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JOHN CLARE: The Northampton Years 

JOHN CLARE has been a neglected poet. This year has seen the centenary of his death, and despite 
the competing quatercentenaries of Christopher Marlowe and William Shakespeare he has had 
more attention paid to him than for many years. Northampton had its own most appropriate 
commemoration on May 20th, the anniversary of his death at the Northampton General Lunatic 
Asylum; a service at All Saints Church, a recital of music, which Clare loved, and readings of 
his poems by Miss Margaret Rawlings, a lecture by Edmund Blunden and a tea party at St. 
Andrew's hospital, as the Asylum is now known, where Clare died. There was also a Clare 
Centenary Exhibition of documents and pictures at the Central Art Gallery in Northampton. 
Many of those who have led the way in stressing Clare's importance as a poet attended these 
functions. Professor Blunden, of course, stands by himself: to hear a poet on a poet was a 
rewarding experience. Mrs. Tibble, Mr. Eric Robinson and others, who love Clare and have 
worked to make him better appreciated, came to join in Northampton's one-day Clate Festival. 
Peterborough, too, had its own celebration of the Centenary • 

. John Clare's story is a sad one. Born at Helpston on July 13th, 1793, of poor and illiterate! 
parents, he enjoyed as a young man a brief fashion as a "peasant poet". He was taken up, given a 
small but regular income, patronised, and met some of the leading writers of the day. His later 
work, however, was not successful, although some of it, notably The Shepherd's Calendar which 
has been republished this year in the form that Clare wrote it, was a great advance on his early 
work. He married and had seven children; he was now too well known to be accepted by his own 
people, and too little l5nown for the favour of the great world. Improvident and moody, his mental 
state deteriorated, and in 1837 he was admitted to a private asylum, High Beech, Epping Forest, 
from which he escaped four years later. Finally, he was sent to the Northampton Asylum, at the 
age of forty-nine, where he spent the remaining twenty-three years of his life. A correspondent 
wrote to F. Martin (Clare'S early biographer), 

"I saw Clare frequently during his residence at the Asylum. At first, he was allowed to 
come into --the town (the Asylum is a mile out of it) unattended, and his favourite resort was 
beneath the' portico of All Saints Church, where in summertime he would sit.for hours together. 
He was moody and taciturn and rather avoided society". 2 

It was in this typical pose, that George Maine drew Clare: sitting in the portico of All 
Saints, notebook in hand. The illustration, which is reproduced here, is from the picture which 
has hung for many years in the office of the Medical Superintendent at St. Andtew's Hospital. 
There are three versions of this picture apart from the one at St. Andrew's. The version in the 
Public Library is dated 1848, and there is another at Abington Park Museum. There is also at 
the Public Library a small preliminary study by Maine of Clare seated, -three quarter length, 
without the background. No one has yet identified the artist, George Maine (he signs simply 
"G. Maine"). The parish registers of St. Giles Northampton,S however, record the burial of 
George Maine of St. Giles Street on January 25th, 1850, where his age is given as 49. The 
Northampton Mercury of January 26th, 1850, contained this notice: 

"On Wednesday the 23rd instant, Mr. George Maine, artist 
only surviving son of Mr. George Maine gardener, of St. 
Giles's Street, in this town, aged 49. 
Deceased was highly respected by all who knew him; he 
expired rather suddenly after a very short illness." 

1 Clare wrote "both my parents was illiterate to 
the last degree." 

2 G. J. de Wilde to F. Martin, 1865. Quoted in 

Sketches in the Life of John Clare, ed. Edmund 
Blunden (1931). 

3 I have to thank the retiring vicar, Canon Hughes, 
for permission to consult these . . 
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JOHN CLARE IN THE PORTICO OF ALL SAINTS', by George Maine 
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George Maine, gardener, occurs in the Northampton Poll Books from 1826 to 1852.4 His 
burial is not recorded in the registers of St. Giles, which have been scanned from 1830 to 1870, 
but the burial is recorded on September 24th, 1849, of Ann Maine of St. Giles Street, aged 85, 
perhaps the wife of the gardener and the mother of the artist. Among the Hooker family papers, 
the subject of the following article, is an ,acrostic on George Mayne, sic, by John Clare which he 
sent to Mr. Knight, the former Steward of the Asylum, on April 11th, 1851. This acrostic clearly 
refers to the artist, as it is about painting and drawing of portraits and landscapes. By the kindness 
of Miss Hooker, it is here reproduced: 

raise 
Good & substantial painter merits 
Encouragement from censure into praise 
On the plain canvass in poetic strife 
Rich pictures rise from nothingness to life 
Great in semplicity [sic] the pencil vies 
Endearing nature with her simple dies 
Making the portraits look from out the 

frames 
& almost speak in answer to their names 
Yea Landscapes too & many a pleasant scene 
Naked in winter grow to evergreen 
Enjoy thy labours & relapse between 

John Clare, however, was not allowed to sit in his favourite place in All Saints' portico as 
much as he would have wished. Dr. Prichard, the first Medical Superintendent of the Asylum 
resigned in 1845, and the Directors appointed Dr. P. R. Nesbitt in his place. Dr. Nesbitt has 
been criticised for imposing stricter discipline on Clare by confining him to the Asylum grounds. 
We now know, from the Hooker MSS., that it was Dr. Prichard who first applied these disciplinary 
measures to Clare, and Dr. Nesbitt has been perhaps unfairly criticised. Dr. Nesbitt retired in 
1858, and, in 1865, wrote with some understanding of Clare.6 Dr. Nesbitt's opinion about the 
origin of Clare's mental condition was the usual medical opinion of that day. 

"I was always-led to believe that [Clare's] mental affliction had its origin in dissipation. It 
was characterized by obsessional ideas and hallucinations. For instance he may be said to have 
lost his own personal identity as with all the gravity of truth he would maintain that he had written 
the works of Byron, and Sir WaIter Scott, that he was Nelson and Wellington, that he had fought 
and won the battle of Waterloo, that he had had his head shot off at this battle, whilst he was 
totally unable to explain the process by which it had been again affixed to his body. He was 
generally docile and tranquil, but would brook no interference-anything approaching to this last 
would excite his ire in a torrent of ejaculation of no ordinary violence in which imprecations were 
conspicuous: but this was an exceptional state of things. Seated on a bench and with his constant 
friend a quid of Tobacco, he would remain silent for hours. He was a passionate lover of the 
beauties of Nature-wild flowers being especially objects of interest to him. He was once asked 
how he had contrived to write his pretty poetry-his reply was that it came to him whilst walking 
in the fields-that he kicked it out of the clouds. On another occasion he presented me with the 
following scrap, 

Where flowers are, God is, and I am free . 

. . . . . if there was one subject more than another that he had an aversion to it was biography
he designated it as a parcel of lies-but the beauties of poetry he could always appreciate, and 
was never more at home and at his ease than when the production of one of the time-honourecl. :: 
Bards was placed in his hands. 

, For this information, I am indebted to Mr. Bruce 
Bailey of the Northampton Public Library. He also 
copied the entry in the Mercury for me. 

6 Mr. Stenson, Miss Hooker's grandfather, has 
endorsed the envelope in which the paper was placed 
"From Mr. Knight Acrostic to Dr: Nesbitt's child
and one of Clare's letters to Mr. K." Why Mr. 
Stenson, who was familiar with the Asylum'S Steward, 

and presumably Dr. Nesbitt, the medical superin
tendent, should so have described the George Maine 
of the Acrostic is not easy to see. Several possible 
explanations suggest themselves, none entiJely satis
factory. 

6 Letter of April 15th, 1865, quoted from Sketches 
in the Life of John Clare, op. cit. 



188 NORTHAMPTONSHIRE PAST AND PRESENT 

He was essentially a kind-hearted, good-feeling man with an usually large cerebral devel
opment, possessing great breadth and altitude of forehead, such as we are in the habit of asso
ciating with men of the highest order of Intellect" . 

Dr. Nesbitt retired in 1858, and was succeeded by Dr. Edwin Wing. In the Annual Report 
of the Northampton General Lunatic Asylum for 1864, Dr. Wing wrote:-

"In speaking of the obituary, I have already alluded to the death of John Clare, who 
though ailing for some time, yet not in a degree to excite serious apprehensions of immediate 
danger, was suddenly cut off by apoplexy on the 20th of May. It had been my purpose, had space 
and my physical strength permitted, to have written somewhat at length on the character of his 
insanity, and to have pointed out the frequent connection between mental aberration and genius, 
and especially as illustrated by some of our most noted poets. Latterly his intellect had become 
sadly clouded, yet there were periods when the shadow would be temporarily lifted. There are 
some verses, written long after his admission into the Asylum, that I cannot forbear to introduce, 
as showing the deep melancholy under which he must have laboured at the time they were written. 
They are entitled 

I AM! 
I am ! yet what I am none cares or knows 

My friends forsake me like a memory lost; 
I am the self consumer of my woes, 

They rise and vanish in oblivious host, 
Like shades in love and death's oblivion tost; 
And yet I am-and live with shadows lost. 
Into the nothingness of scorn and noise, 

Into the living sea of waking dreams, 
Where there is neither sense of life nor joys;, 

But the vast shipwreck of my life's esteems; 
And e'en the dearest-that I loved the best
Are strange-nay, rather stranger than the rest. 
I long for scenes where man has never trod; 

A place where woman never smil'd or wept; 
There to abide with my Creator, God, 

And sleep as I in childhood sweetly slept; 
Untroubling and untroubled where I lie; 
The grass below-above, the vaulted sky." 

Dr. Wing retired in September, 1865, but he never wrote "at length on the character of 
(Clare'S) insanity", as he himself died in December of that year at Hardingstone. It will, perhaps, 
be noted that the version of "I am" quoted by Dr. Wing differs from the published versions.7 

Much more interest has been expressed recently in Clare's later poetry that he wrote in the 
Asylum. On p. 201 is a review of The Later Poems of John Clare edited by Eric Robinson and 
Geoffrey Summerfield, and published this year by the Manchester University Press. This is 
typical of the careful editing now devoted to Clare, especially in his later phase. The present writer 
can detect but one material error. W. F. Knight, to whom as the editors, say, gratitude is due "for 
'transcribing so much of Clare's poetry and thus preserving it for posterity", was not the Super
intendent, but the House Steward of the Northampton Asylum. The Superintendent was the 
resident medical officeF, who received a salary of £500 per annum, whereas Mr. Knight received 
£60 a year (Minutes of the Directors' Committee Meetings). 

One further point about Clare's residence at the Asylum may be mentioned. The patients 
consisted of pauper patients, and private patients, the former class greatly exceeding the latter. 
Some of the private patients were assisted then as now from the charitable funds of the Hospital, 
if they could not meet the full fees. 

Lord Fitzwilliam paid 11/- a week towards John Clare's maintenance, and Clare's name 
under the initials "J.C." appears in the List of Private Patients, whose Payment for Maintenance 
are in the lowest remunerative rate of payment viz. 21s. per week, shewing the Amount of Benefit 
derived from the Funds of the Institution, which was printed in the Annual Reports of the Asylum, 
during Clare's residence. This shows 11/- weekly was paid on Clare's behalf and the "'weekly 

'1 E.G. in the last two lines of verse 1, the words "lost" and "tost" are transposed. 
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benefit" from the Hospital Funds was 10/-. Thus the total amount he received from the Charitable 
Fund in a typical year (1863) was £26.0.0. At that time, the Charitable Fund was charged £642 
per annum in respect of the patients of the same status as Clare, whereas today the demand on 
the charitable funds of the hospital runs at over £20,000 yearly, in assisting patients to stay at 
reduced, nominal, and, in some cases, no fees. Some discussion has arisen over Clare's exact 
status, but the Annual Reports make clear the position. 

In this issue of Northamptonshire Past and Present, we are privileged to print some new 
material on Clare. The first material is recorded in an article by Miss Hooker and Mrs. Dermott 
Hunt on the MSS. in the possession of the former, which have never been printed, and which 
shed valuable light on Clare during his time in the Asylum. It is unfortunately impossible to 
print the entire correspondence between William F. Knight, Joseph Stenson and John Clare 
himself, the author of two of the letters, or the text of Clare's. own MS. poems and jottings, but it 
is hoped that this article will indicate how rich this material is, particularly as Miss Hooker has 
allowed one complete letter of Knight and one of Clare to be reproduced in full. There is no 
question but that these letters and documents, so carefully preserved by Miss Hooker and her 
family, shed much light on Clare's earlier period at the Asylum. 

Less important, but equally welcome is the note on the Clare MSS. atStratfield Saye. 
This information derives from the enterprise of Miss J oan Wake, and the kindness of the Duke 
of Wellington, who has placed the material in his possession unreservedly at the disposal of the 
Editor of Northamptonshire Past and Present. This material refers to Clare at a much earlier stage 
in his career, when he was seeking the patronage of the Cecils. This was indeed before the shades 
of the prison house began to close! It is also before Clare's "climb to the niche in Poetry beside 
Blake and Keats where he belongs: in his case such a slow climb". 8 That Clare has now securely 
been placed in that niche is due both to the fact that the modern world is more properly appre
ciative of his merits, but also to the labours of the scholars who have established what Clare 
wrote, and have devoted such time and trouble to giving us a proper text of Clare, a proper 
appreciation of his life and work, and, above all, let us recognise him simply as a Poet, without 
any qualifying adjective. 

8 Letter from Mrs. Tibble to the writer March 5th, 1963 . 

• 

"THE MOCK BIRD" 

I've often tried, when tending sheep and cow, 
With bits of grass and peels of oaten straw 
To whistle like the birds. The thrush would start 
To hear her song, and pause, and flyaway; 
The blackbird never cared but sang again; 
The nightingale's fine song I could not try; 

G.!. 

And when the thrush would mock her song, she paused 
And sang another song no bird could do. 
She sang when all were done, and beat them all. 
I've often sat and mocked them half the day 
Behind the hedgerow thorn or bUllace tree. 
I thought how nobly I could act in crowds; 
The woods and fields were all the books I knew, 
And every leisure thought was Love and Fame. 

-John Clare. 
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JOHN CLARE 

SOME UNPUBLISHED DOCUMENTS OF THE ASYLUM PERIOD 

MISS HOOKER of Bristol treasures most, among her family possessions, a small group of documents 
about John Clare, which she inherited from her great-grandfather, Joseph Stenson of Northampton 
and Luton. He was a partner in the firm of Stenson and Company, Patent Iron Scrap Forge 
Works, of which he was iron-master. From about 1839 until 1844, he lived with his wife Sarah, . 
and their growing family in Cow Lane, in the parish of St. Giles, Northampton. He died in 1882 
at Groombridge, Kent. Selina, his eldest child, who married Samuel Hooker, a straw-bonnet 
manufacturer of Luton, inherited her father's papers. The present owner, grand-daughter of 
Selina and Samuel Hooker, inherited the documents from her aunt, Elizabeth, Selina's eldest child. 

When Joseph Stenson was living in Northampton, in Cow Lane, he was not the head of a 
prosperous firm,but is described. in the Northampton poll-book for 1842 as a book-keeper. He 
first became friendly with William F. Knight, later appointed House Steward of Northampton 
General Lunatic Asylum, but, at that time employed by the Directors of that Institution in some 
other capacity. The Asylum had been opened in 1838, as a result of voluntary effort, and was 
one of the first Institutions at which care of mental patients was medical and scientific rather 
than punitive. On December 29th, -1841, John Clare had been admitted as a patient at the Asylum, 
then under its first Medical Superintendent, Dr. T. S. Prichard. 

J OSEPH STENSOl'; 
AS MR. KNIGHT AND JOHN CLARE KNEW HIM 

THE FIRST PAGE OF JOHN CLARE'S LETTER 
TO MR. KNIGHT, JULY 8TH 1850 
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William F. Knight is known today as Clare's faithful friend and admirer, who preserved 
many of Clare's poems, which he transcribed. Most of these transcriptions are in the Northampton 
Public Library today (Eric Robinson · and Geoffrey Summerfield, The Later Poems of John Clare, 
Introduction, pp. 12-18; this volume is reviewed on p. 201). According to Hooker family tradition, 
it was through William Knight, later to be appointed House Steward at the Asylum, that J oseph 
Stenson met Clare, and took an admiring interest in him and his poetry. Clare gave Stenson some 
of his poems, or let him make copies of them. 

Spencer Timothy Hall, friend of all three men, bore independent witness to this in the 
article, Bloomfield and Clare, which he published in 1866, and reprinted as the twelfth chapter of 
his Biographical Sketches of Remarkable People (1873). Geoffrey Grigson, in his introduction to 
Poems of John Clare's Madness (1950) quoted the passage in which Hall, describing his own visit 
to Clare in May, 1843, mentioned "a beautiful and logical poem" Clare had been writing for 
"my friend, Mr. Joseph Stenson, the iron-master". 

The earliest of Miss Hooker's documents, however, is dated 1844, and when Joseph 
Stenson moved to Luton in the second half of that year, he had with him copies of three of Clare's 
poems, dated in the first half of 1844. The first was A Valentine nosegay to Mary, and the other 
two, Maid of Jerusalem and Graves of Infants were written, according to W. F. Knight, when 
Clare's movements were restricted to the Asylum grounds. Clare's poems of this spring and 
summer were composed under extraordinary stress. Ordinarily, he was allowed to pass outside 
the Asylum grounds into the town and neighbouring countryside. If the privilege was abused, it 
was withdrawn for a fitting length of time. Knight's letter to Stenson, is dated from Northampton 
March 3rd, 1846. 

My dear Friend 

You will be sorry to hear 
that poor John Clare is not allowed to go out 
of the walls of this place-for on Saturday last he 
went into the town, and some one made him 
intoxicated-for this, he is incarcerated-and 
although he says he does not care about it-
yet I can see he feels it, for to day in some 
verses he has composed he says-

"Fancy, thou burning mirror of the mind 
That like the sun on Nature's memory shines 

In thee, alone my free born spirit finds 
'I'ts liberty, and pasture -" -

And again in another verse he says-speaking 
of the Blackbird's song-

Thou bird chief mourner to my lonely quill 
Shut out from thy lov'd haunts-a prisoner still-

And again he says-
"no more I walk where thou art wont to sing". 

thus you see how acutely he feels his confinement 
and it behoves me to make it as light as 
I can-for I find him in tobacco-books 
and paper-and sometimes spend an hour 
with him talking poetry·--------

When last he was kept in-he made the 
"Infants Graves"-and "Maid of Jerusalem"-some 
say he writes more at such times-and 
his poetry is far better-yet it seems a crime 
to keep him from his loved haunts-where 
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he sits sometimes on the stump of a tree-and 
converses with his parent Nature-pouring 
out his soul in verse-and loading all with 
sweets-I know you will feel regret at this 
information-for just at this season he roves 
more about the fields-and as he told our Friend 
S. Hall-"pick up his poetry-

Good Night 

I am sorry to trouble you so often-if is it a trouble 
to you-but I know you will excuse this if it [is] all 
about poor John-last night before he went to 
bed-he gave me the following love song-

By the spring that shines so clear 
By the flower that blossoms near 
And every day-and every year 
My life, and soul, I love thee 

By the spring in shine and gloom 
By the flower and its perfume 
Thou art to me perpetual Bloom 
My life, and soul, I love thee. 

By the sunbeams as I pass 
By the wild flower in the grass 
Thou art to me the bonniest lass 
And fondly do I love thee 

I love thee more than words pretend 
Thou'(rt struck through) dearer than the dearest friend 
And when my pilgrimage shall end 
In heaven I hope to love thee 

March 3rd 46 
Thus John keeps joging on from theme to 
theme-from passion to calm nature-from 
solitude to bustling life-I have not yet 
seen him this morning but I have no doubt 
he has something for me-early as it is-for he 
is up most mornings at six o'clock-and his 
mind must be employed in writing poetry 
or Clare, will be Clare no longer-

I should like your opinion on the last piece 
I sent you with the Valentine-for I have a 
liking for it myself-

I had finished my letter 

I am in all sincerity your 
enquiring and wellwishing 

friend-and medley correspondent 
W. F. Knight 

just as our Porter handed me over 
your welcome epistle-I was pleased 
to hear of your Institution-your 
debates and all other encouraging 
matter connected with it-but I tell 
you what friend S- I have not so much philanthropy about me now, as I 
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had some few years ago-for I find the worlds world is self! SELF! SELF !1 
and he that devotes most time to the benefit of others is in the 

worlds eye the greatest fool-
Mr J Stenson this I have learned by the schooling I have had 

in its rough chanels-I thank you for 
Luton your letter-and I care not how frequent 

I have the pleasure of another and 
another-though they are 

This letter, which breaks off abruptly, was quoted at length by Mr. Eric Robinson in his broadcast 
talkJohn Clare in the Asylum from the Midland Studio of the B.B.C. on May 20th of this year. 
It gives evidence of Clare's restriction to the Asylum grounds, after Dr. Prichard's departure, 
in 1846, but it also gives proof that it was Dr. Prichard who first restricted Clare in 1844, the 
year of Infants Graves and Maid of Jerusalem, and not his successor, Dr. Nesbitt; who succeeded 
Dr. Prichard as medical superintendent in October 1845, and who has generally been regarded 
as the initiator of this form of punishment. 

Joseph Stenson's work held him in Luton from 1844 to 1847. He regularly corresponded 
with W. F. Knight, but certain of the letters were destroyed years ago, only those relating to 
Clare having been carefully preserved. These contain some of the most significant private material 
on his life in the Asylum, and show Knight's evocative infl~ence on him. The first one extant 
was written from Northampton on September 22nd, 1844, 

My dear Sir 
I promised you in my 

last to copy one or more of Clare's poems 
for you and in doing so I entrust them 
in the hand of one I can trust for I have 
given my promise not to circulate them 
without leave-so you will see my reason 
for wishing them to go no further than 
your own hands-for fear I should not 
get any more by my transgressing of 
what ought to be kept sacred-but 
I know you are not of the class of persons 
that cannot enjoy unless they have others 
to take a part in their treat so I 
do at once break the chain that binds 
me-and now for some hopes of pleasing 
you-and cheering a few moments of this 
monotonous life I will commence with 
a "Valentine nosegay. for Mary-

the poem, with some variants, that Mr. Stenson already possessed. 

Mr. Knight added one of his exact footnotes. 'This was written on Valentines day this 
Year - - - - - - I do not know if you can read it for I have written as though I alone was to read 
- - -'. A copy of Clare's Evening ('The cool of evening is the hour of heaven'.) followed. 
The letter concludes: 

'I was much pleased with your lines on our dirty people
but they cannot have their own way-Le Lloyd has given us 25£ this 

1 'self! SELF! SELF i'-is written in larger and 
larger letters. Had Knight been reading Charles 
Dickens' Martin Chuzzlewit which was issued in 
parts in 1843-4? "It was natural for him to refiect
he had months to do it in-upon his own escape, and 
Mark's extremity. This led him to consider which of 

them could be spared, and why? Then the curtain 
rose slowly a very little way; and Self, Self, Self, 
was shown below" (Chapter :XXXIII, Biog. Edn, 
1902, p. 425). See also Chapters LI and LII where 
this key phrase occurs. 
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last week - - I would have written you more but for press of time 
and a bad pen-My respects to all-I am yours &c. W; F. Knight' 

Something of Knight's sympathetic, animating personality is revealed in this letter, which also 
shows that alreadYj in 1844, he had Clflre's confidence, had begun collecting his poems and was 
encouraging his creativeness. 

The transcription of A Valentine here given by Knight differs from the published versions 
(e.g. J. L. Cherry, Life and Remains of John Clare, 1873, p. 219) particularly in the fifth verse, 
which, in Knight's version, is given as-

'Here's the pale Primrose on the skirts of the wild-wood 
And Violet blue neath the thorns on the green, 
The wild flowers we pluck'd in the days of our childhood 
On the very same spot as no changes had been 
In the very same place where the sun kiss'd the leaves 
And the Wood-bine its branches with thorns interweaves'. 

In the writers' opinion, this version is more genuinely Clare's than the published one, where the 
last line reads, ' .. 

'And the Wood-bine its branches of thorns interweaves'. 

In 1845, those changes took place in the administration of the Asylum, to which reference 
, has already been made. The Prichards gave notice of their resignation as Medical Superintendent 
and Matron on April 30th, to take effect six months later. , At the very same meeting of the 
Directors, Mr. William F. Knight was appointed House Steward at a salary of £60 per annum.2 

Knight's ability to help Clare by his sympathy, and to compile a full collection of his poetry was 
thus enhanced. From 1846 to February 15th, 1847 his letters to Stenson contained copies of 
eleven more pieces of poetry, seven of them unpublished. On,April 8th, 1846, he wrote: 

'Thus you see I am still favoured by 
your admired Clare with now and then 
some beauties of his muse-but I think 
some of his Child Harrold stanzas are very fine. 
Here is one of last week after looking at a 
picture in a book-the representation of a picture 

These paintings, why they mock as if they spoke 
Talking loud music, like to things that live 

, The lips are parted as if silence broke-
Into sweet language-such delights they give 
Such happy visions to our fancies weave 
The cheek seems warmer in the maidens face 
From our too ardent look-the bright eyes live 
And look out from the canvas on the plac~ 
While the ruby lips seem moving on the face ' 

Thus and thus I transcribe to you some one! or two of the 
many effusions of the Poets mind .. What think you of them .. ' 

Knight, sending Stenson a copy of the well known poem My early home was this (Cherry, op. cit., 
p. 241) in December, 1846, comments: . 

'Talking of Clare, the other day I sketched the Cottage in 
which he was born-(from a copy)-and Clare has made these 
verses that please me much-here they are-what do you 
think of them .. ' 

Stenson was given by his correspondent examples of most of Clare's styles, except the satirical 
or gross. Once, to prise an answer out of his friend, Knight wrote a five verse parody of Clare's 
quatrains. 

On July 28th, 1845, the Directors of the Asylum appointed Dr. Nesbitt and his wife to 
succeed the Prichards on October 1st. The Nesbitts had been employed at Hanwell Asylum (now 

2 This information has kindly been supplied by Mr. A. G. Heritage, Secretary of St. Andrew's Hospital, as 
Northampton Asylum has been known since 1876, and has not previously been published. 
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St. Bernard's Hospital). This change is nowhere mentioned in the correspondence, but Dr. 
Nesbitt in the first year he was at the Asylum again confined Clare to the grounds, much to the 
poet's distress, as is shown by the letter quoted above. Clare turned to poetry for relief, aided 
by Knight, who, in turn, informed Stenson. That confinement to the grounds of the Asylum, 
which were very large, was not an unmixed hardship is proved by Knight's letter of April 8th, 
1846: 'How I long for the sunny weather to come again-for this spot-(that is these grounds) 
are enchanting-and for this month past we have had Thrushes and Blackbirds nests-' 

The last three letters belong to the years 1846, two letters in [December], and 1847 
[February 15th], and are concerned with 'poor old friend Inskip'. Thomas Inskip, a watchmaker, 
who lived at Shefford in Bedfordshire, was known as an antiquarian writer and poet. He had 
assisted and housed the rural poet, Robert Bloomfield, which had doubtless endeared him to 
Clare, in whom, too, Inskip took an interest. In the first of these letters, Knight wrote that he 
had sent Inskip 'that piece of Clare's "I am" , (see p. 188 of this issue), and records Inskip's 
comment; 'My opinion of its excellence, is, that it ranks high with the other occasional productions 
from the same pen; It is very sweetly pensive and has found an echo in my own mind, and I 
can say for my own part, what Pope has said of Art, it is, "What oft was felt, but ne'er so well 
expressed" ... '. 

But Clare's condition was worsening. He had become far from 'competent to converse' 
with visitors. At the end of December, 1846, Mr. Knight wrote, 'one day this last week W. Howett 
called to see Clare...,..-but Clare talked nothing but ~f fiting and such like-Howett is a fine noble 
looking fellow with hair white eyes sparkling, a cheerful countenance and a constant smile, he 
told Clare how much he admired his works-and Clare only said "Do you" -then he rambled 
on again in his old way - - -'. Mr. Knight knew well how this would 'cut poor Inskip to the heart'. 
As for publication, 'I have not yet put any of the peices in the papers-and now think I shall not 
do it-I have more than one reason for changing my mind on this matter-and all considered 
conclude that it will be best not-' . 

The last letter offered Stenson an introduction to Inskip, and Knight added 'I like you 
am anxious to see Howitt's work-for I think he has Clare in it, as he'was here to visit him some
time previous to the coming out of the work-' The allusion is presumably to William Howitt's 
Homes and Haunts of the most eminent British Poets, 2 vols. (1847). John Clare was not, however, 
mentioned in this particular work of Howitt. 

The letters then cease, for, in 1847, Joseph Stenson suddenly returned to Northampton, 
where he became a successful inventor, iron-master and iron-manufacturer, and actually had a 
street named after him in the neighbourhood of his iron-foundry at St. J ames's end. 

On January 30th, 1850, William F. Knight resigned as House Steward of the Northampton 
Asylum. He left Northampton in February to become Clerk and Steward of the Borough Asylum 
at Birmingham (later called Winson Green Asylum), where he remained until his resignation in 
1892, at the age of 77. He did right to accept advancement. Clare, of whom he had written, 'his 
mind must be employed in writing poetry or Clare, will be Clare no longer-' was, with disease 
and time shrivelling the core of his sanity, beyond hope of improvement. J oseph Stenson, how
ever, his neW prominence in the town giving him weightier influence on Clare's behalf, could be 
relied on to help him and preserve whatever of Clare's came his way. Before he left, Knight 
made various arrangements for Clare's benefit and for continued transcription of his poetry. 

Nevertheless, for Clare his departure was bleakly desolating and the years 1850-51 were 
the most grievous he ever lived through in the Asylum. The full imp~ct of Clare's plight seems 
not to have struck home before mid-spring. Among the documents is the lower part of a sheet 
of paper (a spare piece from a letter to Dr. Nesbitt) containing a peacefully happy seasonal poem, 
'No more Blustery winter rages-', dated 'March 8, 1850'; but on the back of the paper is a 
heartsick verse ending 

.... 'Could I revisit all those scenes that's past 
I'd make a dream so perfect as twod last' 
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These poems are not in Clare's handwriting, but are transcriptions by an unknown hand. On the 
same sheet is Dr. Nesbitt's name and address. 

Clare was driven to use whatever scraps of paper chance offered, including blank spaces 
in the book autographed, 'John Clare From his friend Mary Howitt'-the now rare 6th edition 
of her husband's The Book of the Seasons, published 1840. Page two of Howitt's introductory 
chapter named Clare among the poets and writers of Nature and grouped him with Bloomfield, 
Burns and Elliott. The picture of haymakers fronting its July section was captioned by a quatrain 
of Clare's. A gracefully chosen gift, it was presented probably when Mrs. Howitt called on Clare 
on July 16th, 1844. 'Biddy Thorp Barnoak3 1849', Clare dated one entry; 'John Clare Northborough 
Northamptonshire Octr 23d 1848', another. Lists of women's names, attempts at verses (one in 
his vowelless shorthand), lead on a to page where, across its foot, Clare wrote, again and again, 
the initials 'WK WK WK WK'. 

This is evidence of how constantly Clare's mind reverted to his friend and benefactor, 
William Knight, and shows too how much he must have felt the personal deprivation involved in 
Knight's departure in 1850. 

Prompted by Knight, Charles Clare sent his father an affectionate letter on June 27th, 
1850. Clare's shaky writing fills all its blank spaces with two more women's names, four ten-line 
verses of a Burnsian love song and a sudden whirr of hedge-sparrows, 

'The chelping sparrows little 
pilfering thieves 
Fly from the wheat & hide in 
hedge row leaves' 

On July 8th, 1850, Clare wrote from the Asylum to W. F. Knight at the Birmingham 
Asylum. In this letter, which is here given in full, Clare alludes to certain literary ladies. Letitia 
Elizabeth Landon (1802-38) was a minor poetess; Eliza Cook (1818-89) was more famous, and 
editress of an advanced monthly periodical for intellectual women, Eliza Cook'sJournal (1849-54); 
more famous still, Felicia Dorothea Hemans (1793-1835), the Liverpool poetess, still remembered 
for such poems as Casabianca and The Stately Homes of England. 

Asylum Northampton July 8th - 50 
Dear Knight 

I write to you agen with scarcely 
one thought in my Head how do you get on 
at Birghmingham-remember me to the 
Literary Lady you mention in your 
Letter though I do not,know her I know 
some of her friends Miss Landon Miss 
Cook Mrs. Hemans & Mary Howitt & 
Remember them still perfectly -- I am 
still wanting like Sternes Prisoners 
Starling4 to "get out" but cant find 
the Way I had a Letter a fortnight 
ago from my youngest Son Charles 
who sends his best respects to you with 
the rest of the Family - He tells me 
that Mr Hen"derson5 has left Milto.n 
for Wentworth or I thought of spending 
a pleasant day with him on my return 
home - I have had up to this 2 

3 i.e. Barnack, near Helpston. 
4 Sterne's Sentimental Journey (1758) has a chapter, 

entitled 'The Starling: Road to Versailles'. 

5 Mr. Henderson was a servant at Milton (the seat 
of the Fitzwilliams) with whom Clare went country 
walks. 
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or 3 half ozs of Pigtail from Osborns 
the last about a fortnight or three weeks 
ago -- Write to me when you can for 
I am very lonely by times - ' I am without 
Books or Amusements of any kind & have 
got nothing to kill time or turn out 
"Prison Amusements" what few books I have 
had I lost somehow or other - all 
I have left is "Fishers Young Mans 
Best Companion"6 which I bought my 
self 

I am Dear Knight 
faithfully yours 

Birghmingham 
Borough Asylum 

Iohn Clare 

Mr Knight 
Borough Asylum 
Bermingham 
Warwickshire 

Letter from Clare 
July 10th 1850. 

William Knight promptly replied to this letter on July 11th with all his old warmth of reassurance 
and practical sympathy. It begins as if in the middle oLone of their conversations. 

'I am much pleased with your excellent Letter dear Clare-
but sorry that you do not get the little Tobacco-I should have 
been pleased to have paid for, for you-yet never mind old boy-
when I again come to Northampton I will some way provide you a 
store that shall last you some time-' , 

It is not known if William Knight revisited Northampton, and, if he did so, whether he 
stayed with the Stensons. It is probable that he did so, and the family tradition of his continuing 
kindness to Clare, and his close friendship with Joseph Stenson strengthen this probability. It is 
to Stenson he turns, in this letter, for quick help. 'I will write to Stenson and get him to take a 
bit of Tobacco up for you, the which I am sure he will be most happy to do~' 

Chiefly, William Knight recommended Clare to fill his empty time with poetry. Adapting 
himself to Clare's troubled state, Knight made this writing of poetry to be a light undertaking, 
almost an amusement. At the same time he praised the outcome as worthwhile for its own sake, 
and for the pleasure given him of receiving Clare's poetry-'for that that I have in pencil of yours 
I am getting copied-and I like it better and better'. There was more for Clare to do. 'When 
you write to your Son again be so kind as to remember me to them all'. Better still, 'whenever 
you feel an inclination dear Clare, do always write to me, for I shall ever be happy to hear from 
you-' a sincere assurance he repeated in his closing words. 

In every scrap of space lef~ free in the double sheet of notepaper, Clare tried to write 
poetry, faltered and failed. 

Clare's second, longer letter of April 11th, 1851, answered another from William Knight. 
Clare sent him an acrostic on George Maine (see p. 187 of this issue); then, torn between repressed 
irritation and resigned patience, wrote his heart out to William Knight. 

6 This work was first issued in 1806 by publisher J ohnson. 
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'I hear U had broken your arm & now & then I wish I was near U as usual to talk about 
Songs in which matters I have run myself out-I have scarcely read a good one since U left here 
so I dont know how to write one' . . . Instead he named remembered books and a new one of 
Moxon's "Poets" which 'Stenson left me'. He wrote of his loved, inaccessible country-side, the 
little book of songs he could not make, his great need-'for the Chat of Books Poetry & Poets 
are what I want now-', his two American visitors, Dean Dudley and Dr. Elton; his caged life. 

William Knight sent the letters on to J oseph Stenson, as he did one more item, part of a 
small, soiled, cash account book, its used pages cut away, leaving remains of one date, '184[-]'. 
It contains three .of Clare's pencilled poems: Song-Miss Hand ('In this summers health & 
dew' ... ); Song (,Love lives beyond the tomb-' ... ); Song ('When in summer thou walkest' ... ). 
The last two vary from printed versions and have Clare's amendments here and there. The pages 
are ticked off in ink, presumably as William Knight finished copying them. 

Finally, Joseph Stenson's marked, annotated copy of Cherry's Life and Remains of John 
Clare contains his initialled, pencilled note at the foot of page 126. In all Miss Hooker's documents, 
he is 'Clare' or, in grieving pity, 'John' or 'poor John'; but Cherry said Clare was always respect
fully addressed as Mr. Clare by Asylum officials and townspeople. Joseph Stenson's footnote 
reads, 'Not so, he was too oblivious of such honours to feel any gratification from such had it 
been offered~he was "Clare" & amongst pauper patients. I.S.'7 On this, we must allow 
Joseph Stenson the last word. 

NOTE 

1. M. F. HOOKER and 
N. DERMOTT HUNT 

Miss Hooker's Clare documents contain thousands more words than could be published here. The 
authors hope to publish in due course the complete transcripts. Briefly, the documents consist of 
the following: four sheets of copied poems, 1844 and 1850; eight whole and three portions of 
letters from William F. Knight of Northampton Lunatic Asylum to Joseph Stenson then in Luton, 
1844-1847; Mary Howitt's autographed gift copy of her husband's The Book of the Seasons, many 
blank spaces in which Clare filled with pencilled jottings, two of them dated 1848 and 1849; a 
letter from Charles Clare, junior, to his father, 1850; two letters from Clare to William Knight in 
Birmingham and one in reply from William Knight, 1850-1851; Clare's undated note-book of 
MS poems; Joseph Stenson's annotated copy of Cherry's Life and Remains of John Clare, .(1873). 
In all they contain eighty-seven pages of manuscript. 
Winson Green Asylum (see page 195) is now known as All Saints' Hospita1. 

Copyright Reserved 

,7 Joseph Stenson in signing his initials uses the old-fashioned "I" for "J" . 

• 

Voltaire's View of English Historians 

Les Anglois Manquent de bons Historiens 

"Pour de bons Historiens je ne leur en connois pas encore. I1 a falu qu'un Francois ait ecrit leur 
Histoire. Peut-etre le genie Anglois qui est ou froid ou impetueux, n'a pas encore saisi cette 
eloquence 'naIve, et cet air noble et simple de I'Histoire. Peut-etre aussi l'esprit de parti qui fait 
voir trouble, a decredite tour leurs Historiens. La moitie de la nation est toujours l'ennemie de 
l'autre". 
From Lettres Ecrites de Londres sur Les Anglois et autres sujets, Par M.D.V ... [Voltaire] Basle, 1734. 
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SOME CLARE MANUSCRIPTS AT STRATFIELD SAYE ' 

AMONG the manuscripts of the Duke of Wellington at Stratfield Saye are some copies of Clare's 
early poems and a letter dated March, 1820, to the Hon. Henry Manvers Pierrepont of Conholt 
Park, Hants., 3rd son of the 1st Earl Manvers. One of the poems has never been published in 
full, nor has the whole of the letter to Pierrepont. 

At first sight, it appears difficult to say why these Clare manuscripts are at Stratfield Saye. 
Lady Sophia Cecil, only daughter of the 1st Marquess of Exeter and his second wife, Sarah 
Hoggins ("The ,Cottage Countess"), married in 1818, Henry Pierrepont~ He was envoy to the 
Court of Denmark and a Privy Councillor. They had an only daughter, Augusta Sophia Anne, 

. who married in 1844 Major General Lord Charles Wellesley, the 2nd son of the 1st Duke of 
Wellington. He was the father of the 3rd and 4th Dukes' of Wellington, and the grandfather of 
the 7th and present Duke. Lady Sophia Cecil's brother, Brownlow Cecil, the 2nd Marquess of 
Exeter, was one of Clare's early patrons and it is to him that John Clare refers in his letter to 
Pierrepont; the text of the letter, which is endorced "an original letter of John Clare, the North
amptonshire poet" is as follows:-

"HonblSir 
With some timidity, I feel an irresistible inclination to acknowledge the Honb Lady 

Sophia's present and return my grateful thanks to her Ladyship for it. If I had done wrong to 
trouble your honour with a letter, Ignorance betray'd me & my station (as I fancy) will make a 
good excuse. Be as it will, I cannot stifle my feelings: nature wispers the condescending kindness 
of the most noble the Marquess of Exeter & yourself as a miracle, and feels the warm gushes of 
gratitude she cannot conceal however she may think herself unqualified to make return she must 
thank your honor & the most noble Marquess & can boast however simple it may be that she 
despised flattery & that her gratitude issues from a heart which dare not entertain hope for the 
kindness providence has been so kind to bestow 
-Yours hons' humble st. John Clare". 

There are copies of five of Clare's poems; 
(1) Sonnet 

In Helpstone Church yard 
(14 lines beginning) "What makes me love thee now, thou dreary scene?" 

Copied from Clare's manuscript-Burghley Feby. 22d. 1820. 
(Published in The Village Minstrel, 1821). 

(2) Copied from Clare's manuscript-Feb. 1820. 
(13 lines beginning) "'0 native scenes, nought to my breast clings nearer" 

(Published in The Village Mirzstrel, 1821). 

(3) Written on a birthday-20th year 
by John Clare. MS. 
Luckless day, the sorriest tidings 
Thy last folded pages tell, 
Youth from Manhood thou'rt dividing 
Youth and pleasure, fare thee well. 
Twenty years, and this thy blessing, 
Much did hopes on manhood dwell; 
Much tomorrow was expressing, 
Better prospects, fare thee well. 



200 NORTHAMPTONSHIRE PAST AND PRESENT 

Birthday-smiles thy youth attended, 
Manhood's broke thy hopefull spell, 
The curtain's dropt, hope's drama's ended 
Clos'd illusions, fare thee well. 

Note This is written on p. 1 of a quarto sheet. It is followed on pp. 2 & 3 
by "Sorrows for a Favorite Cat", below which is written "Copied from 
Clare's MS-Burghley FebY 22d : 1820". This certainly refers to the 
copying of both poems. 
The first two stanzas of this poem were quoted on p. 72 of John Clare. 
A Life (Cobden Sanderson, 1932) by J. W. & Anne Tibble. There are , 
minor textual differences between the version there printed and the 
Stratfield Saye copy. There are three other versions among the MSS 
at Peterborough. The final verse has not been printed before. Mrs. 
Tibble has kindly supplied the information on which this note is based. 

(4) Sorrows for a Favorite Cat. MS. 
by John Clare, written N ovr. 26, 1819. 
(36 lines beginning) "Let brutish hearts as hard as stones". 

(Published in The Village Minstrel 1821). 
(5) 0 Sweet is Love . . A Song. 1820. 

by John Clare. MS. 
(10 lines beginning) "Meeting Love,-its nameless joys". 

(No note of previous publication) 
I am most grateful to the Duke of Wellington for giving permission to quote from his 

documents, to Miss Joan Wake for having drawn my attention to them and for having copied the 
Birthday Poem and the letter to Henry Pierrepont from the original manuscript, to Mr. F. 
Needham, the Librarian at Stratfield Saye House for copies of the manuscript, and for supplying 
the material for the notes, and to Mrs. Tibble for assistance and encouragement, noted above. 
She points out that there is, as far as she knows, no exhaustive list of fugitive poems that Clare 
may have published between 1820 and 1830. 

• 
"WHAT IS LOVE?" 

Say, what is love? To live in vain, 
To live, and die, and live again? 
Say, what is love? Is it to be 
In prison still and still be free-
Or seem as free? Alonel and prove 
The hopeless hopes of real love? 
Does real love on earth exist? 

'Tis like a sun beam in the mist, 
That fades and nowhere will remain, 
And nowhere is o'ertook again. 
Say, what is love? A blooming name, 
A rose-leaf on the page of fame, 
That blooms, then fades, to cheat no more, 
And is what nothing was before? 
Say, what is love? Whate'er it be, 
It centres, Mary, still with thee. 

-John Clare. 

G.!. 
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JOHN CLARE'S "PARADISE LOST" - AND REGAINED 

"Editors are troubled with nice amendings & if Doctors were as fond of amputation as 
they are of altering and correcting the world would have nothing but cripples", complained Clare 
in 1825, since which time he has been so badly served (or severed) by distinguished amputating 
editor-surgeons from John Taylor to Geoffrey Grigson, both of whose editions are discredited by 
recent textual research, that it is pleasant to record that "The Later Poems of John Clare" has 
been edited by Eric Robinson and GeoJfrey Summer field for the Manchester University Press (at 
37/6d.) with meticulous care, informed by a proper respect for the integrity of Clare's poetic 
vision. This respect is extended to poor Clare's unusual spelling, punctuation and idiom, 
"corrected" in the past by even his most sympathetic editors. It is good to learn in the Intro
duction that we owe this faithful reproduction not to the editors' tolerance of quaintness but to a 
recognition that the distinctive texture of the poetry is part of the essential embodiment of Clare's 
sensibility. Not only do we get the words as Clare wrote them but also the editors attempt to give 
the best text-or amalgam of texts where no one is complete and to organize the material as 
Clare wished. Whatever our reservations about this text, they are, I think, l~ely to take the form 
(as mine do below) of wishing the editors had gone further in this direction. One cannot have 
too much of a good thing, especially when it is authenticity. Nevertheless, this is a textual achieve
ment of a high order and to say that the way is now open for a critical revaluation of Clare would 
be to ignore the fact that such editing is itself part of a revaluation. 

The result must surely be a vindication of Clare's later work and of the long, reflective 
work "Child Harold", in particular, which now that the songs have been restored to an integral 
position, appears as a more coherent and important piece of sustained writing than Grigson's 
presentation suggested. The structural influence of Byron (with whom Clare identified himself) 
is apparent in the relationship between the songs and the main, reflective body of the poem, but 
the success of the poem very much derives from Clare's own qualities. "Don Juan" is another, 
though much slighter Byronic exercise. Less intrinsically valuable than "Child Harold", it also 
comes off badly against Clare's earlier satirical achievement. "The Parish". Where in "Child 
Harold" the Byronic framework provides a helpful discipline for Clare's inventions, here it only 
serves to suggest embarrassing comparisons, particularly in Clare's hideously clumsy handling of 
sexual themes (which is not at all the same thing as the "earthy frankness" of folk art). "MS 110", 
in which Burns and Cowper are added to Byron as personae and influences, is like "Child Harold" 
in its mixture of reflective verse and song, but lacks its organization and staying power. It con
tains, nevertheless, spasms of genius, such as the apocalyptic starkness of "There is a day a 
dredfull day". There is, finally, a conscientious rereading of "The Knight Transcripts" containing 
much of intrinsic value. Unfortunately the editors choose only to give us a selection of these, 
excusing themselves by reference to their unevenness. Had we already a published good version 
of "The Transcripts", such exclusiveness based on unstated value-judgements would not matter, 
since we could judge the editors' wisdom ourselves. 

Unfortunately we have no such points of reference, and over this section of the work is 
cast the shadow of Bridges' notorious 'selection' of G. M. Hopkins. Another debatable textual 
point is whether there is any justification in a volume, which, to judge from its introduction, is 
hardly intended for the general reader, for disentangling "Child Harold" and "Don Juan" from 
each other and from related subject matter in the manuscripts. If the scrapbook effect of the 
original were reproduced, we should have a clearer idea not only of how but also of the context 
of what Clare wrote. Part of the trouble here may be editorial ambivalence. Do the editors intend 
to give us a full definitive whole-hogging text ("confusions "and all) offering scholars and critics 
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valuable insights or a good streamlined popular edition, like the same editors' "The Shepherd's 
Calendar" for O.U.P.? The volume is marred only by a compromise between these two. 

I suppose that, writing for a Northamptonshire periodical about the work of a Northamp
tonshire poet, much of it written o~ his native soil-on his return to Northborough from the 
High Beech home and after his admission to the Northampton Asylum, one ought to say some
thing that will place these poems, relating them to their setting. Unfortunately, this cannot be 
done with the later Clare *-even if it were desirable. For however firmly placed in the land
scape and social pattern of Helpston and its neighbourhood is Clare's early and middle work, the 
poems in this edition are as delocalized as "Paradise Lost", with which it shares a preoccupation 
with the themes of Eden and the Fall. Thus the Asylum is not just an Asylum or even the Bastille, 
but a Purgatorial Hell, symbolizing the Fall and loss of freedom, while the people and landscape 
of his childhood came to stand for the innocence he had lost. Contemporary events, such as the 
visit of Queen Victoria to Northampton, and people are mere grist to the symbolizing mill. 
(Significantly, it is not known whether- the names of many of the women figuring in these later 
poems are those of real people or of fantasy-products). The sine qua non of Clare's being able to 
carry on writing poetry and, perhaps, living, in the confinement of the Asylum was that he escape 
its painful reality. It is his achievement that he did better than to escape it: he transcended it. 

Beginning as an Augustan pasticheur, maturing as a classicist-of a peculiarly original 
turn but still a classical one, Clare's final art was Romantic. There was method and aptness in 
the madness of Clare's delusion in these years that he was Byron, a choice of persona that was 
significant not so much because of shared sympathies regarding sexual licence or radical politics or 
because Byron won with his poetry the financial rewards Clare so desperately once sought, but 
because Byron reconciled Augustan disciplines and satirical modes with contemporary Romantic 
attitudes. "The Later Poems" confirms not that Clare was a major poet, which he was not, but 
that his talent was an immensely and rewardingly varied one. The final irony is surely that as a 
poet he found 'freedom' from limiting material and from the distractions of poverty and emotional 
disturbance in a provincial lunatic asylum: Or as he himself wrote in "The Peasant Poet", 

"A Peasant in his daily cares-
The Poet in his joy". ROBERT SHAW. 

Also published this year by the same editors who were responsible for Later Poems were 
F. Martin, Life of Clare (F. Cassel & Co.) and Clare's Shepherd's Calendar (O.U.P.). It is re
gretted that it has not been possible to review these books in detail, but as stated in the article 
"John Clare, the Northampton Years", the Shepherd's Calendar has now appeared in the form in 
which Clare wrote it, for the first time. . 

* The historians can, however, check the biographical minutiae. Sir Gyles Isham has already pointed out in 
these pages the inaccuracy by which the editors describe Knight as 'Superintendent' rather than 'Steward'. 
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