing in 1919, and then Parade’s End, show how.16
          
 
          
          
         There are at least three discernible stages in Ford’s early response to the First World War. The first was brief. It belongs to the weeks following the declaration of war on 4 August 1914 and was characterised by a lack of understanding and acceptance of its aims, mainly contextualised by Ford’s perception of himself as both a ‘cosmopolitan’ and a poet, a member of a supra-national ‘republic of letters’ dedicated above all to the cause of great literature. (At this time, too, he expressed his belief that his ‘own heart is certain to be mangled’ whichever side won.) Ford felt he could trust nothing he read in the newspapers, and experienced only ‘depression’ at the bellicosity of the language employed to
          describe what he still wanted to call ‘the gallant enemy’.17 At this time he found himself unable to write a poem about the war, though he tried, because of ‘the hazy remoteness of the war-grounds’, and because he could believe nothing of what was said about the conflict.18 In the second stage, he wrote ‘Antwerp’, the war poem T. S. Eliot, among others, so much admired. The city had surrendered to the Germans in October 1914, and Ford saw with his own eyes the resulting refugees. He found that he did begin to believe some of the things he heard about the experiences of these civilians, or, at least, could not ignore them. This ushered in a third stage, which resulted in the following section from his ‘Literary Portraits’ series in the Outlook, as well as the (somewhat idiosyncratic) propaganda he would write for Wellington House:
          
 
          
          
         
            Three months ago [he wrote in January 1915], I remember – and it seems as if it were a dream of another age on this planet – I wrote that I wished the war could be conducted in terms of ‘the gallant enemy’. Now I should thank God to know that a million Germans were killed; and my gentle companion would have thanked God, and every soul in that building would have uttered words of gratitude to that Most High, Who presumably made the Germans as well as ourselves.19
            

         
 
         Despite the strength of feeling expressed here, Ford never completely lost his sense of the ‘good and kindly Germans’20 who co-existed with the spirit of Prussian militarism that he was
          writing against in When Blood is Their Argument and Between St. Dennis and St George. This combination would resurface in key scenes in A Man Could Stand Up –, when violence and fearfulness can also be matched with pity and understanding for the men in the trenches opposite. It is, in part, what his long-term partner Stella Bowen responded to in Ford after the war: ‘I soon found that if he was a militarist, he was at the same time the exact opposite.’ 21 Receiving his commission in the Welch Regiment, however, he felt he was, at least, ready to fight.
          
 
          
          
         Ford had other motivating factors for leaving London. His relationship with Violet Hunt, the novelist and socialite with whom he had begun an affair, was deteriorating.22 He wanted to leave her, and it was proving very difficult to do. He was also still married, to Elsie, who did not want to grant him a divorce. Emotional difficulties like these would be persistent throughout his life.23 Perhaps you cannot create a character like Sylvia Tietjens without having experienced particular kinds of torment first. (One hopes it was never as dramatically awful in reality for Ford as Mark Tietjens imagined it was for his brother: Sylvia, according to Mark, ‘was as thin as an eel, as full of vice as a mare that’s a wrong un, completely disloyal’; what’s more she’s a ‘harlot’ and a ‘bitch’, Last Post I.v.)
         
 
         The War
 
         Having received his commission as a second lieutenant in the Welch Regiment (Special Reserve), Ford went first (probably) to the Chelsea Barracks, then to Wales for training: Tenby and Cardiff. He left for France on 13 July 1916. In an essay written later about the journey, its scenes are reconstructed in Pre-Raphaelite and cubist pictures (the ‘clouds, shadows, pale faces,
          spirals of violet smoke, out of which loomed the iron columns supporting the station roof’ at Waterloo station; the meadows under the summer sun and the small pink clouds in France).24 In Rouen he found time to focus on Flaubert, before being attached to the 9th Battalion and sent to the Somme. He was stationed with battalion transport near Bécourt Wood – a key location in A Man Could Stand Up –. From here, he provides less evidence of his responses to colour (although the landscape and its trees are detailed), but his very first letters signal a total attention to the soundscape of war that would mark his writing about it for good.25
          
 
          
          
         It is the overwhelming experience of sound that Mary R. Habeck argues was most commented on by soldiers, particularly novices, as they arrived at the Front. ‘I’m going stark, staring mad because of the guns’, is how Siegfried Sassoon put it in one famous example.26 This experience was mostly related to the shells and other forms of artillery. The noise often terrified Ford, and yet the results of his simultaneous literary alertness can be seen in the precise transcriptions of different artillery sounds – in the air, and exploding on impact – throughout his war books. In fact, Ford used his own responses to the noise to test his skills, writing to his friend Joseph Conrad in September 1916 about his experiences during a terrible storm in what he hoped was a ‘constatation of some exactness’ – he was under artillery bombardment too.27 The sense of writers’ exercises persisted in subsequent communications to his friend; one letter begins ‘I will continue, “for yr information and necessary action, please,” my notes upon sound’ and proceeds to detail the noises made by different forms of artillery meeting specific landscapes.28 Though Tietjens ‘was
          never much good at identifying artillery by the sound’ (II.iv), it was evidently crucial to Ford that he did so – and who better to write about it to than Conrad, his mentor and erstwhile collaborator, who professed faith in both the ‘force of a word’ and the ‘power of sound’.29
          
 
          
          
         Ford’s soundscape, however, was also made up of birds: the swallows and larks in particular that would punctuate so pointedly the action of A Man Could Stand Up – as well as numerous other accounts of this war. To Lucy Masterman he wrote of the way he was able still to hear the singing of the ‘innumerable larks’ through a bombardment, and of how the sky was full alike of ‘sausage balloons, swallows, larks & occasional aeroplanes’. ‘I have jeered against the nature-love of the English’, Ford was to admit in It Was the Nightingale, ‘but I will confess that I am never completely easy unless I have the sense of the feathered things near me.’30 Birds bring blessings (the flight of birds means they have long served as symbols of the links between heaven and earth). The year is ‘sanctified’ once the nightingale’s song has been heard for the first time, and Ford weaves birdsong into his understanding of the creative spirit. The ‘amazing bouquet of sounds’ is like ‘an incredible spray of sparks from an anvil’ but does not disturb his ‘tranquil penmanship’.31 In his war writing, Ford is also clear about the beauties and benefits of swallows and thrushes. The experience of walking through a field of thistles, full of swallows, makes both Gringoire (Ford’s persona in No Enemy)32 and Tietjens feel immortal, like Greek gods, as the rush of beating wings, the colour and the sensation combine in something like a ‘miracle’ to exalt them.33 To Ford, however, ‘larks were less inspiring’ (II.vi). While some writers use them in ways
          one might expect, as a reminder of life beyond war (in Sebastian Faulks’ novel Birdsong (1993), a lark ‘singing in the unharmed air above him’ signals the end of the war for protagonist Stephen Wraysford),34 there is often ambivalence here. Commentary on John McCrae’s poem ‘Flanders Field’, written at Ypres in 1915, for example, picks up on the way that the ubiquitous larks, singing ‘bravely’, sanction defiance; and yet some soldiers took potshots at them because of the unbearable contrast they made in their song and flight with the men’s earth-bound experiences.35 In Tietjens’ mind, they also provide a symbol of the differences between him and his men. Rendered almost paranoid on more than one occasion, he feels that they are hostile towards him, that they are ‘screaming imprecations and threats’, and that they make a ‘heartless noise’ which he relates to a poem by Mathilde Blind (a poet known to Ford who scared him to death: see the relevant footnote to the text in II.vi).
          
 
          
          
         Ford would return repeatedly to this aspect of the war – its sounds – which impressed him immediately. But his war moved on very fast. Either later the same day on which he wrote to Lucy Masterman about the larks, or on the following day, he was blown up by a shell. In the Introduction to No More Parades, volume II of Parade’s End and the first of the series to feature the war, Joseph Wiesenfarth points out that Ford ‘was on the scene of the two bloodiest actions of the Great War’: the Somme and, later in 1916, Ypres. It would have been miraculous if he had escaped injury in both, though he was with battalion transport and therefore removed from the front line (his C.O.’s decision, due to his age). His physical injuries cannot have been too serious, because he was at Ypres by 16 August, but he was suffering from shell-shock. The regular relapses he suffered, along with the damage to his memory – he forgot his name and lost completely and for good the narrative of three weeks of his life – also contributed to the
          fact that it took Ford Madox Ford some years to write in any prolonged way about the war.
          
 
          
          
         Later war duties included training and lecturing, in France and back in England and, as he would later re-imagine in A Man Could Stand Up –, guarding German prisoners at Abbeville. He left the army in January 1919. Though he started off living in London once more, recovery for him meant the country and his new love, the Australian painter Stella Bowen. Red Ford, his first stop, was a ‘leaky-roofed, tile-healed, rat-ridden seventeenth-century, five-shilling a week, moribund labourer’s cottage’.36 He had some writing to attempt, and though he felt very much as though he was starting again at his craft, he did write.37 He also had some reading to do. While he had absorbed himself in fiction during what Tietjens calls the ‘eternal waiting that is war’ (II.ii), he now wanted to turn – in what would become an obsession with notions of perspective – to ‘the events of war and of the world outside my own three inches on the map’.38 And his lungs needed to heal. First of all, though, Ford grew vegetables, got to know locals and animals, especially pigs, and cooked simple food. Simple things, because whatever he was doing at that time he was also contending with a ‘horde of minor malices and doubts’ that were alive in the shadows, and ‘whispering beings that jeered’ behind his back through the ‘dark, gleaming panes of the windows’ – the main psychological legacy of his war.39 These ‘malices and doubts’ were inextricably linked to his sense of his abilities as a writer and, therefore, whether or not he would be able to make a living post-war. (He and Stella were expecting a child by the beginning of 1920.) This most vivid account of them comes immediately after he has remembered an experience at the Somme when, ‘during gunfire that shook the earth’, he prayed that his reason might be preserved, in order that he could, later, just continue to do his job. Yes, he needed the money. But he also wanted others to know what war was like. More than that, he
          would eventually be prepared to put aside his maxim that a writer’s job is not to moralise and write a work with a purpose: of ‘obviating all future wars’.40
          
 
          
          
         Considering the title Ford chose for volume III of Parade’s End, one might have expected him to begin writing it, or something similar, at the house he and Stella bought together after Red Ford. It was called Coopers Cottage and was in Bedham, Sussex, in what Bowen described as an ‘extravagantly beautiful and quite inaccessible spot on a great wooded hill’.41 It had an amazing view – locals said twelve counties, Ford would almost swear to three from one window. Even this setting, combined with such peace, was not enough to kindle the next great creative phase of his writing life. A greater remove (from the war, but also from the hard physical labour of running a smallholding) in the end proved necessary. But he had to earn a living, and there was other writing he began with: a translation of Euripides’ Alcestis; poetry, including the prize-winning ‘A House’, which celebrated his life with Stella at Red Ford; some articles for the New Statesman (later to be re-worked into No Enemy); reminiscence, and some fiction too. His production rate does seem, on the face of it, to have slowed. In the period 1910–14 he published seven novels, three volumes of poetry and five other works. In the war years he published one novel – that first masterpiece, The Good Soldier, mostly written before the war began – one volume of poetry and four others.42 Between 1918 and 1923 there was only one novel (The Marsden Case), poetry publications, including the long poem Mister Bosphorus and the Muses, and Thus to Revisit: Some Reminiscences. Though he was certainly writing, if not publishing so much, in this period, it is clear that he needed to wait until he could write properly about the war.43 Three books came in 1924, one of them Some Do Not ….
         
 
          
         Stella Bowen describes in her letters her life with Ford in ways that reveal how much he must have needed her at that time, to live, but also to work. He acknowledged that debt often, but particularly movingly in a letter he wrote to her from America in November 1926 when he was ill: ‘So, as this is a quiet moment I’ll seize it and say that if I’ve done anything during these last years and if I am anything it has been entirely due to you.’44 Aspects of Bowen’s forthright intelligence are clearly drawn on by Ford in his creation of Valentine Wannop’s character, though there are other likely sources too.45 Her care was fundamental. He did not begin his ‘immense novel’, however – it is intriguing to wonder if he ever would have done if they had remained in Sussex – until the poet and editor Harold Monro offered them the loan of a small villa at Cap Ferrat, near Villefranche.46 ‘I was no sooner installed on those heights from which one could throw a biscuit on to the decks of the men of war in Villefrance bay – and see the octopus and mullet swim beneath those keels … than, at once […] I wrote the first words.’47 Another hill, then, with a different view, and a rediscovery of his identity as a writer, and he could begin.
         
 
         Writing A Man Could Stand Up –
         
 
         The detail as to Ford’s composition of volumes I and II of Parade’s End can be found in the Introductions to Some Do Not … and No More Parades. Their appearance set the scene for his writing of A Man Could Stand Up – in more ways than those obvious ones of character and plot. First of all, they were very popular.48 Some
          Do Not … sold ‘like hot cakes’ Ford said, and was reprinted in 1924.49 The reviews of No More Parades were even better, and it sold very well indeed, making Ford proper money – the Boni first edition in the United States sold 9000 copies and went through five reprints before the end of 1926 (when volume III came out). Ernest Hemingway called Ford at this point one of ‘the two most generally admired novelists in America’.50 Hemingway’s description is interesting, because of the intense rivalries of their relationship perhaps, but also, when coupled with those sales figures, because of his precise use of ‘America’. In the time between the publication of Some Do Not … and his writing of A Man Could Stand Up – Ford had become a novelist who sold well, with all the attendant benefits to his confidence and self-esteem.51 He also became a novelist who sold better in the States. His life as a writer and editor in Paris/Provence in the early twenties expanded accordingly, and – tiring and disruptive as it was – he began to travel regularly to the US. Elements of all these transformations fed into the tone and structure of A Man Could Stand Up –, and also allowed him, I suggest, to write this novel as fast as he did. He knew he was at the top of his game.
          
 
          
          
         Ford began A Man Could Stand Up – in January 1926, at Toulon. He and Stella were on holiday while work was completed on their new Paris studio. They both worked as they travelled, visiting Ezra and Dorothy Pound at Rapallo as well. It was not just building work that they were leaving behind them. Ford was involved in a new affair, with the novelist Jean Rhys, and she had been staying with them. Though it is entirely possible that Rhys gave Ford some assistance with the novel in its later stages – perhaps it was she who took Ford’s dictation, as I suggest in the Note on the Text – it must have been easier to write away from that particular domestic set up. By Easter, though, he and Stella were on their way home. A Man Could Stand Up – is not a long novel (around 70,000 words), but he may not have been quite as far on with it as he thought when he wrote to his publisher, Gerald Duckworth, on 9 March from Toulon saying ‘A month’s
          good work will finish it’.52 It is likely that he completed a draft in mid-May. This would mean that if he had worked steadily, in his usual routine, he would have been almost halfway through when he wrote to Duckworth, a short while before returning to Paris. (The signs of possible dictation begin at roughly mid-point.) Five months later, the novel was published in the UK and the US.
          
 
          
          
         Publication and Reception
 
         In the UK A Man Could Stand Up – was published in the second week of October, most likely on the 8th or 9th.53 Duckworth made sure the launch emphasised the series of which it was a part. The back of the dust-jacket ran with two reviews of each of Some Do Not … and No More Parades (as well as one of The Marsden Case), while the inside flap provided a summary of the novel:
         
 
         
            In this novel Mr. Ford continues the survey of his own times which began so brilliantly with “Some Do Not” and “No More Parades”. The whole series constitutes the most remarkable picture of the reactions of the civilian and military populations, and, more particularly, of the sexes one to the other, in a prolonged war. “A Man Could Stand Up—” is a vivid and startlingly outspoken description of the state of men’s minds during the period of growing disillusionment which ended in the Armistice.

         
 
         The publisher also made sure that readers knew Ford had previously been known as ‘Ford Madox Hueffer’, bracketing this name both on the spine and on the inside flap after the first reference to the title and author. The design on the cover makes it one of the more interesting jackets of the series; there is a line drawing of the top half of a soldier, in profile, seeming to duck, and holding onto the edge of his tin hat (see image, p. xii).
 
          
         The American edition, released by Albert & Charles Boni, came out shortly afterwards, possibly only a week later. The dust-jacket of this edition carried the title front and centre, in large bold white type in a black box. A write-up of the volume, and the series, ran from the top down to the bottom, around the edges of the title box. It began, ‘The Third in a series that is, to put it mildly, a breathtaking, Herculanean project …’
         
 
         The first review of the novel cited by Ford’s bibliographer was penned by Gerald Gould, in the Observer on 10 October. (Though a few more reviews have been uncovered since David Harvey published his bibliography, none of them predates this one by Gould.) It is a very favourable write-up, which calls Part II ‘the best thing that Ford has ever done—and that is saying a lot’. Gould evidently did not appreciate the presentation of Tietjens’ character in the previous volumes, but feels that here something has changed: ‘It is as if his hero […] who in the previous volumes […] was a nightmare of almost incredible incredibility, had come to life under the urgent threat of death.’ The Times Literary Supplement review four days later agreed: ‘the second part is magnificent’, with its ‘wonderfully blended mosaic of incidents, speeches, reflections’. H. C. Harwood, in the Outlook, felt that the book was not as consistently impressive as its predecessor, but admitted that Ford’s ‘genius’ continued to command ‘an almost awed attention’ nevertheless. Isabel Paterson’s name has featured already, and she was one of Ford’s most vocal champions in the United States. Writing in the New York Herald Tribune in the first American review (17 October) she takes a similar line to Duckworth on its dust-jacket. She emphasises the vast social shift that Ford had taken for his subject and had then gone on to realise in what she called an ‘astonishing achievement’.
         
 
         Though there is undoubted warmth in the reviews of A Man Could Stand Up – and some high praise (‘it is about the most exciting thing to have happened to the novel since “The Way of All Flesh”’ was John Crawford’s response in the New York Times) it was not, overall, as acclaimed as No More Parades. If reviewers stated a preference as to its constituent parts, they found its strengths to be in Part II, at war; if they liked this section, they tended to like it greatly. Too much ‘psychology’, or its rendering in overly impressionist style, formed the basis of the criticism of its first and last sections, though on one occasion in terms that sound rather like success instead (Valentine’s ‘confusions are too faithfully reproduced’, according to Harwood’s Outlook review). Time magazine (10 January 1927), among others, however, appreciated greatly the effect of this very style: ‘The total effect is vivid, clear and all the stronger for its slow fusing.’ ‘Each moment,’ L.P. Hartley had said in the Saturday Review, ‘is like a re-birth, a re-awakening to pain and perplexity.’ ‘We are sorry,’ he continued, ‘to say goodbye to Tietjens.’ He didn’t know yet that he didn’t have to.54
         
 
         The novel had its second printing in the US in December 1926, and it sold well there, as No More Parades had done (Boni gave Harvey figures indicating that the first three novels of the series all sold over 10,000 copies). In the UK the figures were lower, as one might expect, and the total, of around 1000, was a disappointment to Ford despite his success elsewhere. His autumn trip to the US to publicise the novel convinced him of his popularity, however. The audiences he pulled in at clubs and colleges were sometimes very large, and allowed him to write home to Bowen on his birthday in 1926 saying that he had been ‘speaking triumphantly’ every day that week.55 A Man Could Stand Up – sold 200 copies the morning after the first weekly article he wrote as a visiting critic in the New York Herald Tribune Books, and 600 orders came in on 27 December.56
         
 
         Summary of the Novel
 
         Despite being only the third of the series, A Man Could Stand Up – acts climactically, and cathartically, in ways related to form as
          well as content. Most obviously, perhaps, it contrives a final scene on Armistice Night, but the conclusion is not, of course, quite as simple as that implies. Nor is the tripartite structure as neat as it might first appear. Parts I and III, which take place on Armistice Day, number three and two chapters respectively, and Part I is longer as one might expect. Part II takes the reader back in time. It is significantly longer than the other two parts put together, containing six out of eleven chapters and 164 out of 275 pages in the UK first edition. It bears the weight, then, and might be said to halt the sense of progression, retaining more of the reader’s attention on its prolonged presentation of Tietjens and his men at war. How does A Man Could Stand Up – contribute to Antony Fowles’ description of ‘the decorum of the tetralogy’s handling of time’?57 There are, on the face of it, a couple of glitches in relation to the chronology of the previous volumes. Such glitches might bear witness to the difficulty of handling a series of four novels over five such years in Ford’s life,58 but more to the point is that his protagonist has been suffering from memory loss and shell-shock. In fact, time itself is seemingly both stretched and foreshortened in all kinds of ways throughout the tetralogy as a deliberate component of Ford’s technique. It is worthy of particular comment in A Man Could Stand Up –. The action of Part I takes place during approximately twenty minutes of ‘real time’. The whole six chapters of Part II occupy a real-time slot of around forty-five minutes. During Part III Armistice Day evening turns into night. Ford’s creative debt to the man he had recently termed ‘the Master from New England’, Henry James, most particularly his interest in the detailed representation of consciousness, is starkly visible here.59 Overall, though, its structure
          is such that it realises very effectively Arthur Mizener’s description of A Man Could Stand Up – as a novel in which Christopher and Valentine both ‘reach the climax of long struggles’ and move on, consciously, from their Edwardian selves into a new world.60 Sylvia is notably absent throughout.
          
 
          
          
          
          
         A Man Could Stand Up – opens with Valentine on the telephone, having been called away from her duties in the girls’ school where she is a physical instructress. It is around 11 a.m. on Armistice Day. There is excessive noise, from the street and from the girls in the playground, though she has missed the bells, sirens and maroons signalling the eleventh hour.61 At first unclear as to whom she is talking, it eventually transpires that Edith Ethel Duchemin (now Lady Macmaster) is informing her that Christopher Tietjens is in London once more and in need of help. It is a tortuous conversation, as well as a cunning device. Edith Ethel is malicious, and has managed to link Valentine’s name compromisingly with Tietjens’ in an earlier part of her conversation – with the headmistress of the school. By the end of this call, and the other conversation in Part I that completes the triangle (Valentine talks to her headmistress face to face; all three women thus talk to each other),62 we have been reminded of significant events from Some Do Not …, as well as of the characters of those involved. Valentine has also reflected on her place in what is now the after-war world, and decided that if he still wants her she will attach herself, for good or ill, to Christopher, whom she loves.
         
 
         Part II shifts time and place dramatically, returning us to the Front, though not immediately to a bombardment, on a morning in April 1918. Soon the noises of war begin, first of all a ‘sulky’ cannon; then, immediately, the larks. The conversations between men follow on – paralleling those between women in Part I – as Tietjens discusses the larks, among other things, with his sergeant and also feels, like Valentine, alienated: ‘[the men] look at me as a sort of atheist’, he thinks, shortly before he begins to brood on his statistical chances of surviving the imminent massive German attack (II.i). The bombardments, when they come, are perhaps less bloody and desperate than in No More Parades, though Tietjens does remember at one point the terrible death of O Nine Morgan. Up to and even including the final explosive scene, with one notable exception (in a flash-back to when a German soldier invades their trench and Christopher prepares to stab him),63 his emotional and psychological responses through the several periods of shelling are subject to a greater sense of an evolving character. Ford, against the background of high tension, is carefully setting out the ways in which his subject will change. From the start of Part II the process is in train that culminates in Tietjens’ own declaration as to his place in the post-war world: he will retreat from his professional and personal encumbrances in order to live with Valentine and sell antiques to make a living. Pictures from the past help him to believe in, and enact, this transformation. He recalls some of the same scenes as Valentine from their previous time together; their consciousness-raising is intertwined with similar memory and feeling, though it occurs in different times and – particularly – places.
          
 
          
          
         Part III of A Man Could Stand Up – begins as Valentine comes to Gray’s Inn in order to meet Christopher. The one remaining hurdle to their becoming lovers is presented by Mrs Wannop, Valentine’s mother, and the wife of Christopher’s father’s oldest friend. She telephones them, in an echo of that first triangulate of telephone conversations which insinuated an adultery that had not taken place. Both Christopher and Valentine talk to Mrs Wannop, and there is a nice irony in the fact that she, in fact, eases the whole matter forward for them by inadvertently letting Christopher know that Valentine is prepared to become his lover. Valentine begins to learn about his war experiences as men from his unit arrive, honouring their promises to look him up; Tietjens, meanwhile, has confessed something of his continuing psychological and emotional terrors to Mrs Wannop on the phone. The drunken celebration and dance that ensues contains
          within it all the tensions of the inter-relationships between the men, as well as their combined experiences. Valentine has found herself thinking of Sylvia more than once. This is why the energy of the dance is so compelling, its level so high. They dance together, and it is as though the ‘whole world round them was yelling and prancing round’: a microcosm of Armistice Day, and a temporary conclusion to Parade’s End.
          
 
          
          
         Communication
 
         The organising principles of absence and presence around which A Man Could Stand Up – coheres, and related issues of communication, are effectively signified by the repeated use of the telephone in the novel. The conversation between Valentine and Edith Ethel with which it opens has often attracted the attention of critics, because of the ways in which this particular technology amplifies gossip, exacerbating Valentine’s fear and doubt. That scene ends with Valentine ‘smashing’ the telephone, and severing the connection between her and Edith Ethel’s world of social climbing and hypocrisy (I.ii). Its use in Part III is as significant. When Valentine adapts Shakespeare (‘It broke the word of promise to the ear, the telephone’),64 she is still caught by her fantasy of Tietjens as the murderous Bluebeard while wrestling with her own agency in the affair. She imagines his telephone has been disconnected, so she will not be able to scream for the police through it when his ‘madness caused by sex obsessions’ means he tries to strangle her. She, so the fantasy goes, cannot escape. When it actually rings, proving her wrong, she is no longer in the same psychological place. Thanks to her exploration of the house and its furniture – with all they symbolise of Tietjens – she is, instead, prepared to be caught. She answers the phone, and in this mediated fashion, Ford lets us know she will
          sleep with Tietjens. Readers who are familiar with Ford’s Edwardian novel A Call (1910) will make a different connection at this point as well, identifying a development between Ford’s pre-war and post-war fiction. Robert Grimshaw suffers a prolonged nervous breakdown as a result of answering a telephone when in a very similar situation, though the sexes are reversed. Valentine does not care who knows she is there: ‘Her voice might be recognised. Let it be recognised. She desired to be known in a compromising position! What did you do on Armistice Day!’ (III.i). The fact that it is her mother on the phone does, however, test her resolve. The plot slows, as it becomes more fraught (and Ford’s difficulty with writing this section of the novel is detailed in the Note on the Text), and then Christopher takes over, meaning that her resolve, whatever its status, becomes temporarily irrelevant. Instead of being with her, he will talk to her mother about her. Those most directly involved in a situation rarely discuss it with each other, Armistice Day or not.
          
 
          
          
         In the Introduction to Some Do Not …, Max Saunders discusses the characteristic conversation pattern between Valentine and Christopher in its hesitations and obliquenesses. Ellipsis, signifying suppression, repression, doubt, hesitation, nervousness or expectation, remains Ford’s most frequent stylistic device here.65 Valentine and Christopher are seen together even less in A Man Could Stand Up – than they are in that first novel and, despite the different tone overall, the telephone is also an important symbol of the indirectness of communication (between them, but not just between them) that persists into volume III. They do not talk to each other on the phone, though they pass a receiver between themselves in order to talk to Mrs Wannop about each other – and Valentine, remember, was telephoned about Tietjens by Edith Ethel in Part I. On first being reunited, they leave sentences unfinished, necessitating ellipsis of course, and almost immediately Valentine’s mind is elsewhere, thinking about the telephone. When they do speak directly, as the novel comes to a close, they are saying something completely different (and more boring, less passionate) from what they had wanted to
          say, creating another level of running, unspoken dialogue. There is, therefore, a notable contrast when Tietjens begins to talk to Mrs Wannop on the telephone and discovers some fluency.66 Each hears what the other is saying and is able to respond. It is tempting to read this as a deliberate reference to the comparative simplicity of the past world in which their relationship is rooted: his father and Mrs Wannop’s husband were each other’s ‘oldest friend’. The fluency and self-expression do not last for long, however: the interruptions from drunk soldiers begin, and our attention is taken away from Tietjens’ honest and open expression of his war experience. Its most compelling and pitiable aspect (‘It’s that that’s desperate. I’ll tell you. I’ll give you an instance. I was carrying a boy […]’) is relayed in the next section, by Valentine. From then on, we are left with Valentine’s overheard snippets until, in the following chapter when the subject has changed again, Tietjens himself becomes the focaliser. Now he constructs his own dual dialogue, thinking slowly yet desperately on his feet about how to continue this conversation with a mother ‘pleading with infinite statesmanship for her daughter’, while retaining his intention to make love to Valentine. When, finally, he hangs up, he cuts himself off from Mrs Wannop’s rather desperate perception of the ‘high-minded’, and their particular brand of ‘irregular union’ (III.i). He smiles as he comes down-stairs.
          
 
          
          
         Communication was, of course, vitally important to Tietjens as a commander at the Front. Although there would have been scope for Ford to persist in his use of the telephone to express the difficulty of communication at war too, there are only passing references to telephone calls in Part II.67 That difficulty of communication is still very much shown through ellipsis (though this device is deployed as regularly in Part II to show the internal
          hesitations and problems Tietjens experiences as he responds to or thinks about his world and his place in it) but also in the dialect conversations, which presented copy-editors and American publishers with evident difficulty.68 Tietjens does not ever seem to struggle to understand the cockney that Ford renders so phonetically. But it does have the effect of increasing his sense of isolation at the times when that is most apparent. A good example occurs in II.i, two pages after one of the most problematic renderings of dialect – ‘was it n smashed. Hin a gully; well beind the line’ – with no apostrophes.69 Tietjens remarks at the end of this exchange with his sergeant:
          
 
          
          
         
            “Do you mean to say, then, that your men, Sergeant, are really damned heroes? I suppose they are!”
 
            He said “your men,” instead of “our” or even “the” men, because he had been till the day before yesterday merely the second-in-command – and was likely to be to-morrow again merely the perfectly inactive second-in-command of what was called a rag-time collection that was astonishingly a clique and mutely combined to regard him as an outsider. (II.i)

         
 
         Though he understands it, the use of dialect does help to reinforce this sense of himself as the outsider. As he is an officer, this is about his rank too, one that he is proud of but cannot inhabit for fear of its impermanence, as indicated in the quotation. However, there is something else going on here that has a more profound, though subtle, effect on the text, and on our understanding of Tietjens’ character and the extent to which he is marginalised. Between the instance of dialect and the passage quoted above, the sergeant’s speech over several lines is rendered in free indirect style. Tietjens’ viewpoint has been temporarily invaded; taken over in fact. The novel’s editors did not know what to make of this, and the confusion in their decisions as to what to do with speech marks, for example, can be seen from the relevant textual notes accompanying the chapter. Ford, however, knew exactly what he was doing (the typescript is far less confused than any other of the textual witnesses): he was forcing home this impression of a man under siege, and bending the rules of narrative to do so.
          
 
          
          
         Though the sergeant is not aware of the effect he is having on his senior officer, McKechnie is not such an innocent. He worries away at Tietjens’ sense of himself and his authority (‘whispering in the ear of the C.O.’ says Tietjens, II.ii) in a deliberate attempt to destabilise him, thereby totalising the assault. In many cases, Tietjens manages to deflect the tensions in his relationship with this character away from direct verbal encounters into the intellectual constraints of Latin composition, but McKechnie’s paranoid nervousness threatens to break out into full-blown mutinous behaviour on more than one occasion. Tietjens must develop an effective psychological trick for dealing with him, based on his anachronistic understanding of feudal order – and ability to translate it into forceful military parlance.70 One wonders often, when reading the six chapters that make up Part II of the novel, whether any real leader of men during the war could possibly have been as beleaguered as Tietjens. And this is before discussion of his problems with his commanding officers, complicated as they are by Sylvia’s notorious behaviour.71 His alienation – from his peers, from his superiors, and sometimes from his men – is what turns his final transformation in Part II from being merely impressive into a miracle. It also makes Valentine’s acceptance of him seem all the more tender, especially when it occurs (Valentine is ‘amazed’ that it does, and so, perhaps, are we) in the context of similarly complex communication
         
 
          
         
         
 
         Regeneration/rebirth
 
         Pat Barker’s celebrated series of books about the First World War is known as the Regeneration Trilogy.72 Long before W. H. R. Rivers, the real-life doctor who features prominently throughout, had anything to do with shell-shocked soldiers’ minds, he had been engaged in more practical experiments, such as the one in 1903 with his colleague Henry Head at Cambridge, in which a cutaneous nerve in Head’s forearm was severed. The ends of the nerve were then rejoined, sewn together with fine silk sutures, and the men commenced their task: to chart the healing process of the separated nerve. In his later writings on this medical experiment, Rivers cited his ‘observations on the sensory changes which accompany the regeneration of a divided and reunited nerve’.73
         
 
         The keyword in Rivers’ description is ‘regeneration’, and it is one that Barker exploits in all its symbolic strength in her trilogy. (Ford worked with this idea rather earlier, as I go on to suggest.) Biological processes serve as a foundational layer in her fictional exploration of what war can do to a man’s mind. Unlike in the experiments of the pre-war world, however, the fractures of shell-shock, memory loss and repression are not easily balanced by the curative processes Rivers and others are able to bring to bear upon them. In A Man Could Stand Up – there is no Rivers, nor anyone like him. Tietjens bears his psychological wounds alone, but knows in the end that he needs to talk about them – not to a doctor, but to Valentine, and to her mother as well.74 Tietjens, though, despite suffering from nightmares and flashbacks, and
          physical injuries too, has been spared the worst traumas the war could inflict. War itself is also regenerative for him, and this emphasises the size and scale of the character with whom we are dealing.75 As the key scene in Part II approaches (in which he is rescued and then in turn rescues one of his men), Tietjens works out that the real reason he hates the Germans is because they are preventing him from being with Valentine, whom he loves. As a ‘Younger Son’ the word ‘love’ has been very little in his vocabulary, along with anything else reflective, ambitious, driven or self-interested. Until now, this defining sense of himself has only been compounded by his role in the war: ‘He had been a sort of eternal Second-in-Command’ (II.vi). Tietjens’ moment of regeneration in A Man Could Stand Up – is, therefore, as dramatic as any healing of a nerve could be. It is as though some connection is effected that has been missing in his make-up; a systemic link is forged between mind and body that allows him to inhabit himself, to feel all his extremities, and to contemplate ‘standing up’, which he then does, under fire, carrying the wounded Aranjuez. His relationship to the world around him is simultaneously changed, because it ‘was a condemnation of a civilisation that he, Tietjens, possessed of enormous physical strength should never have needed to use it before’ (II.vi). (Protected, as he was, from physical labour by his background of course.) Rather than fear any increased alienation, a reader at this point is only aware of his increased potential, immediately fulfilled when he ‘felt tender, like a mother, and enormous’ in charge of the boy.76
          
 
          
          
         There is one final and important stage to be worked through before Part II ends and the reunification scene in London can begin, and this takes place around the near-death experience of Duckett. Lance-Corporal Duckett is seriously wounded (and, unlike Tietjens, quasi-comedically buried) in the bombardment during which Aranjuez is saved. Duckett has reminded Tietjens throughout the novel of Valentine. Tietjens has noticed things about him, character traits, such as the way he rubs his ankles, which have at times been expressed very affectionately. Although, first of all, the ‘nice, clean, fair boy’ suggests Valentine Wannop, and then assumes a position in Tietjens’ mind where he ‘was Valentine Wannop’, it does not take Tietjens long to understand that, in fact, this confusion of identities is ‘mere subterfuge’. Duckett is the route his unconscious is taking to a longed-for post-war world, and life, that are gradually taking shape within it. (It is a world in which Tietjens will not take orders, and there will be no more feudal atmosphere.)77 Tietjens is quietly obsessed by Valentine, he realises, and the ‘rest’ and ‘repose’ that she represents (II.iv). So what are we to make of the fact that Duckett then almost dies?
          
 
          
          
         It is, in part, the mechanism by which Ford recombines Tietjens’ and Valentine’s separate wartime existences: the ‘nice, clean, fair’ soldier Captain Tietjens cares about is almost sacrificed as part of the process by which he comes to his real love object. But there is more at stake too. Tietjens, newly maternal (his men had spotted this quality in him some time previously),78 does genuinely and independently care about Duckett, and at first we think that Duckett is most likely to be dead. He has been buried for ten minutes, and the Company Commander is revealed as dead, shot through the head, while they are still trying to dig Duckett out. Tietjens himself is not sure whether, when he does emerge, he is dead or unconscious. The ambiguity, overall, of this whole scene makes a forceful point about the fragility of life (and, in turn, about the fragility of much else that is life-giving, like his reunion with Valentine). The fact that Duckett does not die is then rendered simultaneously both more surprising and more affirmingly ordinary – it is down to the methodical and efficient
          attention of the ‘small Cockney Tommy’ called, with robust humour, Cockshott.
          
 
          
          
         Finally, it is crucial to the climax of this novel that Duckett, in part representing Valentine, both undertakes and then emerges from his journey underground and into death. Marvellously alive, thanks to Cockshott’s artificial respiration, he gives us leave to hope that the death Tietjens has often anticipated (it was a funeral at the end of No More Parades) has now been removed to a safe, and liberating, distance. At the same time, the social funeral Valentine imagined in I.iii is given new substance. She and Tietjens will be living openly together – ‘reprehensible!’ says Tietjens – in this strange new world as man and wife.
         
 
         The regeneration scene in which Tietjens is rescued could equally well be described as a symbolic rebirth.79 Tietjens’ rescue is not dwelt on, particularly, in this way; but that of Aranjuez certainly is:
         
 
         
            They were low. In a wide hole. There was no reason for furious haste. Especially on your hands and knees.
 
            His hands were under the slime, and his forearms. He battled his hands down greasy cloth; under greasy cloth. Slimy, not greasy! He pushed outwards. The boy’s hands and arms appeared. It was going to be easier. His face was now quite close to the boy’s but it was impossible to hear what he said. Possibly he was unconscious. […] He lifted the boy’s arms over his own shoulders so that his hands might clasp themselves behind his neck. They were slimy and disagreeable. He was short in the wind. He heaved back. The boy came up a little. He was certainly fainting. He gave no assistance. The slime was filthy. (II.vi)

         
 
         In the end, two others help Tietjens deliver Aranjuez, but the primitive, physical, miraculous nature of their initial struggle is one of the unforgettable scenes of the novel. Ford does not allow its momentum to be lost. It is preserved by Duckett’s crossing and  re-crossing of the boundary between life and death, and sustained into Part III in which, further augmenting Tietjens’ own transformation and unification with Valentine, a very particular inter-textual relationship is at work: that with Euripides’ Alcestis. Ford translated the Alcestis as one of his first literary tasks after being demobbed. Its symbolic role in the pattern of his career is thus, perhaps, evident. However, the play has particular relevance in a discussion of volume III of Parade’s End: because of its content, because of its form, and because of the way the two combined to break the rules of classical tragedy. Alcestis being brought back from the underworld helps in part to explain the hope and optimism of A Man Could Stand Up –.80
          
 
          
          
         The Alcestis begins with a picture of a marriage, and the themes of domesticity remain important throughout. Alcestis and her husband Admetus, king of Pherae, have been married for some time, and have children, but the play opens on the day on which Alcestis must die. Emotional scenes relate her leave-taking of her children and her husband, before she is escorted to the underworld by Death. As the household mourns, Hercules passes by, on his way to perform heroic deeds. Admetus offers him hospitality despite his grief; unable to bear the shame of turning him away he lies about the causes of the household’s obvious distress. Hercules, finding out the truth, is so moved by Admetus’ courage and forbearance that he undertakes to vanquish Death. Bravely, he will journey into the underworld in order to release Alcestis and return her to her husband. This he does, she in disguise, and the two are reunited in great joy.
         
 
         The Alcestis, with what one editor has called its ‘fairy-tale plot and happy resolution’, did not follow the usual tragic pattern.81 The undoubted misery of its early scenes is overwritten by the comedy of Hercules’ drunken revelry and later mortified rescue of the doomed wife. While this formal characteristic might be
          said to relate to aspects of A Man Could Stand Up – the relationship between the texts is more well-developed than that. The nature of life’s boundary with death as Ford constructs it in his novel is increasingly insubstantial, increasingly wonderful: Duckett, like Alcestis, comes back from the dead. But it was the emotion of the Alcestis’ early scenes that most impressed Ford. As he begins to discuss Euripides in The March of Literature, Ford focuses on his ‘humanity’ and ‘vitality’, before proclaiming Alcestis’ farewell to her marriage bed his ‘favourite passage of all Greek drama’.82 To a reader of A Man Could Stand Up – (as well as then of Last Post), his choice is not surprising. While the play receives at least three mentions at the end of A Man Could Stand Up –, it is the bed Ford found so compelling that most occupies Valentine’s thoughts as well.
          
 
          
          
         ‘So she kissed the bed whilst the tears fell upon it,’ Ford writes in his translation of Euripides, ‘[a]nd she went away; and she came back again; and she lay down upon the bed as if she would never leave it. Over and over again […].’83 Valentine’s own ‘nuptial couch’ (III.ii) may be a humble camp bed, but there is nothing prosaic about it. ‘What an Alcestis!’ she thinks, as she watches, closely, the three officers who are sitting on it, springing up from time to time as they do to join in the celebrations. In Euripides’ drama this piece of furniture symbolises the strongest of Alcestis’ ties to life, as well as her life-giving potential, realised in the children she conceived and bore there. The contrast with the death she is anticipating is felt most keenly, and can be expressed most dramatically, there. Ford borrows this contrast, updating it – it is Tietjens who comes closer to death and who has also, thus far, been associated with new life; it is the future that the bed symbolises here, not the past.84 But Ford also preserves very effectively
           the sense of desperate odds in Euripides’ play, and the fundamental importance of the sexual relationship between husband and wife.
          
 
          
          
         Title
 
         Much of the material in this Introduction could have been related to the title that Ford chose for his novel. Its final punctuation, a dash, is less suggestive of hesitation than of a range of potential subsequent clauses or illustrations.85 The sexual pun has become most obvious, perhaps, in the recent discussion of the marriage bed – Tietjens and Sylvia have not made love in five years. Ford’s title can also be linked powerfully to ideas of regeneration. A vision of a man standing ‘in a high place in France’ initiated Parade’s End, Ford’s greatest achievement as a writer post-war. In a vivid account of the early stages of the work, Ford realises his ‘intrigue’ is a resurrection of his great friend Arthur Marwood, who had died in 1916. As he works away at the nature of his protagonist, Ford suddenly sees Marwood in his mind’s eye, ‘during the period of hostilities taking in not only what was visible but all the causes and all the motive powers of infinitely distant places’. ‘It was as if he lived again,’ writes Ford, ‘I had my central character.’86 Tietjens stands like Marwood in volume III.
         
 
         Earlier in this Introduction I talked about the importance of Ford being able to see things clearly in and with this novel: his own recent experience, the world around him, the past and the imagined future. Hills are, of course, symbolic of this activity, and had been for Ford since the very beginning of his writing career.87
          His post-war domestic locations in both Sussex and France are relevant in this respect, and Ford also places himself conspicuously at the top of a hill as he begins to construct his post-war vision in It Was the Nightingale.88 When a man is talking about ‘standing up’ in volume III of Parade’s End, he is most often imagining standing up on a hill:
          
 
          
          
         
            The name Bemerton suddenly came on to his tongue. Yes, Bemerton, Bemerton, Bemerton was George Herbert’s parsonage. Bemerton, outside Salisbury…. The cradle of the race as far as our race was worth thinking about. He imagined himself standing up on a little hill, a lean contemplative parson, looking at the land sloping down to Salisbury spire. A large, clumsily bound seventeenth century testament, Greek, beneath his elbow…. Imagine standing up on a hill! It was the unthinkable thing there! (II.ii)
            

         
 
         One must stoop at war, as his sergeant soon laments (like the figure of the soldier on Duckworth’s dust-jacket). Head wounds from snipers were frequent. Tietjens himself states later that he can’t ‘apparently, get away from them’ when the Company Commander is killed. That is one reason why standing up is ‘unthinkable’, but it is also, at the level of imagination, about the impossibility of a long perspective. At war, Ford felt constrained by his necessary close attention to three particular inches on the map – such was the ‘grindstone of affairs’. Post-war, he read voraciously to correct that narrowness of vision.89 In Ford’s case, however, there is also the business of how he felt about the Germans. If you gain enough height, after all, perhaps it is possible (or even required) to see both sides.
         
 
         In March 1926 Ford wrote to Gerald Duckworth. In this letter he detailed his progress with A Man Could Stand Up –, and it has
           been quoted from already, but he also had another matter to raise with his publisher: a German translation of No More Parades. He’s uneasy about the idea, because he fears that the novel might be interpreted as representing a political critique of ‘England’ during the war. He accepts it eventually, however, on the understanding that the un-named German publisher will also take A Man Could Stand Up – ‘which is rather nasty to the said H[uns], redressing the balance’.90 From the evidence in the novel, it is hard to know exactly what Ford means. While Tietjens feels disgusted by the prisoners he is guarding, and there is the odd reference to the ‘beastly Germans’ or the ‘bloody imbeciles’, much of the material directly treating the Germans seems to belong to that code covering the ‘gallant enemy’ that Ford regretted the loss of in the face of early reporting of the war and Germany. Though one reading of Ford’s choice of title has to acknowledge, along with the implications of sexual expression, its connotations of manly duty (it is ‘in the trenches’ that Tietjens ‘is a man’, noted the New Statesman),91 moral courage and perhaps even patriotic aggression, there is less of all this here than one might, perhaps, expect.92 Where it does appear, as in a discussion of influenza in II.vi, or in the case of the ‘fat Hun’ on a hillside, it is swiftly mediated by some expression of sympathy or common humanity in the face of the trials of war. This is not an anti-German book. Ford’s vision of hills in the novel anticipates peace above all, the renewed breadth of vision of all the ‘kingdoms of the earth’, as Gringoire puts it, that is, in its completeness, closer to the truth.93 ‘On a huge hill, / Cragged, and steep, Truth stands, and he that will / Reach her, about must, and about must go’, wrote Donne in one of his satires, and there is a sense of that kind of progression as Gringoire details his landscapes at the start of No Enemy,  pausing to anticipate sight of his own preferred kingdoms  (England and France) en route to considering his view of the  Germans.94 Those who instigated the war Gringoire feels  antipathy for; those he was fighting against were different: ‘But I  don’t think many people in the trenches actually, and except at  odd moments, ever felt active hatred against the men in the  opposite lines or even those who militarily directed their operations.’95 Tietjens expresses a very similar thought, but first of all  he has to find a long view of the ‘whole vast territory that  confronted them’ (II.vi), one that brings with it, more notably,  sympathy for the ‘most miserable human beings that had ever  existed’: he means not the Tommies but the underfed Germans  who are stricken by illness.
          
 
          
          
          
         Important as it was to Ford, this is not just about political morality. He needed this view, personally and, more specifically, psychologically. In Provence, published in 1935, he writes about his experience of claustrophobia, associated not with London locations but with life in Sussex post-war, where the ‘dreadful greennesses of the countrysides’ frightened him: ‘My chest will burst. I shall suffocate if I cannot get to a hard, hot stone, flat on an iron, parched hillside, looking, between olive, almond and mulberry trunks, over the Mediterranean.’96 The necessity of hills, the way they are built into the fabric of A Man Could Stand Up –, takes on a different resonance in a context like this, one that is reinforced if we think again about the fear of the ‘malices and doubts’ in It Was the Nightingale. Deep in Sussex, Ford felt himself to be hemmed in by ghosts, by time present and time past, as imagined voices and images bounce back and forth in the reflective panes of the windows.97 This is very different from the crippling fear of open spaces he experienced as a much younger
          man.98 Though Olive Garnett recorded one of his more serious agoraphobic attacks as having occurred on Salisbury Plain, Ford wrote in Return to Yesterday of how in the ‘vastnesses of London one has the impression of being infinitely alone’.99 One effect of the trauma of war is that rather than fearing those ‘vastnesses’, he seeks them out. They prove curative not solely for the enforced narrowness of perspective at war, but existentially, for the stooping and fearful existence in the trenches and its legacy of terrors that crowd his mind. He found them in Provence.
          
 
          
          
         Ford’s ultimate achievement in the literary imagination of Christopher Tietjens, I would like to suggest in conclusion, is rooted in the fact that once Tietjens has learned how to stand up in a critically changed environment, expediting that very process of change as he does so, he alters direction again. ‘A man could now stand up on a hill,’ he exults, ‘so he and she could surely get into some hole together!’ (II.vi). Tietjens is thinking about a still place, a protected space – a foxhole, a dugout, something like that ‘antiquity shop’ near Bath. It may be the noise of the dance, and Valentine’s thoughts of the bed, that draw A Man Could Stand Up – to a close, but ‘he and she’ go about their peace together quietly and fruitfully, ushering in the very different world that is Last Post. 
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            87 The ‘Victorian great figures’ of Ford’s childhood (Thomas Carlyle, say, who features in A Man Could Stand Up –, or John Ruskin) were held up as standing ‘on unattainable heights’, overwhelming him as a youth, but Ford also wanted ‘Great Writers’ to elevate their readers, making the world a better place by providing a new point of view. He thought similarly about other kinds of artists too: Holbein and Dürer ‘stand up like lighthouses out of the sea of Germanic painters’. See Ancient Lights and Certain New Reflections (London: Chapman & Hall, 1911), viii–ix; Letters 15 (a letter to Edward Garnett in 1901); Hans Holbein the Younger (London: Duckworth, 1905), 1. In A Call, Robert Grimshaw appreciates his encounter with a Greek Orthodox priest because it enables him to ‘come for a moment out of the ring, very visible and circumscribed, in which he moved’. It gave him, ‘as it were, the chance to stand upon a little hill and look down into the misty “affair” in which he was so deeply engaged’ (121). See also the early poem ‘A Great View’ (1904) in Selected Poems, ed. Max Saunders (Manchester: Carcanet, 1997), 21–2.
            

         

            88 Nightingale 63.
            
 
            89 Nightingale 27.
            

         

            90 Letters 168.
            
 
            91 This was P. C. Kennedy on 23 October 1926.
            
 
            92 Conrad’s exhortation that ‘a man should stand up to his bad luck, to his mistakes, to his conscience’ (The Shadow-Line [London: Dent, 1923], 131–2) must, however, have been in Ford’s mind. References to passages of the Bible occur fairly frequently in A Man Could Stand Up –, and on this particular point see also Ephesians 6:13–14, ‘Wherefore take unto you the whole armour of God, that you may be able to withstand in the evil day, and having done all to stand. Stand therefore, having your loins girt about with truth, and having on the breastplate of righteousness’; and Revelation 6:17, ‘For the great day of his wrath is come and who shall be able to stand?’
            
 
            93 In the gospels, the devil takes Jesus up onto ‘a high mountain’ to show him ‘all the kingdoms of the world’ and tempts him to renounce the Lord (see, for example, Luke 4:5); No Enemy 35.
            
 
            94 Donne, Satire 3 (‘Kind pity chokes my spleen’) in The Complete English Poems, ed. A. J. Smith (Harmondsworth: Penguin, 1980), 161–4, ll. 79–81.
            
 
            95 No Enemy 47.
            

         

            96 Ford, Provence: From Minstrels to Machine (1935), ed. John Coyle (Manchester: Carcanet, 2009), 289.
            
 
            97 I have written elsewhere at more length about this key section in Ford’s work, and its relationship to others of his texts. See, for example, Fragmenting Modernism: Ford Madox Ford, the Novel and the Great War (Manchester: Manchester University Press, 2002), 209–15.
            

         

            98 His unpleasant and sometimes very strange treatments for this, and for other bouts of neurasthenia, are detailed in the memoir Return to Yesterday (1931) (Manchester: Carcanet, 1999), in the chapter ‘Some Cures’. They included diets of pork and ice cream, cold baths, and being suddenly shown ‘indecent photographs of a singular banality’ as doctors attempted to prove that his agoraphobia and depression had a sexual origin (202–3).
            
 
            99 Return 230.
            

         



      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            A NOTE ON THIS EDITION OF PARADE’S END
            

         
 
         This edition takes as its copy-text the British first editions of the four novels. It is not a critical edition of the manuscripts, nor is it a variorum edition comparing the different editions exhaustively. The available manuscripts and other pre-publication materials have been studied and taken into account, and have informed any emendations, all of which are recorded in the textual notes.
 
         The British first editions were the first publication of the complete texts for at least the first three volumes. The case of Last Post is more complicated, and is discussed by Paul Skinner in that volume; but in short, if the British edition was not the first published, the US edition was so close in date as to make them effectively simultaneous (especially in terms of Ford’s involvement), so there is no case for not using the British text there too, whereas there are strong reasons in favour of using it for the sake of consistency (with the publisher’s practices, and habits of British as opposed to American usage).
         
 
         Complete manuscripts have survived for all four volumes. That for Some Do Not … is an autograph, A Man Could Stand Up – and the other two are typescripts. All four have autograph corrections and revisions in Ford’s hand, as well as deletions (which there is no reason to believe are not also authorial). The typescripts also have typed corrections and revisions. As Ford inscribed two of them to say the typing was his own, there is no reason to think these typed second thoughts were not also his. The manuscripts also all have various forms of compositor’s markup, confirming what Ford inscribed on the last two, that the UK editions were set from them.
         
 
         Our edition is primarily intended for general readers and students of Ford. Recording every minor change from manuscript to first book edition would be of interest to only a small number of textual scholars, who would need to consult the original manuscripts themselves. However, many of the revisions and deletions are highly illuminating about Ford’s method of composition, and the changes of conception of the novels. While we have normally followed his decisions in our text, we have annotated the changes we judge to be significant (and of course such selection implies editorial judgement) in the textual notes.
         
 
         There is only a limited amount of other pre-publication material, perhaps as a result of Duckworth & Co. suffering fires in 1929 and 1950, and being bombed in 1942. There are some pages of an episode originally intended as the ending of Some Do Not … but later recast for No More Parades, and some pages omitted from Last Post. Unlike the other volumes, Last Post also underwent widespread revisions differentiating the first UK and US editions. Corrected proofs of the first chapter only of Some Do Not … were discovered in a batch of materials from Ford’s transatlantic review. An uncorrected proof copy of A Man Could Stand Up – has also been studied. There are comparably patchy examples of previous partial publication of two of the volumes. Part I of Some Do Not … was serialised in the transatlantic review, of which at most only the first four and a half chapters preceded the Duckworth edition. More significant is the part of the first chapter of No More Parades that appeared in the Contact Collection of Contemporary Writers in 1925, with surprising differences from the book versions. All of this material has been studied closely, and informs our editing of the Duckworth texts. But – not least because of its fragmentary nature – it didn’t warrant variorum treatment.
         
 
         The only comparable editing of Ford’s work as we have prepared this edition has been Martin Stannard’s admirable Norton edition of The Good Soldier. Stannard took the interesting decision to use the text of the British first edition, but emend the punctuation throughout to follow that of the manuscript. He makes a convincing case for the punctuation being an editorial imposition, and that even if Ford tacitly assented to it (assuming he had a choice), it alters the nature of his manuscript. A similar argument could be made about Parade’s End too. Ford’s punctuation is certainly distinctive: much lighter than in the published versions, and with an eccentrically variable number of suspension dots (between three and eight).100 However, there seem to us four major reasons for retaining the Duckworth punctuation in the case of Parade’s End:
         
 
         
            1) The paucity of pre-publication material. The existence of an autograph manuscript for Some Do Not … as opposed to typescripts for the other three raises the question of whether there might not have existed a typescript for Some Do Not … or autographs for the others. Ford inscribed the typescripts of A Man Could Stand Up – and Last Post to say the typing was his own (though there is some evidence of dictation in both). The typescript of No More Parades has a label attached saying ‘M.S. The property of / F. M. Ford’; although there is nothing that says the typing is his own, the typing errors make it unlikely that it was the work of a professional typist, and we have no reason to believe Ford didn’t also type this novel. So we assume for these three volumes that the punctuation in the typescripts was his (and not imposed by another typist), and, including his autograph corrections, would represent his final thoughts before receiving the proofs. However, without full surviving corrected proofs of any volume it is impossible to be certain which of the numerous changes were or were not authorial. (Janice Biala told Arthur Mizener that ‘Ford did his real revisions on the proofs – and only the publishers have those. The page proofs in Julies’ [sic] and my possession are the English ones – no American publisher had those that I know of.’101 However, no page proofs for any of the four novels are among her or Ford’s daughter Julia Loewe’s papers now at Cornell, nor does the Biala estate hold any.)
            
 
            
                

            
 
            2) Ford was an older, more experienced author in 1924–8 than in 1915. Though arguably he would have known even before the war how his editors were likely to regularise his punctuation, and had already published with John Lane, the first publisher of The Good Soldier, nevertheless by 1924 he certainly knew Duckworth’s house style (Duckworth had published another novel, The Marsden Case, the previous year). More tellingly, perhaps, Ford’s cordial relations with Duckworth would surely have made it possible to voice any concern, which his correspondence does not record his having done.
             
 
             
             
            
                

            
 
            3) On the evidence of the errors that remained uncorrected in the first editions, the single chapter proofs for Some Do Not …, and Ford’s comments in his letters on the speed at which he had to correct proofs, he does not appear to have been very thorough in his proofreading. Janice Biala commented apropos Parade’s End:
            
 
            
               Ford was the worst proof reader on earth and knew it. Most of the time, the proofs were corrected in an atmosphere of […] nervous exhaustion & exaperation [sic] with the publisher who after dallying around for months, would suddenly need the corrected proofs 2 hours after their arrival at the house etc, etc, you know.102
               

            
 
            At the least, he was more concerned with style than with punctuation.
 
            
                

            
 
            4) Such questions may be revisited should further pre-publication material be discovered. In the meantime, we took the decision to retain the first edition text as our copy-text, rather than conflate manuscript and published texts, on the grounds that this was the form in which the novels went through several impressions and editions in the UK and the US during Ford’s lifetime, and in which they were read by his contemporaries and (bar some minor changes) have continued to be read until now.
 
            
         
 
         The emendations this edition has made to the copy-text fall into two categories:
         
   
         
            1) The majority of cases are errors that were not corrected at proof stage. With compositors’ errors the manuscripts provide the authority for the emendations, sometimes also supported by previous publication where available. We have corrected any of Ford’s rare spelling and punctuation errors which were replicated in the UK text (the UK and US editors didn’t always spot the same errors). We have also very occasionally emended factual and historical details where we are confident that the error is not part of the texture of the fiction. All such emendations of the UK text, whether substantive or accidental, are recorded in the textual endnotes.
 
            
                

            
 
            2) The other cases are where the manuscript and copy-text vary; where there is no self-evident error, but the editors judge the manuscript better reflects authorial intention. Such judgements are of course debatable. We have only made such emendations to the UK text when they are supported by evidence from the partial pre-publications (as in the case of expletives); or when they make better sense in context; or (in a very small number of cases) when the change between manuscript and UK loses a degree of specificity Ford elsewhere is careful to attain. Otherwise, where a manuscript reading differs from the published version, we have recorded it (if significant), but not restored it, on the grounds that Ford at least tacitly assented to the change in proof, and may indeed have made it himself – a possibility that can’t be ruled out in the absence of the evidence of corrected proofs.

         
 
         Our edition differs from previous ones in four main respects. First, it offers a thoroughly edited text of the series for the first time, one more reliable than any published previously. The location of one of the manuscripts, that of No More Parades, was unknown to Ford’s bibliographer David Harvey. It was brought to the attention of Joseph Wiesenfarth (who edits it for this edition) among Hemingway’s papers in the John Fitzgerald Kennedy Library (Columbia Point, Boston, Massachusetts). Its rediscovery finally made a critical edition of the entire tetralogy possible. Besides the corrections and emendations described above, the editors have made the decision to restore the expletives that are frequent in the typescript of No More Parades, set at the Front, but which were replaced with dashes in the UK and US book editions. While this decision may be a controversial one, we believe it is justified by the previous publication of part of No More Parades in Paris, in which Ford determined that the expletives should stand as accurately representing the way that soldiers talk. In A Man Could Stand Up – the expletives are censored with dashes in the TS, which, while it may suggest Ford’s internalising of the publisher’s decisions from one volume to the next, may also reflect the officers’ self-censorship, so there they have been allowed to stand.103
         
 
         Second, it presents each novel separately. They were published separately, and reprinted separately, during Ford’s lifetime. The volumes had been increasingly successful. He planned an omnibus edition, and in 1930 proposed the title Parade’s End for it (though possibly without the apostrophe).104 But the Depression intervened and prevented this sensible strategy for consolidating his reputation. After Ford’s death, and another world war, Penguin reissued the four novels as separate paperbacks.
         
 
         The first omnibus edition was produced in 1950 by Knopf. This edition, based on the US first editions, has been reprinted exactly in almost all subsequent omnibus editions (by Vintage, Penguin, and Carcanet; the exception is the new Everyman edition, for which the text was reset, but again using the US edition texts). Thus the tetralogy is familiar to the majority of its readers, on both sides of the Atlantic, through texts based on the US editions. There were two exceptions in the 1960s. When Graham Greene edited the Bodley Head Ford Madox Ford in 1963, he included Some Do Not … as volume 3, and No More Parades and A Man Could Stand Up – together as volume 4, choosing to exclude Last Post. This text is thus not only incomplete but also varies extensively from the first editions. Some of the variants are simply errors. Others are clearly editorial attempts to clarify obscurities or to ‘correct’ usage, sometimes to emend corruptions in the first edition, but clearly without knowledge of the manuscript. While it is an intriguing possibility that some of the emendations may have been Greene’s, they are distractions from what Ford actually wrote. Arthur Mizener edited Parade’s End for Signet Classics in 1964, combining the first two books in one volume, and the last two in another. Both these editions used the UK texts. Thus readers outside the US have not had a text of the complete work based on the UK text for over sixty years; those in the US, for forty-five years. Our edition restores the UK text, which has significant differences in each volume, and especially in the case of Last Post – for which even the title differed in the US editions, acquiring a definite article. This restoration of the UK text is the third innovation here.
          
 
          
          
         With the exception of paperback reissues of the Bodley Head texts by Sphere in 1969 (again excluding Last Post), the volumes have not been available separately since 1948. While there is no doubt Ford intended the books as a sequence (there is some doubt about how many volumes he projected, as noted here in the Introduction to A Man Could Stand Up – and discussed at more length in Last Post), the original UK editions appeared at intervals of more than a year. They were read separately, with many readers beginning with the later volumes. Like any writer of novel sequences, Ford was careful to ensure that each book was intelligible alone. Moreover, there are marked differences between each of the novels. Though all tell the story of the same group of characters, each focuses on a different selection of people. Sylvia Tietjens is, for example, completely absent from A Man Could Stand Up –, which centres on Valentine in its London scenes. The locations and times are also different in each of the four novels. In addition, and more strikingly, the styles and techniques develop and alter from one to the other. The time-frame of A Man Could Stand Up – is tightly compressed, and the relationship between thought and time, as treated in Some Do Not …, evolves in volume III: ‘Later [Valentine] realised that that was what thought was […] in those ten minutes you found you thought out more than in two years’ (A Man Could Stand Up – p. 29). Returning the novels to their original separate publication enables such developments and differences to be more clearly visible.
         
 
         Parade’s End in its entirety is a massive work. Omnibus editions of it are too large to be able to accommodate extra material. A further advantage of separate publication is to allow room for the annotations the series now needs. This is the fourth advantage of our edition. Though Parade’s End isn’t as difficult or obscure a text as Ulysses or The Waste Land, it is dense with period references, literary allusions and military terminology unfamiliar to readers a century later. This edition is the first to annotate these difficulties.
         
 
         To keep the pages of text as uncluttered as possible, we have normally restricted footnotes to information rather than interpretation, annotating obscurities that are not easily traceable in standard reference works. English words have only been glossed if they are misleadingly ambiguous, or if they cannot be found in the Concise Oxford Dictionary, in which case the Oxford English Dictionary (or occasionally Partridge’s Dictionary of Slang) has been used. Parade’s End is, like Ford’s account of The Good Soldier, an ‘intricate tangle of references and cross-references’.105 We have annotated references to works by other writers, as well as relevant biographical references that are not covered in the introductions. We have also included cross-references to Ford’s other works where they shed light on Parade’s End. To avoid duplication, we have restricted cross-references to other volumes of the tetralogy to those to preceding volumes. These are given by Part-and
          and chapter-number: i.e. ‘I.iv’ for Part I, chapter IV. We have, however, generally not noted the wealth of cross-references within the individual volumes.
          
 
          
          
         Works cited in the footnotes are given a full citation on first appearance. Subsequent citations of often-cited works are by short titles, and a list of these is provided at the beginning of the volume. Otherwise, full details can be found in the Bibliography. A key to the conventions used in the textual endnotes appears on p. 219. 
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               100 In general Duckworth seems to have attempted to standardise Ford’s punctuation in A Man Could Stand Up  – by using three dots (with a preceding space) when they occur in  mid-sentence or end an incomplete sentence; and four dots (with no  preceding space) when they follow a completed sentence. However, it  isn’t always clear that a sentence has been completed even if it isn’t  grammatically incomplete. Nor is the convention always applied  consistently. I have only intervened occasionally, therefore, when the  grounds for doing so do seem clear. See the relevant textual notes in  this respect.
               
 
               101 Biala to Arthur Mizener, 29 May 1964, Carl A.  Kroch Library, Cornell University; quoted with the kind permission of  the estate of Janice Biala and Cornell University.
               

            

               102 Biala to Arthur Mizener, 29 May 1964, Carl A. Kroch Library, Cornell University; quoted with the kind permission of the estate of Janice Biala and Cornell University.
               

            

            103 If the decision to censor the expletives in No More Parades is what led Ford to use euphemistic dashes in the typescript of A Man Could Stand Up –, that of Last Post complicates the story, containing two instances of ‘bloody’ and two instances of ‘b––y’.
            
 
            104 Ford wrote to his agent: ‘I do not like the title Tietjens Saga – because in the first place “Tietjens” is a name difficult for purchasers to pronounce and booksellers would almost inevitably persuade readers that they mean the Forsyte Sage with great damage to my sales. I recognize the value of Messrs Duckworth’s publicity and see no reason why they should not get the advantage of it by using those words as a subtitle beneath another general title, which I am inclined to suggest should be Parades End so that Messrs Duckworth could advertise it as PARADES END [TIETJENS’ SAGA]’. Ford to Eric Pinker, 17 Aug. 1930: Letters 197. However, the copy at Cornell is Janice Biala’s transcription of Ford’s original. The reply from Pinkers is signed ‘Barton’ (20 Aug. 1930: Cornell), who says they have spoken to Messrs Duckworth who agree with Ford’s suggested title; but he quotes it back as ‘Parade’s End’ with the apostrophe (suggesting Biala’s transcription may have omitted it), then gives the subtitle as the ‘Tietjen’s Saga’ (casting his marksmanship with the apostrophe equally in doubt). These uncertainties make it even less advisable than it would anyway have been to alter the title by which the series has been known for sixty years.
            

         

            105 ‘Dedicatory Letter to Stella Ford’, The Good Soldier 5.
            

         



      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            A NOTE ON THE TEXT OF  A MAN COULD STAND UP –
            

         
 
         The Typescript and its Status as Pre-publication Material
 
         The earliest extant version of A Man Could Stand Up – is a typescript, as is that of its predecessor in the tetralogy, No More Parades.106 Part of the Loewe Collection107 at the time David Dow Harvey produced his Bibliography of Works and Criticism of Ford (1962), the typescript is now housed in the Division of Rare and Manuscript Collections, Cornell University. It is complete, with a total of 249 leaves. The two-page dedicatory letter and the title page are additional to this total, which is written in hand on the last leaf of the typescript.
         
 
         It is very likely that the extant typescript, aside from the sections of it that have been revised, was the first version of A Man Could Stand Up –. Or, to put it another way, Ford probably did not produce an autograph manuscript of this novel in addition to (and predating) the typed draft. Max Saunders argues in the Note on the Text to Some Do Not … that the existence of an autograph MS of the first volume of the series does not mean his fellow editors should expect to find one in the pre-publication textual history of the later novels. His reasons can be usefully repeated here. The first is Ford’s complaint of writer’s cramp,
          which became more serious following the completion of Some Do Not … and which led Ford, as he admits in It Was the Nightingale, to write with a ‘machine’ (a typewriter) or to dictate.108 Second, in a letter in December 1926, two months after the publication of A Man Could Stand Up –, Ford displayed anxiety as to the whereabouts of particular manuscript material. He asked Stella Bowen to find ‘the m.s. of Some Do Not’; ‘a great part is amongst the papers still at the Quai d’Anjou – in among the proofs of the T.R.’ (the transatlantic review was the periodical Ford had been editing at the time in Paris).109 In the same letter he says that ‘The typed m.s. of A M.Cd.S.U. is in my escritoire – or was when I left.’ His equation of the ‘typed m.s.’ of the later novel with the ‘m.s.’ of the earlier certainly suggests there was no autograph manuscript of volume III. As far as the cause of this anxiety goes, Saunders surmises (partly because of the contemporary bump in his sales figures) that Ford is concerned about each of these manuscripts ‘because they are, for the moment, valuable properties; and if he wasn’t considering selling them, he may have worried that someone else would try to’.110 If Bowen’s hunt is indeed to protect commodities, Ford is specific about where the value lies. Convincing as all this is, there is a further important point to be made about the typescript’s status. Its initial leaf, like that of Last Post after it, is inscribed in Ford’s hand. He writes, in ink, ‘This is the typescript – my own typing – from wh. the novel was printed FMF.’ Even brief examination of the TS serves to confirm that it has not been produced by a professional typist (though small sections of it may in fact have been dictated by Ford). This is not simply because of typing errors, but because of the fact that revisions, and sometimes quite detailed ones, are made in type. And a professional typist would have baulked at a machine that was working as imperfectly as that used in II.vi, when, for example, ‘%’ has to stand in for a full stop. For these reasons I assume that this only known typescript of A Man Could
          Stand Up – is not only the version sent to the publisher, but almost certainly for the most part the first draft.
          
 
          
          
          
          
         It is, however, just possible that more than one typed version of A Man Could Stand Up – was produced. Two (or even, conceivably, more) different versions might have been condensed to form the sequence of 249 leaves that was used to set the proofs of the novel. In I.ii, for example, there is no typed ‘28’ (in one of the two series of numbers on the leaves of the TS to be described in more detail below), but a page with a typed 36 is in its place. This page bears no resemblance to the later page 36, which is in the right place. Is this an insert from another version of the text? It is possible, of course, that Ford simply temporarily forgot where he was up to in the sequence, and reverted to the correct number on the next leaf. (A likely explanation, it must be said, given the lack of revision to the text at the end of the previous leaf and the start of the next.) Much later in the volume there is a different case, however, in which there are three TS leaves given the number 182 in type. One also receives a rather half-hearted ‘A’, but though the text is sequential overall, there is a problem with the transition from leaf to leaf as some text which is in UK is missing from the end of the first 182. Again, could one or more of these leaves have been imported from another version? Rather more dramatically, the typed sequence shifts after the typed page 163, switching to a much lower number, 145, and beginning a new sequence which is then followed, more or less, to the end of TS. Page 163 is clearly a later insert. It contains only nine lines of type, breaking off mid-line after the words ‘the Germans’ to produce the necessary link to the following leaf (beginning ‘would strain themselves’). It also looks very different from its predecessors. The print is very clear, while earlier leaves are blurred. The next few leaves follow its lead (with the odd exception of 146), in one or two cases enjoying very sharp print indeed. Did Ford rewrite all of the first 144 pages, substituting a couple from the first version here and there, overall producing a longer first half of the text which were rejoined with the original via 163? The answer to both this question and those above might possibly be ‘yes’, of course, suggesting in turn an especially detailed and painstaking approach to this third volume of his series. Other explanations are more likely, however – especially given what we know both of Ford’s life at the time he was writing the novel, and the speed at which he completed it.
         
 
         The changes such as I have described above in the clarity of the type from leaf to leaf of the typescript are due to the use of carbon paper for the purposes of duplication.111 As a rule with this method, the top copy is sharp, then those produced through the carbon paper become increasingly blurred. Ford’s typescript is a mixture of top copies and carbon copies. Some idiosyncrasies in the number sequence, though not the most dramatic shifts, might be explicable as a result of the various copies being separated, and then one copy later being grafted onto another, perhaps with additional text. We know that Ford separated out his copies. In the same letter in which he wrote to Bradley about the title of volume III he explains why he is sending him a nearly complete version of A Man Could Stand Up –: ‘when I get towards the end of a book I always hate to have all the copies of a ms in one place for fear of fire’. He also took the opportunity to remind him that ‘[y]ou have already had duplicates of the earlier chapters – to Part II.1’.112 What is beyond doubt is that Ford retyped particular leaves, or sections, as he redrafted and edited the book. Those very leaves or sections that he subsequently rewrote might already have been separated out, and perhaps sent to Bradley, or elsewhere.
         
 
         When Ford wrote to Harriet Monroe in November 1926, he was in New York, on a tour to promote his work (‘Ford Madox Ford Arrives’; ‘Ford Madox Ford Here for Three Lectures’, reported the press).113 The Tietjens novels had done particularly well in the US and Monroe, editor of Chicago’s Poetry magazine, was one key to that success.114 She had written asking Ford to come to Chicago but the letter took some time to find him. When
          assessing his year as a whole, it was with great understatement that he replied to her on the day following receipt, adding as a post-script ‘I see your letter is dated the 13th. It only reached me yesterday as I’ve been moving about.’115 Ford had begun A Man Could Stand Up – in January, at Toulon. It was a winter holiday from his chaotic life with Stella Bowen in Paris, where another studio move in the autumn had left them without a kitchen or a bathroom. While the necessary work was done, they travelled, and Bowen painted while Ford wrote. They visited Ezra and Dorothy Pound in Rapallo, and although at Easter they found themselves heading back to Paris, via Tarascon, he was able to write to his publisher Gerald Duckworth on 9 March saying that he was ‘getting on pretty well with my novel. A month’s good work will finish it.’116 He dedicated A Man Could Stand Up – to Duckworth, concluding what he calls his ‘Epistle Dedicatory’ on 18 May, in Paris. It was considerably more than a ‘month’s good work’ to the finish therefore. But this May date also suggests that the mention of July in the composition dates at the end of the novel (TOULON, 9th January, 1926 / PARIS, 21st July ” [1926]) are when Ford completed working with the proofs, as opposed to writing the novel itself – which itself took just over four months. The composition dates do not originate on the typescript, which makes this more likely still. Less than three months after he finished with the proofs, then, the novel was out. The earliest reviews of A Man Could Stand Up – put the UK publication of the novel in the same month (October) as that in the US, representing a considerable condensing of the six-month gap between the UK and US publications of Some Do Not …, for example. (No other reviews have been found to challenge this assumption.) The UK Observer reviewed the book on 10 October, and the New York Herald Tribune carried a review by Ford’s American champion Isabel Paterson, to whom he dedicated Last Post, a mere week later, on the 17th.
          
 
          
          
          
         
         
 
         Description of the Typescript
 
         The typescript of A Man Could Stand Up – numbers 249 leaves of typing. These are mostly full pages, but in four cases inserts, representing a revision of a cancelled passage, are shorter than a full page. There are numerous deletions, additions and revisions of individual words, clauses, sentences and occasionally paragraphs. Errors are often circled, probably by Ford, though the printer has not always picked these up (see I.i note 28 for an example). Other than the sometimes quite long autograph and typed additions in the margins around the typed text, or between its lines, the most notable aspects of the typescript are the numbers usually found at the top right corner of each leaf. In most cases these consist of a typed number which is crossed through in pencil and the addition of a second handwritten number. In almost no cases do these numbers coincide (in the first instance because the handwritten sequence treats the opening page as 1, while the typed sequence begins at 1 on the second leaf).117 Close examination of the sequences, especially when trying to ascertain the compositional history of the novel, makes them more interesting still. Both are likely to have originated with Ford, for reasons that will be discussed below.
         
 
         Authorial Number Sequences
 
         In this section I give a detailed map of the number sequences of the TS. For the conclusions I draw from it, please see the summaries at the end of each part, and the following section in this Note, ‘Overall Summary’.
 
         The Dedicatory Letter is part of neither the typed nor the handwritten sequences. Nonetheless, it has a circled and handwritten number ‘5’ on its first page, and a typed ‘b’ on its second.
 
         I.i contains typed, scored-through, sequence 1–17, but does not number the very first leaf; handwritten sequence 1–18.
 
         I.ii contains typed, scored-through sequence 18–36 inclusive of an 18a, a 19a and a 20a.118 There is no typed 28, but a typed 36 is in its place. Typed 20 is a half leaf, indicating revision of the text here (though this leaf ends with a full stop, leaf 20a originally began mid-sentence, which Ford then revises; see textual note 9 in II.i). Handwritten sequence 19–39, with a double 37 due to error – there is no significant revision at this point in the text.
          
 
          
          
         I.iii contains typed, scored-through sequence 37–56; handwritten sequence skips 40 and begins new chapter on 41, running through to 60.
 
         Summary: Part I of the TS is fairly straightforward, though it bears signs of revision (only as a result of one of the ‘a’ leaves in I.ii, however). There are a few duplications or omissions of numbers in the sequences. The sequences end up four apart.
 
         II.i starts with a new typed sequence instead of the 57 we would be expecting. This new sequence is not signified until the third leaf (‘3’), and then 4, 5, 6 and 7 follow on. The typed numbers 4–7 have been deleted and replaced with handwritten numbers that start from 57, running on to 63. On the following leaf the typed number switches to 64 and this sequence runs on to the end of the chapter, at 85, though it includes two 68s and two 85s. This is the only section of the TS, apart from a handful of separate pages, without handwritten numbers.
 
         The second page of II.ii begins with a typed 87. This sequence then runs regularly to the end of the chapter, on 107. All these typed numbers are, however, scored through due to a resurgence of the handwritten sequence. This begins on the second page of the chapter, with 92, and runs through regularly to 112. The sequences are thus now running five apart.
 
         II.iii contains typed and scored sequence 108–127 (though the 108 is handwritten rather than typed). The handwritten sequence skips 113, and begins with 114 on the first page of the chapter, running through to 133, meaning the two are now six apart.
 
         II.iv contains typed and scored 128–146 inclusive, though 129 and 130 are handwritten and scored, rather than typed. There is some revision of the typed numbers on leaves 142, 143 and 144 – all of which seem to have had another number in the low 140s first. The handwritten sequence runs from 134–152.
          
 
          
          
         II.v contains typed and scored sequence 147–163 (unusually the typed number does appear on the first leaf of the chapter); handwritten 153–169 before the chapter becomes much more interesting. Leaf 163 typed/169 handwritten is an insert, part of a revision. It contains only nine complete lines of text, plus a couple of words on line ten (‘the Germans’; see note 37 in the chapter). And, more dramatically, immediately after the insert the typed sequence switches to 145, continuing from here to the end of the chapter (at 156). A half-page is inserted at typed 150 (handwritten 175), containing nearly nine lines of text (see note 48 in the chapter), and there is one other anomaly described below. The handwritten sequence, however, continues regularly after the insert at 169, to 174 and then the second insert of the chapter (175). There is then a new leaf, in very sharp type, which proves its status as a late insert to the TS, and a revision, because it bears as its sole, typed number 176, which is what it would be in the handwritten sequence. The typed sequence recommences after it at 151. The handwritten sequence runs regularly too to finish on 182.
 
         II.vi contains typed and scored sequence 157–171 with little incident, though there is a jump from 163 to 166. (An example from this sequence is reproduced on p. lx.) Ford may have eliminated some text here, but due to some smudged type it’s more likely he misread his place in the sequence. The handwritten sequence does not skip, but runs smoothly from 183 to 195 on the typed, scored 171. The typed sequence runs on from 171 smoothly to 182, though 176 (handwritten 200) is an incomplete leaf – Ford has drawn a vertical squiggle underneath the last line of text to show nothing is missing (see note 41 in the text). There are three separate leaves carrying the typed, scored number 182 and the chapter, and Part II, ends on the last of them. The handwritten sequence runs from 196 to 199, skipping two numbers. Leaf 199 is corrected, though not in Ford’s hand, to 197, and the sequence continues correctly on the next leaf. It runs on to 204 (typed and scored 180), but then the next leaf, 205, is also given the handwritten number 206. The following leaf (the first of the triple typed and scored 182s) is 207, the next 207A (helping to make sense of the 182s) and the next 208, which is where Part and chapter conclude.
         
 
         Summary: II.i represents the greatest challenge, overall, in determining the compositional history of TS. There is the disruption to the number sequences, but, in addition, the TS changes abruptly from a blurred copy – possibly even the bottom of three copies – to the sharpest type we have yet seen. A reading of the number sequences suggests that the final version of the chapter was revised late in the process; and it is also possible that the opening of the first draft was written out of all contact with the previous chapters – up to leaf 7. (The other most likely reason for the typed sequence starting here at 1 – though the first number given is in fact 3 – is that Ford originally began the book here, or at least thought about beginning the new Part at 1 on the typescript.) Ford may have begun typing the chapter having moved location; he is certainly managing the copies differently here as the last page of I.iii is very blurred, while the first of II.i, as noted above, is extremely sharp. Ford’s letter to Bradley specified that he already had copies of the early chapters, ‘to Part II.1’. Perhaps he sent these duplicates as he was editing, deciding that II.i needed substantial work. This formed a natural break, then, in some stage of the composition, as he seems not to have sent Bradley any further duplicates until he later passed on for (literally) safe keeping what was a nearly complete copy. However he managed the transition, II.i was revised and inserted into TS at a stage that post-dated the handwritten sequence, and the new version was not substantially different in length, probably only two pages or so shorter. The few handwritten numbers that appear only serve to correct the 1–7 sequence, and don’t, for example, pick up on the handwritten 60 at the end of I.iii. II.v is the other chapter in the Part most worthy of comment. The shift in the typed sequence that occurs after the first 163 is carried forwards to the end of TS. Although there are autograph revisions to the typed numbers in the early 140s the text remains, in the main, tightly sequential. A new, longer version of the first half of A Man Could Stand Up – was almost certainly substituted here, suggesting (assuming that Ford would only have wanted to type a minimum of leaves again) that the extra material was added to II.iv/II.v. The handwritten sequence would have been added to the typescript as a result of this significant revision. Finally, II.vi deserves brief comment; the handwritten sequence uses an ‘A’ to help solve the riddle of those three typed 182s. In contrast to other places in which inserts or revision sheets do not disrupt the flow of text, there is a problem in the move from the first 182 to the second that TS fails to remedy. See textual note 53 for the way the witnesses took over, and did so differently from each other, in this chapter.
         
 
         III.i contains typed and scored sequence 183–188; handwritten 210–215 (so 209 has been skipped). At this point there is an inserted leaf, distinguished by sharp type from the blurred leaves before and after it, and given the typed number 215 (thus adopting the handwritten sequence though possibly after it had been completed). This number is altered authorially to 216, and is preceded by ‘é’ – perhaps some symbol for identifying inserts.119 On the next leaf the typed and scored sequence returns with 190 (217 handwritten) but then another insert, also with sharp type, follows with only the typed number 218 – again adopting the handwritten sequence. The typed and scored sequence moves to 192 and on to the end of the chapter, on 209. There is a duplicated 197, one of which contains a good deal of revision and is likely to be an insert (see note 33 to that chapter). The handwritten sequence moves from 219 (on typed and scored 192) to 237 at chapter’s end.
         
 
         III.ii contains typed, scored sequence 210–216 where there is an inserted page then another 216 in this sequence, which has been scored out authorially and corrected to 217. Then this sequence continues from 218 to the chapter’s, and book’s, conclusion at 222. The chapter begins with a handwritten ‘237A’ (a second 237, with which the last chapter ended), but then proceeds without incident or irregularity to 249, which is the final leaf.
 
         Summary: The major revision in the final Part comes in the last chapter. This results in an inserted page, which was evidently completed at the same time as the first draft was being typed, as Ford is able to absorb it into the typed sequence – it becomes 217. This number is of course itself scored out as the page is itself then incorporated into the handwritten sequence.
          
 
          
          
         Other Number Sequences
 
         The most regular number sequence on the TS is likely to signal the active presence of the printer and/or editor at Duckworth. This sequence appears in pencil, in the left-hand margin, and is accompanied by a slash on the adjacent line indicating a page break. The sequence moves from 2–99. The first number appears on the leaf where the text of the novel begins, suggesting, perhaps, that the Dedicatory Letter and Title page were gathered together under ‘1’. These numbers then occur regularly, every 2/3 TS leaves. Their regularity leads to the supposition that they represent breaks in the slip proofs. In one notable case, referred to above (in the description of II.vi), the same hand that writes these numbers appears to become involved in solving a sequence problem, correcting the handwritten sequence when it skips a number. There is also a sense of a moderate dialogue between Ford and those who were to then set his proofs in a couple of places on TS, where the printer questions or clarifies TS text (see II.v note 42 and II.vi note 55 for examples). Mostly early on in TS, there are also numbers that seem to indicate counting of unit batches of 100 words; this happens five times in total, in I.i and II.v. Finally there are a few cases, in the second half of TS only, where the Duckworth page-proof page number appears on TS. This happens eight times overall, but is not regular in occurrence.
 
         Overall Summary of Number Sequences on TS
 
         The typescript of A Man Could Stand Up – bears evidence in its dual numbering of extensive revision, compositional breaks and, probably, moving around too on Ford’s part. The handwritten sequence restores near-numerical order to the typed sequence, but it too occasionally duplicates numbers and skips them. The case of the inserted 176 (in II.v) provides one of the clearest pieces of evidence that this handwritten sequence is part of Ford’s editorial procedure, rather than a series added later by printers or library staff as they were cataloguing the TS. The first major revision to TS was probably the one in II.v. The typed numbers needed to be replaced because of the new extra length up to what had been 144 in the old draft, and was now 163. After this new sequence had been added, II.i was completely retyped, and revised. The whole chapter boasts consistently sharp type, in great contrast to the end of I.iii and the start of II.ii, suggesting at the very least continuity of method throughout and probably a sustained burst of attention to this particular chapter. Ford’s usual practice was to type using carbon paper, and work with the duplicates, as we have seen. There is a high level of coincidence throughout between revised leaves and sharpness of type. This may indicate that Ford typed only single versions of inserts, perhaps more likely in later stages of editing, or it may mean that he treated them differently, keeping any duplicates to one side or discarding them, and inserting the top copy instead into the draft. The first few leaves after the insert and sequence shift at 163 are also in sharp type, suggesting an earlier period of revision, which perhaps then led to the wholesale rewriting of the chapter.120 Leaf 176, which belongs as we know to the period when Ford added the handwritten sequence, acts as a bridge between this sharp type and the blurred variety that then recommences.
         
 
         Further Characteristics of TS and its Relationship to UK
 
         The most impressive characteristic of the TS, on first view, is the unpredictable nature of its punctuation. The minimum number of suspension dots in what is unquestionably Ford’s favourite kind of punctuation, for example, is three, but the maximum is eight. ‘If in short I were the means of bringing you together again… For I believe you have not been corresponding….. You might in return….. You can see for yourself that at this moment the sum would be absolutely crushing…….’ is how chapter 1 of TS concludes. The number of dots was (mostly) standardised in UK to three (mid-sentence) or four – see the relevant textual notes. Exclamation marks also sometimes come in groups in TS, and occasional examples have been provided in a textual note. Punctuation becomes more strange than this, however, when Ford suffers what appears to be a problem with the typewriter. In one section ‘%’ functions as a full stop, ‘2’ appears instead of “, and ‘½’ is given instead of!.121 This is rectified after a few leaves of type. The TS uses in general less capitalisation than is found in UK, especially for military titles, and ‘Mr’ and ‘Mrs’ do not come with a full stop. There are fewer commas in TS as well, although the difference is not dramatic. In the spectacularly Jamesian first two sentences, the punctuation in UK matches that in TS exactly; in this later example, however, the first two commas are missing from TS: ‘He said he would go mad if he thought he would be blinded, because there was a girl in the teashop at Bailleul, and a fellow called Spofforth of the Wiltshires would get her if his, Aranjuez’s, beauty was spoiled’ (II.i). Sometimes, therefore, when Ford adopts a loose and unpunctuated style in a long sentence, UK will break it up. Sticking with punctuation, TS uses short dashes instead of the long ones in UK, and these are used in clumps of four, or thereabouts, when Ford was doing his own censoring for swearing. ‘Bleedin”, however, makes it into UK of A Man Could Stand Up –, and mostly occurs in some reference or other to the phrase that is the novel’s title. TS cannot make its mind up (and nor can UK) about the use of ‘shew’ vs ‘show’. Both are used. Where TS and UK differ over ‘ize/ise’ endings, which happens in the case of ‘realise’ on a few occasions (and ‘surprise’ once or twice), though notably not in Part I, TS adopts what would probably be described as the more modern, and Americanised, form. (US follows UK here.) There are notable differences in many of these cases in the textual history of the other volumes of Parade’s End. TS capitalises ‘They’, referring to the schoolgirls, more than once in I.i. Finally, in terms of the description of TS (though this comment belongs equally in a discussion of revision and I shall refer to it at more length there), there are sections of the typescript in which occasional gaps are left on the lines. In general these are filled in with handwritten  words, and one must assume that this happened later. Sometimes,  however, Ford must have neglected to check certain sections, and  a little gap remains.
          
 
          
          
          
         
         
 
         Types of Revisions
 
         Ford revised the TS in type, and by hand, sometimes both on the same leaf. Limited conjecture as to a time-frame for these different revisions is possible; in the case of the gaps left on the line, revisions are always by hand, suggesting that here at least revision was not immediate (he forgot to attend to one or two of those gaps, as discussed above). Otherwise it makes sense to assume that the majority, anyway, of typed revisions happened earlier than handwritten ones. This is not just because typed revisions were easier if the leaf was still in the machine, but because of what we have learned about the difference between the number sequences on TS: here the typed sequence predates the handwritten series, which took place at a later stage of editing. Typed insertions are generally above the line, and accompanied by a ‘/’ signifying their exact position in the text. Handwritten inserts receive an insert sign and happen at the end of, or above, the line if relatively short. Sometimes they are squeezed in at the end of a leaf. In longer examples, Ford tends to draw a pencil line from the insert sign to the section of text to be inserted, around which he draws a circle. This text is placed in the margins, generally written at right angles to the text, or at the top or bottom of the leaf. Ford is not dedicated, for the most part, to erasing all possible reading of those words or passages that he decides to delete. There are often two or more pencil lines through a word, but rarely a frenzied scribbling rendering the original text illegible.122 Typed deletions happen too, but are taken similarly lightly in most cases.
         
 
          
         
         
 
         Examples of Revisions
 
         On the first page of TS there are two revisions that provide good examples of what was often going on when Ford decided to change his text. In the first instance Ford changes ‘Valentine’ to ‘her’ (by hand), rendering the description less stark and prioritising the sense of her interior world. It is six lines since he mentioned her name, so repetition may not be quite such a worry as it would have been in the second case, where Ford strikes out a ‘probably’ which would have been the second in the sentence. In most cases where repetition is most likely to have been a causal factor in revision I have said so in the textual note. Often, too, a revision is likely to be related to a verbal tangle, in which tenses need attention, or time needs to become more clearly signified. In the first part of A Man Could Stand Up –, Ford’s more substantial revisions are often to do with extending the ‘back story’ relating to Valentine’s relationship with Christopher, so this is, in part, him sorting out the progression from one novel in the series to the next, as well as, probably, trying to avoid alienating readers who have come to volume III first (see, for example, I.ii note 3). In I.iii there is a good example relating instead to Valentine’s relationship with Sylvia (note 22), in which Ford’s highly nuanced revision renders Valentine as less obviously forthright (by the deletion), but also more sure of herself and, admirably in this context, loyal. Later on, where a revision is an example of Ford going over a relationship in ways such as this (II.ii note 14, for example), or, alternatively, some aspect of the representation of the war, then the textual note includes brief discussion. It is a relatively low proportion of leaves – approximately 20 per cent – which remains completely unaltered (though every leaf is altered if one includes the number sequences), and the revisions are scattered quite regularly through the text, with the exception of those signs of more detailed attention to Valentine’s and Christopher’s relationship mentioned above, and two other notable examples of more intensive, localised work on the text.
         
 
         The gaps on the lines of text warrant further investigation. They don’t start until II.iii, and, in the same chapter, TS begins to bear witness to repeated mistakes with French place names. In II.iii and II.iv spaces are left on the line into which common words such as ‘chits’, ‘thorn’, ‘oddity’, ‘zero’, ‘owlish’ and ‘mining’ have been added, as well as the odd Latin word (e.g. ‘Conticuere’), or more outlandish English offering: ‘scunner’. On one occasion it’s a phrase that Ford adds: ‘square on her feet’. In a couple of these instances it is easy to suppose that Ford may have wanted to look something up (‘scunner’, perhaps), or consider a detail of character portrayal (‘square on her feet’). But he rarely leaves a space to go away and look up Latin (even when it might have been a good idea to do so), and those other examples listed above are too obvious to require any further thought or research. Turning to the place names, ‘Bécourt’ is written twice in type as ‘Bicairt’, and corrected authorially above the line. ‘Mametz’ – a place any soldier in that war would have known well, especially one whose unit had seen heavy losses there, as Ford’s had done – is given as ‘Manitz’, and corrected similarly.123 All these occurrences are in the space of two chapters. In the introduction to this Note, above, I discussed Ford’s autograph statement on the front page of the typescript asserting that this was his typing. I think this was true of most of TS, but, despite what he says about the practice in It Was the Nightingale, I suspect that somebody helped him out at certain points by typing some of it, from his dictation.124 This was probably not a professional arrangement, because the texture of TS remains fairly constant; and if it happened it was a short-term arrangement, perhaps even stopping and starting within these specific chapters. Some of the words I list above are not rare or complicated, but they may not be that easy to hear.125 Elsewhere in II.iv there is a page of TS on
          which two almost homophone errors occur (‘and’ instead of ‘funds’; ‘backgannon’ instead of ‘backgammon’ – if the typist didn’t know the game!); slightly later, in II.v, ‘hastily built’ appears in type, corrected by Ford to ‘beastly bullet’, in what I think is a similar case (also on the same leaf a space is left on the line for ‘heavy’). If Ford had writer’s cramp, his hands may not have been up to long periods of typing either. Jean Rhys, for example, could have taken over for a few pages here and there. As we have seen, Ford was heading back to Paris, which is where Rhys was (or would imminently be), when the novel was at roughly mid-point.126 The spelling of ‘neighborhood’ in the TS, corrected authorially to ‘neighbourhood’, suggests strongly a typist with American rather than British English. Relating all this to the number sequences, the signs of dictation (which began in II.iii) seem to cease at the end of the revision in II.v that led to the switch in the typed series (where 163 replaces 144). From the typed 145 onwards there are no gaps on the lines.127 Perhaps this typist helped Ford out for the most part with the retyping that was necessitated by this revision. It could even be that conversation with the typist, especially if s/he were also a writer, led to the revision, or encouraged Ford in its boldness, hence the much longer time-frame in the completion of the novel than the ‘month’ he confidently wrote about to Duckworth on 9 March.128
          
 
          
          
         Finally, there is a notable amount of revision in III.i. Here Ford seems to find it difficult to find the exact tone to portray the relationship between Valentine and her mother. Their conversation is happening on the telephone, so this may be one, unnatural factor impeding his progress. But he doesn’t have the same trouble once Christopher takes over the conversation. Over a sequence of five TS leaves there are deletions, paired deletions and additions, contractions, and on one leaf there is the remainder of five lines from an earlier draft of this passage, all crossed through but still legible. (See the textual note for the detail, but it is worth pointing out here that the struck-out text appears at the top of a leaf that bears the typed 197, the second of two with this number in this sequence. The first is an inserted page, being shorter than normal and necessitating revision at the end of the previous leaf – 196 – as well as at the start of the second 197. There was evidently a larger-scale revision here as well.) The most likely cause for this hesitation and rethinking is, apart from the ‘complete exhaustion’ he commented on to Bradley when posting the nearly finished typescript, the intensely challenging nature of this exchange. Valentine is, after all, talking to her mother about the fact that she intends to have an affair with Christopher. The finely weighted balance eventually struck between love and duty, convention and freedom, respect and independence, especially when two such impressive characters as these are involved, must have been extraordinarily difficult to find. Ford did rework several sections of III.ii as well, however. The final part of the novel was revised thoroughly, though not as dramatically as Part II.
          
 
          
          
         Rules of Engagement
 
         As set out above, in the Note on this Edition, our aim in the case of each of the four novels that make up Parade’s End is to produce an edition based on the first UK edition, informed by a reading of the manuscript and any other witnesses. In the case of A Man Could Stand Up – these other witnesses consist of an uncorrected proof copy and the first American edition (US). US, one might suppose, is likely to have been set from the typescript of this novel, or from Duckworth page proofs, rather than from UK. There was certainly a very narrow gap between the dates of publication on either side of the Atlantic: in the section of Harvey’s Bibliography in which he describes the appearance of Ford’s books he places them at around two weeks apart from the reviews (it would have been something like 9 and 23 October on this account). This is an error, however; it was closer than that. Harvey later includes the Paterson US review from 17 October, suggesting instead a UK publication around the 9th, but an even more immediate American one around the 16th.
         
 
         Though Ford did produce duplicate copies of TS, as we know, he does not mention sending such an early version of the completed novel to publishers, but only to agents for safe keeping. (And this would be unusual, especially in the case of a TS that is annotated, bearing lots of evidence of handwritten revision.) This leads us to the proofs. A bound proof copy has been consulted in the preparation of this edition, as noted above. Under normal circumstances, we might assume this represents a later state than the corrected ones, both sets of which – UK and US – are missing, as they mostly are for the other three novels in the series. However, we know Ford had adopted a particular practice with regard to proofs in the Parade’s End novels, beginning with the second, at least: ‘I usually get Duckworth to print a set or two of proofs off right away and thus save myself the bother and expense of typing’, he wrote to Bradley in January 1925,129 suggesting the copy that has been consulted may represent a relatively early post-typescript state (though after the galley proofs too), the same as that worked on by Ford, and then post-dated by his corrected version. The pattern on examination of all the witnesses suggests US must indeed have been set from a later state.
         
 
         When, for example, in I.iii, UK reads ‘behaved very badly indeed’, US follows UK, rather than TS and the Duckworth proofs, which carry ‘appeared to have behaved very badly indeed’. A sentence is inserted to II.i in UK that does not appear in TS: ‘A dream!’ It is also in US. In my textual note I suggest that it was a late addition, intended to clarify the text immediately before it, but it post-dated the Duckworth proof. Later, in II.iii, UK has ‘the easterly winds were needed for the use of the gas without which, in the idea of the German leaders, [it] was impossible to attack’. US follows this, more or less (with an extra bit of editing), rather than the typescript version which is also preserved in the proof copy: ‘The easterly winds needed for the use of the gas without which the enemy troops could not be induced to attack.’ There are cases in which US appears to follow TS and the proofs, but often these cases can equally be explained by the more professional editing that tends to characterise US, especially in punctuation – US irons out errors that exist in UK (see I.iii, notes 4 and 20, for example), though also has manifest problems dealing with cockney dialect (‘was it not smashed’ is the best example of a ‘correction’, from ‘was it n smashed’ in UK; see II.i note 43). For US to have been set from later, missing proofs, Ford would have had to do an incredibly thorough job of editing two sets of proofs in almost exactly the same way. One can imagine him taking care over missing words, for example, as in I.ii where ‘Edith Ethel’s story’ (UK and US) has been only ‘Edith Ethel’s’ in TS and uncorrected proof, necessitating an urgent insert. Likewise one can, perhaps, imagine close attention to revisions of key words, which change dramatically the sense of a passage; in II.iv ‘with terror’ in TS and proof becomes ‘with rage’ in UK and US. But is it likely that even the most careful and attentive proofreader would alter the speech marks round a paragraph exactly in two sets of proofs, as in II.ii, note 10? (The fact that this is, in the event, a punctuation error – one that is emended in the text given here in line with TS – makes it less likely that the US copy-editor emended the proofs and ended up accidentally matching UK.) And Ford was not this kind of proofreader. In fact Janice Biala, as we know from the quotation given first above in the Note on this Edition, thought him the ‘worst proof reader on earth’. This kind of proofreader does not pick up on speech marks, and may well not pick up on key words, or missing ones, in exactly the same way.
          
 
          
          
         The evidence suggests strongly, in the end, that US was set from UK, with the copy-editor making the corrections, as well as introducing some new errors, that are noted in the text of A Man Could Stand Up –. Yes, the time-frame suggested by the reviews initially makes this hard to imagine. But perhaps those American reviewers had early copies – especially Paterson, whom Ford knew. (The English edition of Some Do Not … had been selling in New York before the American publisher Seltzer got his edition out, much to ‘his disgust’.)130 The next American review
          wasn’t until the 24th, giving something more like the delay between British and American first publications that we might expect to find in this case.
          
 
          
          
         The Note on this Edition sets out our rules for emendation of UK. Though in A Man Could Stand Up – I should have liked, for example, to replace the ‘dishevelled veils of murdered bodies’ of UK (II.i) with the ‘dishevelled veils of murdered brides’ of TS, those rules – for good reason – would not permit it. The textual notes, however, record such differences in full. Emendations to UK include errors that neither Ford nor his editors corrected, especially around the issue of characters’ names (see the textual notes in Part II concerning O Nine Morgan and O Nine Griffiths, for example, and the case of McKechnie throughout). Medical Officer Terence is abbreviated to Terry initially in TS and US, though US then moves to follow UK with Derry. Authority to correct UK’s punctuation can often be taken from US, as suggested above, but Ford’s technique causes particular problems in the case of speech marks, as can be seen from a succession of textual notes in II.i (47 ff.).131 TS provides the most accurate version often here, as is argued in the textual notes. There are errors in the possessive of Tietjens’ name in all states, and the possessive of ‘Mistresses’ foxes all editors each time it is used in Part I. All of these cases, however, receive a note, in line with our declared intention to signal alterations to the UK text. All diversions from UK are noted also, and US is cited when it differs from UK, even if it differs in the same way as TS. Where US is not cited, as is most often the case, it is because it carries the same version as UK.
         
 
          
         
         

      
            106 Some Do Not …, however, was handwritten. Like Some Do Not …, the title of volume III of Parade’s End contains punctuation, and in what was perhaps at first a conscious echo of the earlier book, Ford opens the typescript with A Man Could Stand Up…….: a total of seven dots. In a further twist, Ford wrote in a letter to his agent in 1926 (in self-admitted ‘haste and complete exhaustion’) ‘The title then is: 3 A Man Could Stand Up? Or had you some other form?’ opening up at least the possibility – one can’t be more definite than this because he’s also addressing a question to Bradley – that he’d considered a question mark too (The Ford Madox Ford Reader, ed. Sondra J. Stang [Manchester: Carcanet, 1986], 489).
            
 
            107 Julia Loewe was Ford’s daughter with Stella Bowen.
            

         

            108 Nightingale 239. Here he says that he dislikes writing with a pen because ‘writer’s cramp has never left me and every word I write is accompanied by a little pain’, but see also a letter to Stella Bowen in November 1926 in which he explains he is using pencil because his ‘cramp is rather bad’ (Ford/Bowen 227).
            
 
            109 The letter was written on 6 December (Ford/Bowen 252–3).
            
 
            110 See Saunders, Note on the Text to Some Do Not…lxxviii.
            

         

            111 In It Was the Nightingale, Ford relates the traumatic story of a producer’s request for a replacement copy of his first post-war work (a translation of Euripides’ Alcestis – for more on which, see the Introduction here). ‘For economy’s sake’ Ford had made no copy (Nightingale 151).
            
 
            112 Reader 489–90.
            
 
            113 Both appeared on 30 October 1926; Cornell University has clippings, but their source is lost.
            
 
            114 ‘America came creeping in’, Ford was to write in It Was the Nightingale, and the first evidence he provides of the change is a prize awarded by Monroe’s magazine for a poem, ‘A House’, in 1921 (Nightingale 157–8).
            

         

            115 Reader 491.
            
 
            116 Letters 168–9. See the footnote to the dedicatory letter in the text for more on Duckworth.
            

         

            117 In most later cases as Ford was writing the typed sequence he omitted the number from the first page of a chapter – standard practice – but remembered to skip a number in his sequence to compensate.
            

         

            118 As noted above, Ford generally does not type the number on the first leaf of a chapter; he did not type number 18.
            

         

            119 This may or may not be linked to the fact that the beginning of II.i has the number ‘60E’ on the first leaf, and the subsequent three leaves as well. The old handwritten sequence stopped at the end of I.iii on 60, as we know, so ‘60E’ may here indicate an inserted section.
            

         

            120 Confirming this sense of layered revisions dating from different periods, three leaves later the name ‘McKechnie’ is also spelt correctly for the only time in TS: Ford usually spells it ‘Mckechnie’, after, as well as up to, here.
            

         

            121 See relevant textual notes to II.vi
            

         

            122 Though this, I am aware, does occur in other volumes of the series.
            

         

            123 Mametz Wood was finally taken by the British on 12 July 1916 as part of the Battle of the Somme. The Welch Regiment suffered heavy casualties. In No Enemy, Gringoire recalls passing the night in a Y.M.C.A hut, discussing Mametz Wood of the 14/7/’16 with an officer of the 38th Division (62).
            
 
            124 In a section that is both serious (detailing his trouble with cramp) and funny, Ford describes how ‘you become a perfect fountain of words’ with a secretary, because it is so easy to ‘try on any effect’. He does not like dictating because ‘It is as if they waited for me to write and write I do. Whereas if I have to go to a table and face pretty considerable pain [from the cramp] I wait until I have something to say and say it in the fewest possible words’ (Nightingale 239–40).
            
 
            125 Even when all other things are equal, and Ford’s voice was not very clear. Douglas Goldring gives an account of listening to Ford read aloud the first chapter of Some Do Not … as he was at work on it, attributing the ‘strange noises’ that punctuated it, and the wheezing, to the fact that Ford had been gassed during the war (South Lodge: Reminiscences of Violet Hunt, Ford Madox Ford and the “English Review” Circle [London: Constable & Co, 1943], 139–40).
            

         

            126 See discussion in the Introduction here. According to her biographer Carole Angier, while Rhys went to London to look for a publisher when Ford and Stella went south, she returned to Paris in the spring of 1926. Her affair with Ford ended in the late summer of that year, by which time A Man Could Stand Up – was with the publishers (Jean Rhys [Harmondsworth: Penguin, 1992], 152–7).
            
 
            127 Though, as I say in the textual note in II.v, the signs of mechanical fault with the typewriter may possibly be of relevance here too.
            
 
            128 He may also just have wanted to let his publisher know in that letter how well he was getting on, and exaggerated his progress.
            

         

            129 Reader 487.
            

         

            130 Reader 488–9; and later, on 18 November 1926, in reference to A Man Could Stand Up –, Ford wrote from New York to Stella Bowen: ‘It also appears to have sold out the first English edition almost on publication: at any rate the American booksellers complain bitterly that they can’t get any first English editions’ (Ford/Bowen  227). This is, of course, a slightly different point, but it suggests  that the English editions of the novels had particular value in America,  though the novel was published there too.
            

         

            131 I discuss this aspect of Ford’s technique in the Introduction.
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    A Man Could Stand Up –-To GERALD DUCKWORTH
    
    

    

    
  
  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            To GERALD DUCKWORTH
            

            To  
GERALD DUCKWORTH1*
            

         
 
         My dear Duckworth,
 
         Permit me to address to you this Epistle Dedicatory, for without you the series of books of which this is the third and penultimate, could not have existed. We have been working together for a great number of years now and always without a cloud on our relationships. At any rate there has never been a cloud on my half of the landscape.
         
 
         I fancy that you at least know how much I dislike not letting a book go merely as a book; but it appears that if one has the misfortune to be impelled to treat of public matters that is impossible. So let me here repeat: As far as I am privately concerned these books, like all my others, constitute an attempt simply to reflect—not in the least to reflect on—our own times.†
         
 
         Nevertheless as far as this particular book is concerned I find myself ready to admit to certain public aims. That is to say that, in it, I have been trying to say to as much of humanity as I can reach, and, in particular to such members of the public as, because of age or for other reasons did not experience the shocks and anxieties of the late struggle:
         
 
         
            “This is what the late war was like: this is how modern fighting of the organised, scientific type affects the mind. If, for reasons of gain or, as is still more likely out of dislike for collective types other than your own, you choose to permit your rulers to embark on another war, this—or something very accentuated along similar lines—is what you will have to put up with!”
             
 
             
            
         
 
         I hope, in fact, that this series of books, for what it is worth, may make war seem undesirable. But in spite of that hope I have not exaggerated either the physical horrors or the mental distresses of that period. On the contrary I have selected for treatment less horrible episodes than I might well have rendered and I have rendered them with more equanimity than might well have been displayed. You see here the end of the war of attrition through the eyes of a fairly stolid, fairly well-instructed man. I should like to add that, like all of us, he is neither unprejudiced nor infallible. And you have here his mental re-actions and his reflections—which are not, not, NOT presented as those of the author.
         
 
         The hostilities in which he takes part are those of a period of relative calm. For it should be remembered that great battles, taking months and months to prepare and to recover from, were of relatively rare occurrence. The heavy2 strain of the trenches came from the waiting for long periods of inaction, in great—in mortal3—danger every minute of the day and night.
         
 
         The fighting here projected is just fighting, as you might say at any old time: it is not specifically, say, the battle of the 21st March, 1918, or any particular one of the series of combats after the 9th of April, of that year.
 
         Finally I have to repeat that, with the exception of the central figure—as to whose Toryism I had my say in the preface to the last-published book of this series!—I have most carefully avoided so much as adumbrating the characteristics—and certainly the vicissitudes—of any human being known to myself.*
         
 
          
         And, in the meantime, my dear Duckworth, let me say that I shall always describe and subscribe, myself as
         
 
         Yours very gratefully, 
        Ford Madox Ford.
         
 
         
             

         
 
         Paris, May 18th, 1926.

         
            Notes
 
            1 UK GERALD DUCKWORTH; TS, US GERALD DUCKWORTH ESQ.
            
 
            2 UK the heavy strain; TS the great strain
            
 
            3 UK, TS great—in mortal—danger; US great—in moral—danger
            

         
 
         
         

      
               * Ford’s publisher. Ford’s relationship with the firm, founded by Gerald Duckworth in 1898, began in 1902 with the appearance of Rossetti. In 1922, when Ford signed a contract for The Marsden Case, he apparently also agreed with the firm that they take over all his work, including reissues once copyrights reverted to him. Duckworth certainly published the next eleven of Ford’s books that appeared in England, including all four volumes of Parade’s End. Ford was questioning this professional relationship by 1928, along with the business of publishing in England altogether, but his friendship with Duckworth remained a significant one. A Man Could Stand Up – is the second of the four volumes of the tetralogy to include a dedicatory letter.
               
 
               † Ford’s axiomatic belief in authorial impartiality, or ‘aloofness’, was well-documented. See, for example, ‘Literary Portraits: VIII. Mr. Joseph Conrad’, Tribune (14 Sept. 1907), 2. He moderates his strictly held view in this dedicatory letter – though in a few lines’ time he also puts great emphasis on the need to recognise the distance between his own ‘re-actions and reflections’ and those of his fictional creation, Christopher Tietjens.
               

            

            * Ford refers to No More Parades (1925), volume II of Parade’s End. In the dedicatory letter, to the publisher William Bird, Ford describes the ‘English Tory’ Tietjens as a necessary medium through which to treat the horrors of war. He says that Tietjens is based on a friend, whom he only identifies as ‘X’. Later, in a memoir, Ford acknowledged that he had Arthur Pierson Marwood in mind (Return 281).
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            CHAPTER I
            
 
            CHAPTER I4
            

         
 
         SLOWLY, amidst intolerable noises from, on the one hand the street and, on the other, from the large and voluminously echoing playground, the depths of the telephone began, for Valentine, to assume an aspect that, years ago it had used to have—of being a part of the supernatural paraphernalia of inscrutable Destiny.*
         
 
         The telephone, for some ingeniously torturing reason was in a corner of the great schoolroom without any protection and, called imperatively, at a moment of considerable suspense, out of the asphalte5 playground where, under her command ranks of girls had stood electrically only just within the margin of control, Valentine with the receiver at her ear was plunged immediately into incomprehensible news uttered by a voice that she seemed half to remember.† Right in the middle of a sentence it hit her:
         
 
         “….6 that he ought presumably to be under control, which you mightn’t like!”; after that the noise burst out again and rendered the voice inaudible.
         
 
         It occurred to her7 that probably at that minute the whole population of the world8 needed to be under control; she knew she herself did. But she had no male relative that the verdict
           could apply to in especial. Her brother? But he was on a mine-sweeper. In dock at the moment. And now … safe for good! There was also an aged great uncle that she had never seen. Dean of somewhere … Hereford? Exeter?… Somewhere…. Had she just said safe? She9 was shaken with joy!10
          
 
          
          
         She said into the mouthpiece:
 
         “Valentine Wannop speaking…. Physical Instructress at this school, you know!”
 
         She had to present an appearance of sanity … a sane voice at the very least!
 
         The tantalisingly half-remembered voice in the telephone now got in some more incomprehensibilities. It came as if from caverns and as if with exasperated rapidity it exaggerated its11 “s”’s with an effect of spitting vehemence.
         
 
         “His brothers.s.s got pneumonia, so his mistress.ss.ss even is unavailable to look after….”
 
         The voice disappeared; then it emerged again with:
 
         “They’re said to be friends now!”
 
         It was drowned then, for a long period in a sea of shrill girls’ voices12 from the playground, in an ocean of factory-hooters’ ululations,13 amongst innumerable explosions that trod upon one another’s heels. From where on earth did they get explosives, the population of squalid suburban streets amidst which the school lay? For the matter of that where did they get the spirits to make such an appalling row? Pretty drab people! Inhabiting livercoloured boxes. Not on the face of it an imperial race.
         
 
         The sibilating voice in the telephone went on spitting out spitefully that the porter said he had no furniture at all; that he did not appear to recognise the porter…. Improbable sounding pieces of information half-extinguished by the external sounds but uttered in a voice that seemed to mean to give pain by what it said.
 
         Nevertheless it was impossible not to take it gaily. The thing, out there, miles and miles away must have been signed—a few minutes ago. She imagined along an immense line sullen and disgruntled cannon sounding for a last time.
 
         “I haven’t,” Valentine Wannop shouted into the mouthpiece, “the least idea of what you want or who you are.”
 
         She got back a title…. Lady someone or other…. It might have been Blastus.* She imagined that one of the lady governoresses of the school must be wanting to order something in the way of school sports organised to celebrate the auspicious day. A lady governoress or other was always wanting something done by the School to celebrate something. No doubt the Head who was not wanting in a sense of humour—not absolutely wanting!—had turned this lady of title on to Valentine Wannop after having listened with patience to her for half an hour. The Head had certainly sent out to where in the playground they had all stood breathless, to tell Valentine Wannop that there was someone on the telephone that she—Miss Wanostrocht,† the said Head—thought that she, Miss Wannop, ought to listen to….14 Then: Miss Wanostrocht must have been able to distinguish what had been said by the now indistinguishable lady of title. But of course that had been ten minutes ago …15 Before the maroons or the sirens,16 whichever it had been, had sounded…. “The porter said he had no furniture at all…. He did not appear to recognise the porter…. Ought presumably to be under control!” … Valentine’s mind thus recapitulated the information that she had from Lady (provisionally) Blastus.17 She imagined now that the Lady must be concerned for the18 superannuated drill-sergeant the school had19 had before it had acquired her, Valentine, as physical instructor. She figured to herself the20 venerable, mumbling gentleman, with several ribbons on a black commissionaire’s tunic. In an almshouse, probably.21 Placed there by the Governors of the school. Had pawned his furniture no doubt….
         
 
         Intense heat possessed Valentine Wannop. She imagined indeed her eyes flashing. Was this the moment?
 
          
         She didn’t even know whether what they had let off had been maroons or aircraft guns or sirens. It had happened—the noise, whatever it was—whilst she had been coming through the underground passage from the playground to the schoolroom to answer this wicked telephone. So she had not heard the sound. She had missed the sound for which the ears of a world had waited for years, for a generation. For an eternity. No sound. When she had left the playground there had been dead silence. All waiting: girls rubbing one ankle with the other rubber sole….
         
 
         Then…. For the rest of her life she was never to be able to remember the greatest stab of joy that had ever been known by waiting millions. There would be no one but she who would not be able to remember that…. Probably a stirring of the heart that was like a stab; probably a catching of the breath that was like an inhalation of flame!…* It was over now; they were by now in a situation;22 a condition, something that would affect certain things in certain ways….
         
 
         She remembered that the putative ex-drill sergeant had a brother who had pneumonia and thus an unavailable mistress….
 
         She was about to say to herself:
 
         “That’s just my luck!” when she remembered good-humouredly that her luck was not like that at all. On the whole she had had good luck—ups and downs. A good deal of anxiety at one time—but who hadn’t had! But good health; a mother with good health; a brother safe…. Anxieties, yes! But nothing that had gone so very wrong….
         
 
         This then was an exceptional stroke of bad luck! Might it be an omen23—to the effect that things in future would go wrong: to the effect that she would miss other universal experiences. Never marry, say; or never know the joy of childbearing: if it was a joy! Perhaps it was; perhaps it wasn’t. One said one thing, one another. At any rate might it not be an omen that she would miss some universal and necessary experience!… Never see Carcassonne, the French said….† Perhaps she would never see the
          Mediterranean. You could not be a proper man if you had never seen the Mediterranean: the sea of Tibullus, of the Anthologists, of Sappho, even…. Blue: incredibly blue!
          
 
          
          
         People would be able to travel now. It was incredible! Incredible! Incredible! But you could. Next week you would be able to! You could call a taxi? And go to Charing Cross!* And have a porter! A whole porter!… The wings, the wings of a dove: then would I flee away, flee away† and eat pomegranates‡ beside an infinite wash tub of Reckitt’s blue.§ Incredible, but you could!
         
 
         She felt eighteen again. Cocky! She said, using the good, metallic, Cockney bottoms of her lungs that she had used for shouting back at interrupters at Suffrage meetings** before ….24 before this … she shouted blatantly into the telephone:
         
 
         “I say, whoever you are! I suppose they have done it; did they announce it in your parts by maroons or sirens?” She repeated it three times, she did not care for Lady Blastus or Lady Blast Anybody else. She was going to leave that old school and eat pomegranates in the shadow of the rock where Penelope, wife of
          Ulysses, did her washing.* With lashings of blue in the water! Was all your underlinen bluish in those parts owing to the colour of the sea? She could! She could! She could! Go with her mother and brother and all to where you could eat … Oh new potatoes! In December, the sea being blue…. What songs the Sirens sang and whether….†
          
 
          
          
         She was not going to show respect for any Lady anything ever again. She had had to hitherto, independent young woman of means though she were, so as not to damage the School and Miss Wanostrocht with the Governoresses. Now … She was never going to show respect for anyone ever again. She had been through the mill: the whole world had been through the mill! No more respect!
 
         As she might have expected she got it in the neck immediately afterwards—for over cockiness!
 
         The hissing, bitter voice from the telephone enunciated the one address she did not want to hear:
 
         “Lincolnss . . s.s…. sInn!”‡
         
 
         Sin!… Like the Devil!
 
         It hurt.
 
         The cruel voice said:
 
         “I’m s.s.peaking from there!”
 
         Valentine said courageously:
 
         “Well; it’s a great day. I suppose you’re bothered by the cheering like me. I can’t hear what you want. I don’t care. Let ’em cheer!”
 
          
         She felt like that. She should not have.
         
 
         The voice said:
 
         “You remember your Carlyle….”
 
         It was exactly what she did not want to hear. With the receiver hard at her ear she looked round at the great schoolroom—the Hall, made to let a thousand girls sit silent while the Head made the speeches that were the note of the School. Repressive!… The place was like a nonconformist chapel.25 High, bare walls with Gothic windows running up to a pitch-pine varnished roof. Repression, the note of the place; the place, the very place not to be in to-day…. You ought to be in the streets, hitting policemen’s helmets with bladders. This was Cockney London: that was how Cockney London expressed itself. Hit policemen innocuously because policemen were stiff, embarrassed at these tributes of affection, swayed in rejoicing mobs over whose heads they looked remotely, like poplar trees jostled by vulgarer vegetables!
         
 
         But she was there, being reminded of the dyspepsia of Thomas Carlyle!
 
         “Oh!” she exclaimed into the instrument, “You’re Edith Ethel!” Edith Ethel Duchemin, now of course Lady Macmaster! But you weren’t used to thinking of her as Lady Somebody.
         
 
         The last person in the world: the very last! Because, long ago she had made up her mind that it was all over between herself and Edith Ethel.* She certainly could not make any advance to the ennobled personage who vindictively disapproved of all things made—with a black thought in a black shade, as you might say.† Of all things that were not being immediately useful to Edith Ethel!
         
 
         And, aesthetically draped and meagre, she had sets of quotations for appropriate occasions. Rossetti for Love; Browning for optimism—not frequent that: Walter Savage Landor to show26 acquaintance with more esoteric prose. And the unfailing quotation from Carlyle for damping off saturnalia: for New Year’s Day,
          Te Deums,* Victories, anniversaries, celebrations…. It was coming over the wire now, that quotation:
          
 
          
          
         “…. And then I remembered that it was the birthday of their Redeemer!”
 
         How well Valentine knew it: how often with spiteful conceit had not Edith Ethel intoned that. A passage from the diary of the Sage of Chelsea who lived near the Barracks.
 
         “To-day,” the quotation ran, “I saw that the soldiers by the public house at the corner were more than usually drunk. And then I remembered that it was the birthday of their Redeemer!”†
         
 
         How superior of the Sage of Chelsea not to remember till then that that had been Christmas Day! Edith Ethel, too, was trying to shew27 how superior she was. She wanted to prove that until she, Valentine Wannop, had reminded her, Lady Macmaster, that that day had about it something of the popular28 festival she, Lady Mac, had been unaware of the fact. Really quite unaware, you know. She lived in her rapt seclusion along with Sir Vincent—the critic, you know: their eyes fixed on the higher things, they disregarded maroons and had really a quite remarkable collection, by now, of first editions, official-titled friends and At Homes to their credit.‡
         
 
         Yet Valentine remembered that once she had sat at the feet of the darkly mysterious Edith Ethel Duchemin—Where had that all gone?—and had sympathised with her marital martyrdoms, her impressive taste in furniture, her large rooms29 and her spiritual adulteries. So she said good-humouredly to the instrument:
         
 
         “Aren’t you just the same, Edith Ethel? And what can I do for you?”
 
          
         The good-natured patronage in her tone astonished her, and she was astonished, too, at the ease with which she spoke. Then she realised that the noises had been going away: silence was falling: the cries receded. They were going towards a cumulation at a distance. The girls’ voices in the playground no longer existed: the Head must have let them go. Naturally, too, the local population wasn’t going to go on letting off crackers in side streets…. She was alone: cloistered with the utterly improbable!
         
 
         Lady Macmaster had sought her out and here was she, Valentine Wannop; patronising Lady Macmaster! Why? What could Lady Macmaster want her to do? She couldn’t—But of course she jolly well could!—be thinking of being unfaithful to Macmaster and be wanting her, Valentine Wannop, to play the innocent, the virginal gooseberry or Disciple. Or alibi. Whatever it was. Goose was the most appropriate word…. Obviously Macmaster was the sort of person to whom any Lady Macmaster would want—would have—to be unfaithful. A little, dark-bearded, drooping, deprecatory fellow. A typical Critic! All Critics’ wives30 were probably unfaithful to them. They lacked the creative gift. What did you call it? A word unfit for a young lady to use!
         
 
         Her mind ran about in this unbridled, Cockney school-girl’s vein. There was no stopping it. It was in honour of the DAY! She was temporarily inhibited from bashing policemen on the head, so she was mentally disrespectful to constituted authority—to Sir Vincent Macmaster, Principal Secretary to H.M. Department of Statistics, author of Walter Savage Landor,31 a Critical Monograph, and of twenty-two other Critical Monographs in the Eminent Bores’ Series…. Such books! And she was being32 disrespectful and patronising to Lady Macmaster, Egeria* to innumerable Scottish Men of Letters! No more respect! Was that to be a lasting effect of the cataclysm that had involved the world? The late cataclysm! Thank God, since ten minutes ago they could call it the late cataclysm!
         
 
         She was positively tittering in front of the telephone from which Lady Macmaster’s voice was now coming in earnest, cajoling tones—as if she knew that Valentine was not paying very much attention, saying:
          
 
          
          
         “Valentine! Valentine! Valentine!”
         
 
         Valentine said negligently:
 
         “I’m listening!”
 
         She wasn’t really. She was really reflecting on whether there had not been more sense in33 the Mistresses’ Conference34 that that morning, solemnly, had taken place in the Head’s private room. Undoubtedly what the Mistresses with the Head at their head had feared was that if they, Headmistresses, Mistresses, Masters, Pastors—by whom I was made etcetera!*—should cease to be respected because saturnalia broke out on the sounding of a maroon the whole world would go to pieces!† An awful thought! The Girls no longer sitting silent in the nonconformist hall while the Head addressed repressive speeches to them….
         
 
         She had addressed a speech, containing the phrase: “the Credit of a Great Public School,” in that Hall only last afternoon in which, fair thin woman, square-elbowed, with a little of sunlight really still in her coiled fair hair, she had seriously requested the Girls not again to repeat the manifestations of joy of the day before. The day before there had been a false alarm and the School—Horribly!—had sung:
 
         “Hang Kaiser Bill from the hoar apple tree
 
         And Glory Glory Glory till it’s tea-time!”‡
         
 
          
         The Head, now, making her speech was certain that she had now before her a chastened School, a School that anyhow felt foolish because the rumour of the day before had turned out to be a canard. So she impressed on the Girls the nature of the joy they ought to feel: a joy repressed that should send them silent home. Blood was to cease to be shed: a fitting cause for home-joy—as it were a home-lesson. But there was to be no triumph. The very fact that you ceased hostilities precluded triumph….
         
 
         Valentine, to her surprise, had found herself wondering when you might feel triumph?… You couldn’t whilst you were still contending: you must not when you had won! Then when? The Head told the girls that it was their province as the future mothers of England—Nay, of reunited Europe!—to—well, in fact, to go on with their home-lessons and not run about the streets with effigies of the Great Defeated! She put it that it was their function to shed further light of womanly culture—that there, Thank Heaven, they had never been allowed to forget!—athwart a reillumined Continent…. As if you could light up now there was no fear of submarines or raids!*
         
 
         And Valentine wondered why, for a mutinous moment, she had wanted to feel triumph … had wanted someone to feel triumph. Well, he … they … had wanted it so much. Couldn’t they have it just for a moment—for the space of one Benkollerdy!† Even if it were wrong? or vulgar? Something human, someone had once said, is dearer than a wilderness of decalogues!‡
         
 
         But at the Mistresses’ Conference35 that morning, Valentine had realised that what was really frightening them36 was the other note. A quite definite fear. If, at this parting of the ways, at this crack across the table of History, the School—the World, the future mothers of Europe—got out of hand, would they ever come
          back? The Authorities—Authority all over the world—was afraid of that; more afraid of that than of any other thing. Wasn’t it a possibility that there was to be no more Respect? None for constituted Authority and consecrated Experience?
          
 
          
          
         And, listening to the fears of those careworn, faded, illnourished gentlewomen, Valentine Wannop had found herself speculating.
         
 
         “No more respect…. For the Equator! For the Metric system. For Sir Walter Scott! Or George Washington! Or Abraham Lincoln! Or the Seventh Commandment!!!!!!”*
         
 
         And she had a blushing vision of fair, shy, square-elbowed Miss Wanostrocht—the Head!—succumbing to some specious-tongued beguiler!… That was where the shoe really pinched! You had to keep them—37 the Girls, the Populace, everybody!—in hand now, for once you let go there was no knowing where They, like waters parted from the seas, mightn’t carry You. Goodness knew! You might arrive anywhere—at county families taking to trade; gentlefolk selling for profit! All the unthinkable sorts of things!
         
 
         And with a little inward smirk of pleasure Valentine realised that that Conference was deciding that the Girls were to be kept in the playground that morning—at Physical Jerks. She hadn’t ever put up with much in the way of patronage from the rather untidy-haired bookish branch of the establishment. Still, accomplished Classicist as she once had been, she had had to acknowledge that the bookish branch of a School was what you might call the Senior Service.† She was there only to oblige—because her distinguished father had insisted on paying minute attention to her physique which was vital and admirable. She had been there, for some time past only to oblige—War Work and all that—but still she had always kept her place and had never hitherto raised her voice at a Mistresses’ Conference.38 So it was
          indeed the World Turned Upside Down*—already!—when Miss Wanostrocht hopefully from behind her desk decorated with two pale pink carnations said:
          
 
          
          
         “The idea is, Miss Wannop, that They should be kept—that you should keep them, please—as nearly as possible—isn’t it called?—at attention until the—eh—39 noises … announce the … well, you know. Then we suppose they40 will have to give, say, three cheers. And then perhaps you could get them—in an orderly way—back to their classrooms….”
         
 
         Valentine felt that she was by no means certain that she could. It was not really practicable to keep every one of six hundred aligned girls under your eye. Still she was ready to have a shot. She was ready to concede that it might not be altogether—oh, expedient!—to turn six hundred girls stark mad with excitement into the streets already filled with populations that would no doubt be also stark mad with excitement. You had better keep them in if you could. She would have a shot. And she was pleased. She felt fit: amazingly fit! Fit to do the quarter in … oh, in any time!† And to give a clump on the jaw to any large, troublesome Jewish type of maiden—or Anglo-Teutonic—who should try to break ranks. Which was more than the Head or any one of the other worried and underfed ones could do. She was pleased that they recognised it. Still she was also generous and recognising that the world ought not really to be turned upside down at any rate until the maroons went, she said:
         
 
         “Of course I will have a shot at it. But it would be a reinforcement, in the way of keeping order, if the Head—you Miss Wanostrocht—and one or two others of the Mistresses would be strolling about. In relays, of course; not all of the staff all the morning …”
         
 
         That had been two and a half hours or so ago: before the world changed, the Conference having taken place at eight-thirty. Now here she was, after having kept those girls pretty exhaustingly jumping about for most of the intervening time—here she was treating with disrespect obviously constituted Authority. For whom ought you to respect if not the wife of the Head of a Department, with a title, a country place and most highly attended Thursday afternoons?
          
 
          
          
         She was not really listening to the telephone because Edith Ethel was telling her about the condition of Sir Vincent: so overworked, poor man, over Statistics that a nervous breakdown was imminently to be expected. Worried over money, too. Those dreadful taxes for this iniquitous affair….
         
 
         Valentine took leisure to wonder why—why in the world!—Miss Wanostrocht who must know at the least the burden of Edith Ethel’s story41 had sent for her to hear this farrago? Miss Wanostrocht must know: she had obviously been talked to by Edith Ethel for long enough to form a judgment. Then the matter must be of importance. Urgent even, since the keeping of discipline in the playground was of such utter importance to Miss Wanostrocht: a crucial point in the history of the School and the mothers of Europe.
         
 
         But to whom then could Lady Macmaster’s communication be of life and death importance? To her, Valentine Wannop? It could not be: there were no events of importance that could affect her life outside the playground, her mother safe at home and her brother safe on a mine-sweeper in Pembroke Dock….*
         
 
         Then … of importance to Lady Macmaster herself? But how? What could she do for Lady Macmaster? Was she wanted to teach Sir Vincent to perform physical exercises so that he might avoid his nervous breakdown and, in excess of physical health, get the mortgage taken off his country place which she gathered was proving an overwhelming burden on account of iniquitous taxes the result of a war that ought never to have been waged?
 
         It was absurd to think that she could be wanted for that! An absurd business…. There she was, bursting with health, strength, good-humour, perfectly full of beans—there she was
           ready in the cause of order to give Leah Heldenstamm, the large girl, no end of a clump on the side of the jaw or, alternatively, for the sake of all the beanfeastishnesses in the world to assist in the amiable discomfiture of the police. There she was in a sort of nonconformist cloister. Nunlike! Positively nunlike! At the parting of the ways of the universe!
          
 
          
          
         She whistled slightly to herself.
 
         “By Jove,” she exclaimed coolly, “I hope it does not mean an omen that I’m to be—oh, nunlike—for the rest of my career in the reconstructed world!”
 
         She began for a moment seriously to take stock of her position—of her whole position in life. It had certainly been hitherto rather nunlike. She was twenty-threeish: rising twenty-four. As fit as a fiddle; as clean as a whistle. Five foot four in her gym shoes. And no one had ever wanted to marry her. No doubt that was because she was so clean and fit. No one even had ever tried to seduce her. That was certainly because she was so clean-run.* She didn’t obviously offer—What was it the fellow called it?—promise of pneumatic bliss† to the gentlemen with sergeant-majors’ horse-shoe moustaches and gurglish voices! She never would. Then perhaps she would never marry. And never be seduced!
         
 
         Nunlike! She would have to stand at an attitude of attention beside a telephone all her life; in an empty schoolroom with the world shouting from the playground. Or not even shouting from the playground any more. Gone to Piccadilly!‡
         
 
          
         … But, hang it all, she wanted some fun! Now!
         
 
         For years now she had been—oh, yes, nunlike!—looking after the lungs and limbs of the girls of the adenoidy,42 nonconformistish—really undenominational or so little Established as made no difference!—Great Public Girls’ School. She had had to worry about impossible but not repulsive little Cockney creatures’ breathing when they had their arms extended…. You mustn’t breathe rhythmically with your movements. No. No. No!… Don’t breathe out with the first movement and in with the second! Breathe naturally! Look at me!… She breathed perfectly!
         
 
         Well, for years that! War-work for a b—y Pro-German.43 Or Pacifist.* Yes, that too she had been for years. She hadn’t liked being it because it was the attitude of the superior and she did not like being superior. Like Edith Ethel!
         
 
         But now! Wasn’t it manifest? She could put her hand whole-heartedly into the hand of any Tom, Dick or Harry. And wish him luck! Whole-heartedly! Luck for himself and for his enterprise.44 She came back: into the fold: into the Nation even. She could open her mouth! She could let out the good little Cockney yelps that were her birthright! She could be free, independent!
         
 
         Even her dear, blessed, muddle-headed, tremendously eminent mother by now had a depressed looking Secretary. She, Valentine Wannop, didn’t have to sit up all night typing after all day enjoining perfection of breathing in the playground…. By Jove they could go all, brother, mother in untidy black and mauve, secretary in untidy black without mauve, and she, Valentine, out of her imitation Girl Scout’s† uniform and in—oh, white muslin or Harris tweeds—and with Cockney yawps discuss the cooking under the stone-pines of Amalfi.‡ By the Mediterranean…. No
          one, then, would be able to say that she had never seen the sea of Penelope, the Mother of the Gracchi, Delia, Lesbia, Nausicaa, Sappho….*
          
 
          
          
         “Saepe te in somnis vidi!”†
         
 
         She said:
 
         “Good … God!”
         
 
         Not in the least with a Cockney intonation but like a good Tory English gentleman confronted by an unspeakable proposition. Well: it was an unspeakable proposition. For the voice from the telephone had been saying to her inattention, rather crawlingly,45 after no end of details as to the financial position of the house of Macmaster:
         
 
         “So I thought, my dear Val, in remembrance of old times; that … If in short I were the means of bringing you together again…. For I believe you have not been corresponding…. You might in return…. You can see for yourself that at this moment the sum would be absolutely crushing….”
         
 
          
         
            Notes
 
            4 UK PART I ¶ CHAPTER I; TS PART THE FIRST ¶ Chapter I; US A MAN COULD STAND UP—¶ CHAPTER I
            
 
            5 UK, TS asphalte; US asphalt 
 The OED lists the less common ‘-e’ form of ‘asphalt’ – also the French spelling, which may have influenced Ford.
            
 
            6 UK “…. that; TS “….. that; US “… that
            
 
            7 UK to her that; TS to <Valentine> ↑her↓ that AR
            
 
            8 UK world needed; TS world <probably> needed AR
            
 
            9 UK, TS She; US She
            
 
            10 UK with joy! ¶ She; TS with <hysterical> joy! ¶ She AR
            
 
            11 UK, US it’s; TS it<’>s AR
            
 
            12 UK, TS girl’s voices; US girls’ voices
            
 
            13 UK, TS factory-hooters’ ululations, amongst; US factory-hooter’s ululations, amongst
            
 
            14 UK to….. Then: Miss; TS to. ¶ …… Then: Miss; US to…. Then: Miss It is possible the extra dot crept into UK due to the confusion about paragraphs in TS. US adopted in this case.
            
 
            15 UK ago … Before; TS ago …. Before; US ago…. Before
            
 
            16 UK sirens, whichever; TS syrens, whichever 
 ‘Syren’ is given in the OED as a variant form of ‘siren’, but indicates that English spelling has been assimilated to the form given in UK. Milton, for example, uses the ‘i’ spelling. ‘Sirens’ is spelt with a ‘y’ throughout the chapter in TS.
            
 
            17 UK Blastus. She; TS Blastus <and supplied the word ‘Ought’>. She AR
            
 
            18 UK for the superannuated; TS for <a> ↑the↓ superannuated AR
            
 
            19 UK school had had before; TS school <must have>↑had↓ had AR
            
 
            20 UK herself the venerable; TS herself <a> ↑the↓ venerable AR 
            
 
            21 UK almshouse, probably. Placed; TS almshouse, <no doubt> ↑probably↓. Placed AR 
 ‘No doubt’ appears in the following line of text, so there would have been repetition if it had not been deleted here.
            
 
            22 UK a situation; a; TS a ‘situation’; a
            
 
            23 UK, TS be no omen; US be an omen
            
 
            24 UK before…. before; TS before….. before; US before …. before 
 US adopted in this use of ellipsis, as it may well be an indication of extended hesitation, while not punctuating a complete sentence, which is the implication of UK.
            
 
            25 UK nonconformist chapel, High, bare walls; TS nonconformist chapel. High, bare walls; US nonconformist chapel, high, bare walls 
 The US editor has evidently chosen a solution to the error here that differs from the one available in TS. TS version given here.
            
 
            26 UK show; TS shew
            
 
            27 UK shew; TS show
            
 
            28 UK, TS the popularly festival; Ed the popular festival 
 The last two letters of the word ‘popularly’ have a ring around them in TS, probably indicating (as happens elsewhere in TS) an error to be corrected. This correction has not been made in UK, or US.
            
 
            29 UK martyrdoms, her impressive taste in furniture, her large rooms and; TS martyrdoms ↑her impressive taste in furniture, her large rooms↓ and
            
 
            30 UK All Critic’s wives; TS, US All Critics’ wives
            
 
            31 UK Savage Lander, a; TS, US Savage Landor, a 
 TS is not completely clear in this case, and it’s easy to see it being misread as UK was being prepared.
            
 
            32 UK And she was being disrespectful; TS And ↑she was being↓ disrespectful AR
            
 
            33 UK, TS sense on the; US sense in the
            
 
            34 UK, TS, US Mistress’s conference; Ed Mistresses’ conference
            
 
            35 UK, TS, US Mistress’s conference; Ed Mistresses’ conference
            
 
            36 UK really frightening them was; TS really ↑frightening them↓ was AR
            
 
            37 UK keep them—the; TS keep Them - the
            
 
            38 UK, TS, US Mistress’s conference. So; Ed Mistresses’ conference. So
            
 
            39 UK the—eh—noises; TS the ↑– eh –↓ noises
            
 
            40 UK suppose they will; TS suppose They will
            
 
            41 UK, US Edith Ethel’s story, had; TS Edith Ethel’s had  
 There is no indication of the missing word in TS, and it hasn’t made it into the Duckworth proofs either.
            
 
            42 UK of the adenoidy, noncomformistish; TS of that adenoidy, nonconformistish
            
 
            43 Ford uses three short dashes in TS that stand in for the missing letters that are repeated in the proofs and then in UK and US. See the Introduction to this volume for discussion of Ford’s textual treatment of swearing.
            
 
            44 UK his enterprise. She; TS his Enterprise. She
            
 
            45 UK telephone had been saying to her inattention, rather crawlingly, after; TS telephone, rather crawlingly had been saying to her inattention, after
            

         

      
            * Cf. ‘blind and inscrutable destiny’ in The Good Soldier 40; also ‘blind but August destiny’ in Ford’s Henry James: A Critical Study (London: Martin Secker, 1914), 121; and ‘[d]estiny who is blind and implacable’ at war in No Enemy 72. The idea of ‘blind destiny’ recurs later in this volume and has its roots in ancient philosophy – Epicurus (341–270 BC), for example.
            
 
            † In Ford’s Edwardian novel A Call (1910), a telephone is the device around which he conjures a plot of sexual frustration, betrayal and psychological fragility. Valentine’s difficulties with the caller in this case are reminiscent of Robert Grimshaw’s in A Call. See my Introduction, as well as Philip Horne’s essay, ‘Absent-mindedness: Ford on the Phone’, Ford Madox Ford’s Modernity, ed. Robert Hampson and Max Saunders, International Ford Madox Ford Studies, 2 (New York and Amsterdam: Rodopi), 17–34. Cf. Ford’s When the Wicked Man (London: Jonathan Cape, 1932), 195–202.
            

         

            * A chamberlain, servant of Herod Agrippa, and mediator in times of war (Acts 12:20). Contained here also is a likely Fordian reference to Wyndham Lewis and the Vorticist publication, Blast, in which chapters of The Good Soldier first appeared. The magazine famously listed those who were to be ‘blessed’ or ‘blasted’, a clue to the fact that this is no neutral caller on the telephone.
            
 
            † Max Saunders’ biography of Ford mentions a Miss Wanostrocht as a cousin of the Garnetts. She lent Ford money (A Dual Life I 258). She may herself have been related to the Belgian Nicolas Wanostrocht, who revised the Book of Common Prayer in 1794. He had come to England in around 1780 and established a school near Camberwell. Camberwell was well known for its riotousness; there was a long-lasting tradition of saturnalia at the site. Also note that there is supposed to be the potential for confusion between Valentine’s name (Wannop) and the Head’s (Wanostrocht). Edith Ethel, as we soon learn, is one potential victim. In No More Parades (I.iii), Colonel Levin gets the two names confused.
            

         

            * Cf. Ford’s poem ‘Peace’ (1918), Selected Poems 110.
            
 
            † Paul Skinner asks whether Carcassonne stands for all that Ford ‘may not see, do, achieve?’, in his essay ‘“Speak Up, Fordie!”: How Some People Want to Go to Carcassonne’, in Ford Madox Ford and the City, ed. Sara Haslam, International Ford Madox Ford Studies, 4 (New York and Amsterdam: Rodopi), 197–210 (207). In Ford’s work, mention of the city comes most often in Provence (1935), but occurs in other books too, including The Good Soldier (‘I just wanted to marry her as some people want to go to Carcassonne’, writes narrator Dowell about Nancy, 84). The ‘saying’ quoted in A Man Could Stand Up – may well be a reference to a line in the first verse of a poem by Gustave Nadaud (1820–93), ‘Carcassonne’: ‘Never have I seen Carcassonne’. The phrase recurs in Last Post (II.iii), in French.
            

         

            * See Ford’s poem ‘Antwerp’, written after the city surrendered to the Germans in October 1914 (Selected Poems 82–5). He saw Belgian refugees at Charing Cross station, and as well as provoking what T. S. Eliot called ‘the only good poem I have met with on the subject of the war’ (Egoist, 4 [Nov. 1917], 151), this experience encouraged Ford to raise money for those displaced by German aggression. Until 1923 Charing Cross was the London station that acted as the gateway to Paris and the continent.
            
 
            † Psalm 55:6: ‘Oh that I had wings like a dove! for then would I fly away, and be at rest.’
            
 
            ‡ The pomegranate was a symbol of beauty for the Greeks and the Romans and is one of the seven species enumerated in Deuteronomy 8:8 as being special products of the land of Israel. Mrs Macmaster is earlier described as having ‘dark blue eyes in the shadows of her hair and bowed, pomegranate lips in a chin curved like the bow of a Greek boat’ (Some Do Not … II.iv).
            
 
            § Reckitt’s Blue – a laundry whitener – was one of the first widely marketed laundry products manufactured by Reckitt & Sons. This laundry starch company began producing ‘laundry blue’ in 1852 by combining a synthetic ultramarine and sodium bicarbonate, making the product widely affordable (the active ingredient was previously made by grinding lapis lazuli).
            
 
            ** The campaign for votes for women in Britain began at the time of the Second Reform Bill in 1867. Supporters of the campaign held their own meetings, and drew attention to their cause through a variety of protests and actions. Some women were able to vote in the General Election of 1918 but voting equality with men did not come until 1928, the year Last Post was published.
            

         

            * Ford and Stella did manage something akin to the escape Valentine fantasises about in the early twenties when they based themselves in the Mediterranean. Ford began writing Some Do Not … at Cap Ferrat in 1923.
            
 
            † From Chapter 5 of Thomas Browne’s essay ‘Hydriotaphia’ (or ‘Urn Burial’), published in 1658 together with ‘The Garden of Cyrus’. The full sentence reads ‘What song the Syrens sang, or what name Achilles assumed when he hid himself among women, though puzzling questions, are not beyond all conjecture.’ Cf. Literary Portraits XXVIII. ‘Mr. Morley Roberts and Time and Thomas Waring’, Outlook, 33 (21 Mar. 1914), 390; ‘On a Notice of Blast’, Outlook, 36 (31 July 1915), 144; and Thus to Revisit (London: Chapman & Hall, 1921), 7. Ford’s admiration of Browne also opens Chapter 4, Part I of Book Two (‘From the Elizabethans to Modern Times’) of The March of Literature: From Confucius to Modern Times (1939). He quotes the sirens passage, calling it ‘perhaps the most famous of all passages of Browne’ (March 470). Edgar Allan Poe (1809–49) uses it to open his tale ‘The Murders in the Rue Morgue’ (1841).
            
 
            ‡ One of the legal institutions of medieval origin situated in London and responsible for the education of barristers. Originally around twenty Inns are known to have existed, of which only four survive, Lincoln’s Inn being one. Tietjens and Macmaster are living on Gray’s Inn Road at the beginning of Some Do Not ….
            

         

            * A reference back to Some Do Not …, a scene set (probably) in 1917 so not, in fact, all that long ago. Here, Valentine realised that Edith Ethel is trying both to prise Macmaster away from his friend, and to drop her as a friend because of her attachment to Christopher (II.iv).
            
 
            † Andrew Marvell’s poem ‘The Garden’ includes a final couplet ‘Annihilating all that’s made / To a green Thought in a green Shade.’
            

         

            * Te Deum Laudamus, translated into English as ‘We praise thee O God’, is part of the mass as celebrated in the Roman Catholic Church and is also part of the service of Morning Prayer in the Church of England. It is a hymn of praise used at times of celebration. (See Shakespeare’s Henry V, IV.viii.123, ‘Let there be sung Non nobis and Te Deum’, after England’s victory at Agincourt.)
            
 
            † By the early 1840s Thomas Carlyle (1795–1881), the noted commentator on contemporary politics, society and morals, was known as ‘the Sage of Chelsea’. Thackeray commented that ‘Tom Carlyle lives in perfect dignity in a little house in Chelsea, with a snuffy Scotch maid to open the door, and the best company in England knocking at it.’ See ‘The Sage of Chelsea’, Chapter 8 of John Morrow’s book Thomas Carlyle (2006), in which he places the remark Ford quotes from Carlyle’s Reminiscences in a wider context. Carlyle receives no mention in The March of Literature, for example, but his work is cited in some of Ford’s critical essays. In Ancient Lights, Ford quotes this same phrase of Carlyle’s, calling it a ‘touching sentence’ (74).
            
 
            ‡ ‘At home’ was a formula for inviting company to an informal reception.
            

         

            * Cf. Some Do Not … (‘“Well, she was an Egeria!’, Tietjens said”, II.i); and also Ford’s description of Edith Ethel in Last Post (II.i). In Roman myth, Egeria was a nymph who inspired and advised Numa Pompilius, the wise and pious second king of Rome.
            

         

            * ‘For by him were all things created, that are in heaven, and that are in earth, visible and invisible, whether they be thrones, or dominions, or principalities, or powers’, Colossians 1:16.
            
 
            † On saturnalia cf. The Good Soldier 85.
            
 
            ‡ The origins of this couplet seem to lie in a verse of the American Civil War ballad, ‘John Brown’s Body’, which expressed Union soldiers’ hatred for Confederate President Jefferson Davis:
            
 
            
               They will hang Jeff Davis to a sour apple tree, [× 3]
 
               As they march along!
 
               Glory, glory, hallelujah

            
 
            As to the contemporary, and English, version given here, Lloyd George’s slogan ‘Hang the Kaiser’ was a key theme of the 1918 general election in Britain, whereas the ‘hoar apple tree’ as a phrase has a pedigree dating back to Anglo-Saxon times. A contemporary writer reported, on what was also a popular theme in published war songs, that ‘One heard during the First World War many “communal improvisations” from groups of singing soldiers such as “We’ll hang Kaiser Bill to a sour apple tree”…’ (From ‘Poetic Origins and the Ballad’, Louise Pound, University of Nebraska, Lincoln, Department of English, 1921.) http://digitalcommons.unl.edu/cgi/viewcontent.cgi?article=1042&context=englishfacpubs (accessed 20 July 2009).
            

         

            * Ford writes about blackouts and air raids in Nightingale 92–7, for example.
            
 
            † Phonetic cockney for ‘Bank Holiday’.
            
 
            ‡ In Max Saunders’ discussion of this section of the novel (A Dual Life II 226–7) he follows the link in Ford’s thought between the ‘table of History’ (see the next paragraph) and the stone table on which the finger of God wrote the Ten Commandments (the decalogue). One possible root of Valentine’s memory of the phrase is found in a Conrad quotation, in which he’s quoting the brothers Grimm in the epigraph of Youth (1902).
            

         

            * ‘Thou shalt not commit adultery’ (Exodus 20:14).
            
 
            † A phrase used to denote the Royal Navy, as opposed to the Army. ‘The Navy is the senior service of the Crown and has a long and distinguished history’, National Archives Website (nationalarchives.gov.uk, accessed 9 November 2009). In No More Parades, I.ii, variations of the phrase ‘nothing but His Majesty’s Navy could save us…’ occur more than once.
            

         

            * This phrase originates in the Bible (Acts 17:6). It became known widely and popularly as an English ballad published in the 1640s. The abiding message of the song is one of protest against Cromwell’s policies relating to the celebration of Christmas in particular: chorus ‘Yet let’s be content, / and the times lament, / you see the world turn’d upside down.’ The tune is that of another ballad, ‘When the King Enjoys his Own Again’. The original is in the British Library, part of the Thomason Tracts, printed mainly between 1640 and 1661 in London. Cf. Wicked Man 276.
            
 
            † Valentine is referring to a quarter-mile run or race.
            

         

            * Situated at the southern end of the Cleddau river in south-west Wales. It is an industrial town with a dockyard which had a 112-year history of ship building until it closed in 1926. A ferry service now runs from Pembroke Dock to Ireland.
            

         

            * Ford is fond of this racing-linked phrase and also uses it in No More Parades, I.i (as well as later in A Man Could Stand Up –), to refer to Sylvia Tietjens: immediately afterwards she is also ‘thorough-bred’. In The Good Soldier the Powys girls strike