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Virginia Woolf, Orlando: a Biography (London: Hogarth Press, 1928)
Chapter 3

Orlando's day was passed, it would seem, somewhat in this fashion. About seven, he
would rise, wrap himself in a long Turkish cloak, light a cheroot, and lean his elbows on
the parapet. Thus he would stand, gazing at the city beneath him, apparently entranced. At
this hour the mist would lie so thick that the domes of Santa Sofia and the rest would seem
to be afloat; gradually the mist would uncover them; the bubbles would be seen to be
firmly fixed; there would be the river; there the Galata Bridge; there the green-turbaned
pilgrims without eyes or noses, begging alms; there the pariah dogs picking up offal; there
the shawled women; there the innumerable donkeys; there men on horses carrying long
poles. Soon, the whole town would be astir with the cracking of whips, the beating of
gongs, cryings to prayer, lashing of mules, and rattle of brass-bound wheels, while sour
odours, made from bread fermenting and incense, and spice, rose even to the heights of
Pera itself and seemed the very breath of the strident multi-coloured and barbaric
population.

Nothing, he reflected, gazing at the view which was now sparkling in the sun, could
well be less like the counties of Surrey and Kent or the towns of London and Tunbridge
Wells. To the right and left rose in bald and stony prominence the inhospitable Asian
mountains, to which the arid castle of a robber chief or two might hang; but parsonage
there was none, nor manor house, nor cottage, nor oak, elm, violet, ivy, or wild eglantine.
There were no hedges for ferns to grow on, and no fields for sheep to graze. The houses
were white as egg-shells and as bald. That he, who was English root and fibre, should yet
exult to the depths of his heart in this wild panorama, and gaze and gaze at those passes
and far heights planning journeys there alone on foot where only the goat and shepherd had
gone before; should feel a passion of affection for the bright, unseasonable flowers, love
the unkempt pariah dogs beyond even his elk hounds at home, and snuff the acrid, sharp
smell of the streets eagerly into his nostrils, surprised him. He wondered if, in the season of
the Crusades, one of his ancestors had taken up with a Circassian peasant woman; thought
it possible; fancied a certain darkness in his complexion; and, going indoors again,
withdrew to his bath.

An hour later, properly scented, curled, and anointed, he would receive visits from
secretaries and other high officials carrying, one after another, red boxes which yielded
only to his own golden key. Within were papers of the highest importance, of which only
fragments, here a flourish, there a seal firmly attached to a piece of burnt silk, now remain.
Of their contents then, we cannot speak, but can only testify that Orlando was kept busy,
what with his wax and seals, his various coloured ribbons which had to be diversely
attached, his engrossing of titles and making of flourishes round capital letters, till
luncheon came—a splendid meal of perhaps thirty courses.

After luncheon, lackeys announced that his coach and six was at the door, and he
went, preceded by purple Janissaries running on foot and waving great ostrich feather fans
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above their heads, to call upon the other ambassadors and dignitaries of state. The
ceremony was always the same. On reaching the courtyard, the Janissaries struck with their
fans upon the main portal, which immediately flew open revealing a large chamber,
splendidly furnished. Here were seated two figures, generally of the opposite sexes.
Profound bows and curtseys were exchanged. In the first room, it was permissible only to
mention the weather. Having said that it was fine or wet, hot or cold, the Ambassador then
passed on to the next chamber, where again, two figures rose to greet him. Here it was only
permissible to compare Constantinople as a place of residence with London; and the
Ambassador naturally said that he preferred Constantinople, and his hosts naturally said,
though they had not seen it, that they preferred London. In the next chamber, King
Charles's and the Sultan's healths had to be discussed at some length. In the next were
discussed the Ambassador's health and that of his host's wife, but more briefly. In the next
the Ambassador complimented his host upon his furniture, and the host complimented the
Ambassador upon his dress. In the next, sweet meats were offered, the host deploring their
badness, the Ambassador extolling their goodness. The ceremony ended at length with the
smoking of a hookah and the drinking of a glass of coffee; but though the motions of
smoking and drinking were gone through punctiliously there was neither tobacco in the
pipe nor coffee in the glass, as, had either smoke or drink been real, the human frame
would have sunk beneath the surfeit. For, no sooner had the Ambassador despatched one
such visit, than another had to be undertaken. The same ceremonies were gone through in
precisely the same order six or seven times over at the houses of the other great officials,
so that it was often late at night before the Ambassador reached home. Though Orlando
performed these tasks to admiration and never denied that they are, perhaps, the most
important part of a diplomatist's duties, he was undoubtedly fatigued by them, and often
depressed to such a pitch of gloom that he preferred to take his dinner alone with his dogs.
To them, indeed, he might be heard talking in his own tongue. And sometimes, it is said,
he would pass out of his own gates late at night so disguised that the sentries did not know
him. Then he would mingle with the crowd on the Galata Bridge; or stroll through the
bazaars; or throw aside his shoes and join the worshippers in the Mosques. Once, when it
was given out that he was ill of a fever, shepherds, bringing their goats to market, reported
that they had met an English Lord on the mountain top and heard him praying to his God.
This was thought to be Orlando himself, and his prayer was, no doubt, a poem said aloud,
for it was known that he still carried about with him, in the bosom of his cloak, a much
scored manuscript; and servants, listening at the door, heard the Ambassador chanting
something in an odd, sing-song voice when he was alone.

It is with fragments such as these that we must do our best to make up a picture of
Orlando's life and character at this time. There exist, even to this day, rumours, legends,
anecdotes of a floating and unauthenticated kind about Orlando's life in Constantinople—
(we have quoted but a few of them) which go to prove that he possessed, now that he was
in the prime of life, the power to stir the fancy and rivet the eye which will keep a memory
green long after all that more durable qualities can do to preserve it is forgotten.
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J.A. Hobson (1858-1940), Imperialism: a Study (London: George Allen and
Unwin Itd, 1902) -

Imperialism and popular government have nothing in common: they differ in spirit, in
policy, in method. Of policy and method I have already spoken; it remains to point out how
the spirit of Imperialism poisons the springs of democracy in the mind and character of the
people. As our free self-governing colonies have furnished hope, encouragement, and leading
to the popular aspiration in Great Britain, not merely by practical successes in the arts of
popular government, but by the wafting of a spirit of freedom and equality, so our
despotically ruled dependencies have ever served to damage the character of our people by
feeding the habits of snobbish subservience, the admiration of wealth and rank, the corrupt
survivals of the inequalities of feudalism. This process began with the advent of the East
Indian Nabob and the West Indian planter into English society and politics, bringing back
with his plunders of the slave trade and the gains of corrupt and extortionate officialism the
acts of vulgar ostentation, domineering demeanour and corrupting largesse to dazzle and
degrade the life of our people. Cobden, writing in 1860 of our Indian Empire, put this pithy
question: ‘Is it not just possible that we may become corrupted at home by the reaction of
arbitrary political maxims in the East upon our domestic politics, just as Greece and Rome
were demoralized by their contact with Asia?’

Not only is the reaction possible, it is inevitable. As the despotic portion of our Empire has
grown in area, a larger and larger number of men, trained in the temper and methods of
autocracy as soldiers and civil officials in our Crown colonies, protectorates, and Indian
Empire, reinforced by numbers of merchants, planters, engineers, and overseers, whose lives
have been those of a superior caste living an artificial life removed from all the healthy
restraints of ordinary European society, have returned to this country, bringing back the
characters, sentiments and ideas imposed by this foreign environment. The South and South-
West of England is richly sprinkled with these men, most of them wealthy, most of them
endowed with leisure, men openly contemptuous of democracy, devoted to material luxury,
social display, and the shallower arts of intellectual life. The wealthier among them discover
political ambitions, introducing into our Houses of Parliament the coarsest and most selfish
spirit of ‘Imperialism,” using their imperial experience and connections to push profitable
companies and concessions for their private benefits, and posing as authorities so as to keep
the yoke of Imperialism firmly fixed upon the shoulders of the ‘nigger.” The South African
Millionnaire is the brand most in evidence: his methods are the most barefaced, and his
success, social and political, the most redoubtable. But the practices which are writ large in
Rhodes, Beit, and their parliamentary confederates are widespread on a smaller scale; the
South of England is full of men of local influence in politics and society whose character has
been formed in our despotic Empire, and whose incomes are chiefly derived from the
maintenance and furtherance of this despotic rule. Not a few enter our local councils, or take
posts in our constabulary or our prisons: everywhere they stand for coercion and for resistance
to reform. Could the incomes expended on the Home Counties and other large districts of
Southern Britain be traced to their sources, it would be found that they were in large measure
wrung from the enforced toil of vast multitudes of black, brown or yellow natives, by arts not
differing essentially from those which supported in idleness and luxury imperial Rome.
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It is, indeed, a nemesis of Imperialism that the arts and crafts of tyranny, acquired and
exercised in our unfree Empire, should be turned against our liberties at home. Those who
have felt surprise at the total disregard or the open contempt displayed by the aristocracy and
the plutocracy of this land for infringements of the liberties of the subject and for the
abrogation of constitutional rights and usages have not taken sufficiently into account the
steady reflux of this poison of irresponsible autocracy from our ‘unfree, intolerant,
aggressive’ Empire.

The political effects, actual and necessary, of the new Imperialism, as illustrated in the case
of the greatest imperialist Powers, may be thus summarised. It is a constant menace to peace,
by furnishing continual temptations to further aggression upon lands occupied by lower races,
and by embroiling our nation with other nations of rival imperial ambitions: to the sharp peril
of war it adds the chronic danger and degradation of militarism, which not merely wastes the
current physical and moral resources of the nations, but checks the very course of civilisation.
It consumes to an illimitable and incalculable extent the financial resources of a nation by
military preparation, estopping the expenditure of the current income of the State upon
productive public purposes and burdening posterity with heavy loads of debt. Absorbing the
public money, time, interest and energy on costly and unprofitable work of territorial
aggrandisement, it thus wastes those energies of public life in the governing classes and the
nations which are needed for internal reforms and for the cultivation of the arts of material
and intellectual progress at home. Finally, the spirit, the policy, and the methods of
Imperialism are hostile to institutions of popular self-government, favouring forms of political
tyranny and social authority which are the deadly enemies of effective liberty and equality.
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George V's coronation as King Emperor of India in 1911

(Their Majesties, King George & Queen Mary with the ruling Princes and Rajah of India)
colour print, artist unknown

(http://www.poshvine.com/experiences/302-history-walk-coronation-durbar-1911-20th-century )




