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‘{PP/45/316/1/212} 

KING’S COLLEGE, 

CAMBRIDGE 

 7.12.05 

I feel very misanthropic this evening ; the 

corruption and effeteness of what is supervening ; 

and my utter helplessness and incapacity 

of creating the impression I wish. 

There has been a long party here this evening 

- five hours through which Hobly, Norton, 

Sheppard, Furness, Rupert, and my brother 

have floated for shorter or longer periods. 

And I feel rather despairing _ and, as I 

have said, very helpless. 

… 

[PP/45/316/1/213] 

I want to make a move against our 

methods – for I don’t think we’re at all 

corrupt within. As it is we aren’t – en 

bloc – fit company for the youth. 

I tried to make Norton see it, but it was 

no good. 

To begin with one must learn to talk 

football or politics or metaphysics in 

general conversation and give up trying 



to make imitation of what one 

says nose to nose. For the same things 

seem to be decent nose to nose and a little 

immodest palam populo. 

Norton says some dreadful things and Hobly 

adds so little and I – am helpless. 

I think Rupert’s probably all right ; but I agree  

with your criticisms in detail. 

He is certainly 

{PP/45/316/1/213} 

The letter got interrupted, so that you won’t get 

it until Saturday ; now that I am doing no 

work it seems quite impossible to find moments 

to write letters in. 

What I was going to say was that, as you 

forewarned, Rupert was a little bougeois, that 

he depends for his looks on hair and youth, 

and that he comes from Rugby not Eton. 

But quite nice, I thought. 

Norton was enthralled – ‘looks a true poet.’ 

And R. delighted with N. – ‘very clever and amusing.’ 

Poor Hobly was a little out of it. Nobody but  

we will ever know why he ought to have been 

elected. 

My brother [word crossed out] silent in the background – very 

anxious, I thought, that Rupert should shine and 

do himself justice. 

…’ 


