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Bound volume of correspondence compiled by Alec Waugh concerning the publication of The Loom of 
Youth (ref. SS/OS/Waugh, A.R./2/1). 
 
Correspondent(s): 
WAUGH, Arthur (1866-1943).  Publisher, critic and managing director of Chapman and Hall Ltd.  Educated 
at Sherborne School and New College, Oxford.  Father of Alexander Raban Waugh (1898-1981) and Arthur 
Evelyn St. John Waugh (1903-1966).  Letters to Alec Waugh dated 21 January 1916, 20 April 1916, 1 
February 1917.  Letter to G.M. Carey dated 25 September 1917. 
 
WAUGH, Alexander Raban Waugh (1898-1981).  Novelist.  Author of The Loom of Youth (1917).  Son of 
Arthur Waugh (1866-1943) and Catherine Charlotte (née Raban) (1870-1954).  Elder brother of Arthur 
Evelyn St. John Waugh (1903-1966).  Educated at Fernden Preparatory School, Haslemere, Surrey, and 
Sherborne School. 
 
CAREY, Godfrey Mohun (1872-1927).  School master at Sherborne School 1897-1927 and housemaster of 
Abbey House 1908-1927.  Educated at Sherborne School and Exeter College, Oxford.  Appears as ‘Buller’ or 
‘The Bull’ in The Loom of Youth. 
 
Letter from Arthur Waugh to Alec Waugh, 21 January 1916, ref. SS/OS/W/Waugh, A.R./2/1/p.11: 
[A note in Alec Waugh’s handwriting: ‘My father’s letter dated January 21 1916 was written after he had 
read the first section of the book – about 50 printed pages.  It is the natural first reaction of a loyal Old 
Shirburnian.  I must confess that I smiled when I read the letter.  “Does he really imagine” I thought “that I 
am going to write an entire novel so that he can understand me better.”  For four years everything I had 
done had been dependant on Sherborne’s attitude to it.  I was now conscious of “a world elsewhere”.  I 
went straight on writing in the hope of publication.’  ‘This refers to the first section of ‘The L of Y’.] 
 
CHAPMAN & HALL LTD,         

11, HENRIETTA STREET, 
          COVENT GARDEN, 

          W.C. 
          Jan: xxi: 1916 

Dear Billy, 
 
I have now read the MS.  It is absorbingly interesting to me, and I think it would be interesting to other 
people: but I do not see how it could be published.  Neither you nor I could ever go to Sherborne again, if 
this book appeared, and all idea of sending Evelyn would be at an end.  John [G.M. Carey], Dunkin, & 
Crusoe [H.R. King] would never speak to you again.  Also the portraits of your contemporaries are too 
candid to be tolerated by them.  So far there seems to me to be hardly any fiction in it at all – only fact.  As 
a spiritual diary of your life it is of the utmost interest & value to me, and I hope you will go on with it, if 
you have the patience.  But you would ruin your chances if you printed it.  You would make enemies 
everywhere: and that would be sheer folly.  I can recognise nearly everyone, so I think the portraits must be 
very good.  But that is just the damnation of the book.  All the world would rise against you, & Sherborne 
would be wronged.  I must say however that I am astonished at the skill which your narrative shows.  It is 
alive all through, & though the dialogue is sometimes too photographic for my taste, the work shows the 
greatest promise.  I think you will agree with me on reflection about the prudence of publicity: but I hope 
you will preserve the record & go on with it.  Perhaps in years to come it might be touched up & brought 
out, when these old feuds are forgotten, & the heart is colder in remembrance.  So do go on with it. It helps 
me to understand you a little better, if that is possible, than I did before.  Congratulations on your memory 
& your touch.  We will talk of it on Sunday. 
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Yr ever loving Father. 
 
  



Letter from Arthur Waugh to Alec Waugh, Maundy Thursday [20 April] 1916, ref. SS/OS/W/Waugh, 
A.R./2/1/p.12: 
[A note in Alec Waugh’s handwriting: ‘I cannot remember at what point my father became reconciled to 
the prospect of publication, but after it had been typed he sent it to J.C. Ledward, a solicitor, an old 
Harrovian, a man in the early thirties, on whose opinion he placed considerable store as the Irish know, 
Easter fell rather late in 1916.  The typescript was then sent to S.P.B. Mais, who showed it to Martin Secker.  
Secker turned it down.’  ‘ “Jock” is J.C. Ledward – a solicitor – and an excellent amateur actor.  An old 
Harrovian, born in the mid 1880’s.’] 
 

Underhill, 
North End Road, 

Hampstead, 
N.W. 

Maundy Thursday 
1916 

5.45 p.m. 
 

My dearest Billy, 
 
I have good news for you.  Jock’s opinion of “The Loom” is far more enthusiastic than you & I even 
expected.  He thinks it is absolutely priceless.  I went to see him after lunch, taking with me the first two 
chapters of Book III, which arrived from Miss Dickens this morning.  This takes us to the end of Pack 
Monday Fair.  I left these with Jock, & took away the earlier part, which I will now forward to Mais. 
 
Jock began with his objections which were few. He thinks the stage is a little too much crowded with 
names, some of which hardly materialise as characters.  And while we are on names, he thinks Gordon 
Caruthers an unfortunate name for a hero – rather too decorative.  He found it very difficult to follow the 
intricacies of Thirds, Two Cock, or Three Cock, & thought anyone out of Sherborne would have the same 
difficulty. He also considered the piece about Tester inviting small boys to the study a blot on the tale at 
that point, & he considered Jeffries tirade against Fernhurst too rhetorical.  I do not agree with him here, 
however.  He further said that we must remember that the story will be so detested by the Sherborne 
masters that you and I may in years to come be sorry it was published.  For he took it for granted Sherborne 
would never receive us in its walls again.  Yet he thought it ought to be published, for he considers it the 
most real schoolboy book he has ever read, & notably better than “The Harrovian” in that it has so much 
humour, & is written by a sportsman instead of a socialist. 
 
And then began the praise.  He has read it more than once, Edith had read a lot & loved it, & so had Mrs 
Ledward.  He could not believe that you were Gordon – quiet modest Alec, but he was sure that Gordon 
was one of the most live characters he has ever met.  And they were all alive – Mansel he especially liked, 
Fletcher, & Tester.  He thought “The Bull” very delicately handled, tho’ he himself was quite unable to see 
where Gordon found the charm in him.  “To me,” he said, “The Bull is frankly detestable.”  Chief he thought 
most tenderly touched, & he loved Macdonald.  Claremont made him roar with laughter.  Indeed he 
insisted upon reading out some bits about Claremont, & laughing over them again.  With all his experience 
of master-ragging he could hardly believe the Trundle scenes were true, but I assured him they were, & he 
said that any how they had made him yell.  He also especially approved the passage at the end of Bk II 
where Tester read Swinburne to Gordon - & that you know is a favourite passage of mine as well.  
Altogether, I never imagined such a reception, & directly Edith came in, she began – “Oh, Balmy, Jock is 
immensely taken with Alec’s story, & so am I.”  It was a really happy afternoon for me, I can assure you. 
 
This has been a memorable day, for Lyon came to see me at 11 o’cl. & we fixed up about “The Book of 
Week”.  It is to be made a regular feature of the paper, & I am to choose my own books.  I am going to lead 
off with the Life of Monsignor Benson – rather suitable for Easter week: & probably Gosse’s Essays the 
week after – or the Granville letters.  He said he would be very glad also if I would sometimes do him a 



middle article.  I think I shall be able to come down to Southwold now in a week or two to see you, if the 
work runs smoothly. It is a great comfort not to be so tightly pinched for cast. 
 
Lyon told me The Outlook was losing £2000 a year: but he sees his way to reduce the loss by about a half, & 
he is prepared to face that, as he wants to stand for Parliament & requires an “organ” to express his views. 
I think the work is safe for a year; and he consulted me on many points about the paper, & seemed to think 
my advice worth considering.  Well, altogether we have got something to be thankful for at Easter, just 
when I least expected it.  And I can’t tell you how happy I feel about Jock’s high judgment of your book.  
Cheerio, Billy.  Things look a bit better, don’t you think? 
 
Ever yr. devoted old 
Daddy 
 
Letter from Arthur Waugh to Alec Waugh, 1 February 1917, ref. SS/OS/W/Waugh, A.R./2/1/p.17: 
[A note in Alec Waugh’s handwriting: ‘In explanation of the letter on the opposite page, it should be 
explained that in January, my father had published a novel by S.P.B. Mais called ‘Interlude’.  It would seem 
very tame to-day, but it shocked my father.  It described a school that was obviously Sherborne, and a 
school master who was obviously S.P.B.M. who conducted an illicit romance with a girl at the Times Book 
Club.  Sherborne was outraged.  I did, as my father suggested, go over the MS again, but alas, I did not have 
the good sense to follow his advice and tone down some of the comments on one or two of the masters.’] 
 
 
CHAPMAN & HALL LTD. 

11, HENRIETTA STREET, 
COVENT GARDEN. 

W.C. 
Feb: i: 1917 

My dearest Billy 
These last fifteen hours have been filled with conflicting emotions; and for the moment I hardly know 
where I stand.  By the evening post last night I heard that Mais has been sacked from Sherborne for 
“Interlude”.  This morning I hear that “The Loom” is accepted.  It is all a wild rush of incidents. 
 
Of course, dear Boy, I am very proud that “The Loom”, over which we spent so many happy hours last year 
is to see the light, and I congratulate you with all my heart.  It is a great achievement to have had a novel 
accepted at 18: I wonder how many other parallel instances there are – not many, I feel sure –: and I pray 
that this war may spare you, & that this may be the beginning of a brilliant literary career, devoted to the 
true gods, & giving much happiness to many.  If I were you, I would suggest calling on Richards when you 
come to London, & discussing any suggestions he may make.  I very much advise you doing this.  He is a 
good judge, and what he says is well worth considering.  Moreover, I think it would be wise to go thro’ the 
MS. once more – now that we know it is going to appear, & consider the various personalities from the 
point of view of the pain they may give.  You do not want, for example, to give unnecessary pain to old 
Crusoe [H.R. King] – who loves Sherborne truly & has done his best for the place: and it might be well to 
consider the exact wording of your account of Dunkin.  For the sake of a cheap gibe, I am sure you do not 
want to say anything that is manifestly unjust. 
 
Richards’ terms are fair enough.  Get the MS. back to go over; but first get his advice on details. I am sure it 
is worth the trouble.  Remember, the printed word remains.  It is necessary to be very careful of what you 
print.  And may God defend the right, & may “The Loom” bring us all more happiness than sorrow.  You 
know that no one has been from the first more deeply concerned in its fortunes than your old Daddy. 
 
Of course this means the end of Evelyn as a Shirburnian: and I shall try to make up my mind that things will 
work out for the best.  I don’t know what to do next, but, after you have actually got an agreement signed 
with Richards, I shall write to Chief, & perhaps he will advise me.  I feel rather lost for the moment, but I 
must remind myself that I have always been very uncertain about the advisability of Evelyn going to 



Sherborne, and I shall hope & trust that we may come to a wise decision which will make for the good of us 
all. 
 
I was naturally much upset by Petre’s letter, & tried to write to him as kindly as possible.  I told him that I 
felt sure he would be better suited in some other career than a school master’s, & would enjoy more 
freedom for his writing.  Also I tried to encourage him by saying that there was never a better time for 
getting a job, and that I felt sure he would soon be comfortably “suited.” I don’t see what else Chief could 
have done.  Petre’s school of fiction is quite inconsistent with school mastering. 
 
Hugh [Hugh Stewart Mackintosh (1899-1976), Old Shirburnian] came in last night with the MS. of your new 
novel [a note added in Alec Waugh’s handwriting: ‘This is a second novel of no quality whatsoever which I 
never showed to a publisher’], & I am sending it on registered to Doris [a note added in Alec Waugh’s 
handwriting: ‘Mrs S.P.B.M.’] to-day.  I did not, of course, tell him about Petre.  He spoke very warmly about 
your book, and said he had had a most delightful time at Camberley. 
 
Dear Billy, I hope you quite understand how pleased I am for your sake about “The Loom.”  Just for a 
moment the situation bewilders me a little: but I will not “panic”, and I feel sure that things are turning out 
all right.  But I know you will go through it finally from the point of view of taste & judgment.  Remember: 
before it appears you may be in the thick of it in France: you may even be - God knows where - Let it 
remain as a worthy memorial to your time at Sherborne, stripped of any petty reprisal, clear-eyed & eager-
hearted – as you used to look, as you came down the Digby Road to meet me in the morning sunlight, in 
those days which I grow surer every month were the happiest days my life is ever going to see. 
 
And God bless you, dear, dear Boy, in everything you do. 
 
Yr devoted old 
Daddy 
 
Typescript copy of a letter from Arthur Waugh to G.M. Carey, 25 September 1917, ref. SS/OS/W/Waugh, 
A.R./2/1/p.20: 

Sept.25th.1917. 
My dear Carey: 
 
Your letter has touched me deeply as I am naturally sorry that Alec’s novel should have given you so much 
pain as you say it has.  As I told you in advance, the book must be regarded as a work of fiction in which the 
incidents are often arranged from the artist’s point of view for the sake of contrast and effect.  It is a 
mistake to regard it, as some people seem to do, either as a piece of photography or an essay in 
propaganda.  At the same time so young an author could of course only draw upon his experience for his 
material, and it would be affectation to pretend that the character of “the Bull” was not suggested to a 
great extent by yourself.  I am indeed surprised, as well as pained, that you should have so misunderstood 
the character as it is drawn in the book.  Most of the people who have discussed the book with me have 
said how [‘excellently’ crossed out] sympathetically Buller was drawn, how clear it was that the author was 
really fond of him, and was all the time endeavouring to establish better relations with him.  That indeed is 
the main theme of the book – the gulf that may exist between two good fellows who ought to understand 
one another, but who from some temperamental kink, or the inevitable difference in their positions as 
master and boy, are continually kept in opposition to one another.  The tribute which the boy pays to his 
old master when he looks his last at him across the Big School, seems to me as touching a thing as I have 
read in [‘recent’ crossed out] modern fiction.  I am disappointed that you should have been unable to see it 
from the point of view which the author clearly intended. 
 
I am sorry that Sherborne resents the book as the work of one of its sons, but I join issue with you entirely 
when you say that it gives a false picture of the school life there.  You must allow me to say that the very 
fact that you believe it to be false only proves, what many parents have long known, that the profession of 
school mastering works in time so insidiously upon even the most generous temperaments, that they come 



to forget what they themselves were like as boys, and console themselves by entertaining an entirely 
imaginary [‘picture’ crossed out] vision of what the boys under their immediate care are like.  “THE LOOM 
OF YOUTH” is, I know, not only true to the real Sherborne of today, but to the Sherborne of my own time, 
and what is more, to the inside life of almost every public school in England at the present time.  I have 
friends of ages varying from 50 to 15, who have been or are at such different schools as Eton, Harrow, 
Winchester, Rugby, Marlborough, Malvern, Epsom, Lancing and others which I cannot for the moment 
recall – (in every case I am alluding to a definite testimony) – and all these men and boys have said that the 
book gives the most real picture of the inside life of a public school that has ever been written.  In common 
with all parents I deplore most bitterly the fact that this could be true, but the mischief about the public 
schools in the past has been that we have all joined in a sort of conspiracy of silence to muffle up the truth 
about the places where we were educated.  A year or two after we have left school, we invest the old place 
with a spirit of romance, and no one has done so more than myself.  But a change has come over England in 
the last three years; mufflings and wrappings are being [‘removed’ crossed out] stripped from false 
traditions.  People are beginning to speak the truth about all sides of national life in the hope, perhaps, that 
we are on the eve of a great era of reconstruction.  My boy’s book is a very small contribution towards this 
declaration of Truth: but it is true, and to suggest that it is not true serves no possible purpose, and can 
only lead back to confusion.  We have all got to face the truth, parents, masters and boys alike.  For years 
schoolmasters have had the monopoly of dictating to parents and boys, and I think they have been 
accorded extraordinary patience from both parties.  Surely the masters in their turn must have equal 
patience now that a little of the other side is put upon record?  I think if you reconsider the book from this 
point of view, you will see that it is calculated rather to do a service than a wrong to the school which you 
and I have so long cherished in our hearts. 
 
With kindest remembrances, 
Ever yours, 
Arthur Waugh. 
 


