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EDITORIAL.

BLAST finds itself surrounded by a multitude of other Blasts of all sizes and
descriptions. This puce—coloured cockleshell will, however, try and brave the
waves of blood, for the serious mission it has on the other side of World-War.
The art of Pictures, the Theatre, Music, ete., has to spring up again with new
questions and beauties when Europe has disposed of its difficulties. And just as
there will be a reaction in the Public then to a more ardent gaiety, art should be
fresher for the period of restraint. Blast will be there with an apposite insistence.
Art and Culture have been more in people’s mouths in England than they have
ever been before, during the last six months. Nietzsche has had an English sale
such as he could hardly have anticipated in his most eestatic and morose moments,
and in company he would not have expressly chosen. He has got here in rather
the same inflated and peculiar manner that Flaubert is observed to have come
side by side with Boccacio and Paul de Koch.

We will not stop talking about Culture when the War ends !

With this rather sinister reminder of responsibilities being incurred, we may
pass to this War- Number.

Germany has stood for the old Poetry, for Romance, more stedfastly and
profoundly than any other people in Europe. German nationalism is less realistie,
is more saturated with the mechanieal obsession of history, than the nationalism of
England or France.

This paper wishes to stand rigidly opposed, from start to finish, toevery
form that the Poetry of a former condition of life, no longer existing, has foisted
upon us. It seeks to oppose to thisinapposite poetfry, the intensest aroma of a
different humanity (that is Romance) the Poetry which is the as yet unexpressed
spirit of the present time, and of new conditions and possibilities of life.

Under these circumstances, apart from national partizanship, it appears to us
humanly desirable that Germany should win no war against France or England.

When we say that Germany stands for Romance, this must be qualified
strongly in one way. Official Germany stands for something intellectual, and
that is Traditional Poetry and the Romantic Spirit. But unofficial Germany has
done more for the movement that this paper was founded to propagate, and for
all branches of contemporary activity in Science and Art, than any other country.
It would be the absurdest ingratitude on the part of artists to forget this.
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Copies may also be obtained from—
“ BLAST,” 4, Phene Street, London, S.W.

NOTICE TO PUBLIC.

1. The delay in the appearance of the second number of “ Blast” is due to the
War chiefly; secondly, to the illness of the Editor at the time it should
have appeared and before. But as this paper is run chiefly by Painters
and for Painting, and they are only ineidentally Propagandists, they do
their work first, and, since they must, write about it afterwards. There-
fore the Review of the London Vortex may not always appear to date,
but two further numbers will probably eome out before next January.

2. In the demenagement of “Blast”’ from its offices in Ormond Street certain
papers, unfortunately, were lost, and several addresses of yearly subscribers
eannot be found. Should any yearly subseriber (that is, under present
eonditions, a person entitled to four numbers of “ Blast”) not receive a copy
of the present number, we should be much obliged if he would send a
posteard either to John Lane and Co., Bodley Head, Vigo Street, London,
or to “Blast,” 4, Phene Street, London, S.W., and a copy will at onee be
forwarded him.

8. Correspondence from Readers will be printed in the next number.

4. Because of the year’s lapse since the last number of “ Blast”’ appeared, and
seeing also that for some months now it has been out in book form,
Mr. Hueffer’s novel “The Saddest Story” will not be continued. We
deeply regret that eircumstances have prevented us from printing the
whole of this admirable story, which in its later portions is, if anything,
finer than in that early part we printed.

We may draw attention to the fact that Mr. Hueffer has produced a
“Blast” of his own in his book on the German spirit, “When Blood is
their argument.”’

5. We have subscribers in the Khyber Pass, and subscribers in Santa Fe. The
first stone in the structure of the world-wide reformation of taste has
been securely laid.

6. The next number will contain :—

Notes from the Front by Wyndham Lewis.

Poems and a story by Ezra Pound,

. Poems and Vortices by J. Dismorr,

War Notes by Wyndham Lewis,

Reproductions of Drawings and Paintings by Dismorr, Etchells, Gaudier-Brzeska,
Kramer, Roberts, Banders, Wadsworth, Wyndham Lewls.

6. Oontinuation of the Crowd-Master.

P hfo b=

7. An Exhibition is at present being held at the Dore Galleries, Bond Street,
of the Vortieist Group. It will end about the second week in July.
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THE GOD OF SPORT AND BLOOD.

A fact not generally known in England, is that the Kaiser,
long before he entered into war with Great Brifain, had
declared merciless war on Cubism and Expressionism,
Museum directors, suspected of Cubist leanings, were removed
from their posts. Exhibitions that gave shelter to Pablo
Picasso or even Signac, were traitorous institutions,

I expect among his orders to his troops i one to ¢ spare
no Cubist prisoners, wounded or otherwise.”—I am not imply-
ing that this should be a bhond of sympathy hetween the
British Nation and Cubists or Vorticists. I only mention it
as an interesting fact.

This good Emperor smells the Divine, the Sober and Sheet-
Iron puritanism underneath these art-manifestations, and he
feels his trade would suffer. What would happen to me, he
thinks, if all that chilly severify, and gay and iey violence,
got the upper hand; Na! We'll nip that in the bud!

No one can say the Germans are not amusing in their sport.
The English have their innocuous little sports; the German
has his old war, of course. ¢ It is not ericket,” we will admit,

They are inelined to gouge out people’s eyes preparatory to

bowling, to prevent them making a run, If they ever play
Rugby football they will take knives into the serum with
them and hamstring and otherwise in its obscurity disable their
opponents. They will use red pepper, and they will confuse
the other side by surreptitiously slipping a second and even a
third ball amongst the players, They will be very hard to
beat until the team opposed to them are armed with Browning
pistols and the goalkeeper is entrenched, with barbed wire
and a maxim! The referee’s task will be a most delicate
one. He will hoverover the field at a safe height in a captive-
balloon, perhaps.

Most people have what is known as a sneaking admiration
for this desperateness. In fact the conditions of the Primeval
Jungle are only thoroughly unfavourable to one type of man—
the best in any way of life. <« Civilization’’ (which means
most favourable conditions for him) is of his making, and it is
by his efforts that it is maintained.

But civilisation, that fortress he has built to dream in, is
not what he dreams about. (Law and righteousness are the
strongest metal available, but are a useful metal : it is only in
tlmasLlike ours that they become material for art.) What he

dreams about is the Primeval Jungle, twelve colours and a
thousand forms. The only thing that the average man has
brought away from his primitive state is admiration of feroeity.
The little photographic god whose yellow orb pours out light
at the upper end of the Cinema Chapel—and as he gazes scenes
of intense vulgarity and foolishness stream forth one alter the
other, as though they were his thoughts—this god is the
civilized monkey’s god., His worshippers sit in smoky silence
beneath him. And really,—as I have often insisted—this
modern Jungle is not without its beauty (what do you think
of 21st Street, or the town of Elberfeld?) and has very little
that is civilized about it. It is at present, too, replete with
a quaint and very scientific ferocity.

Sport and blood are inseparable, or Sport without blood is
anaemie. Sport and blood again are the rich manure all our
vitality battens on.

All the fun of Mr. Bernard Shaw's plays, as an instance,
although he wishes war away with a disgust not sham (as he
considers with a little reason that his plays should definitely
have taken its place) are based on sport and blood. All the
thrills of humorous delight that make their ratiocination bear-
able for an audience, are due to the Playing with Fire and
Daneing on the Crater, that that particular boisterous humour
and sporting sense of his most certainly is. Mr. Shaw, to be
consistent, should be as solemn as a judge. Only if he were
bitter, like Swift, would his laughter not be a contradietion,
He is too genial and his humour too school-boy-like for him
to be able to diselaim feroeity. It is only the hyena in the
intellectua] world (such as his ecelesiastical countryman just
mentioned) who can speak convincingly with disgust of Krupp.

The thinkers and Lords of the Earth, then, have fortified
themselves in a strueture of Law. The greatest praise the
really wise Lord can bestow on the man in the street is that
he is ¢ aectual,” ¢¢ of his time,” ¢« up-to-date.”” Men must he
penned and herded into « Their Time,” and prevented from
dreaming, the prerogative of the Lord of the Earth. They
must also be prevented from drifting back in the direction of
their Jungle. And the best way to do this is to allow them to
have a little contemporary Jungle of their own. Suech a little
up-to-date and iron Jungle is the great modern ecity. Its
vulgarity is the sort of torture and flagellation that becomes
the austere creator,
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CONSTANTINOPLE OUR STAR.

That Russia will get Constantinople should be the prayer
of every good artist in Europe. And, more immediately, if
the Turks succeeded in beating off the Allies’ attack, it would
be a personal calamity to those interested in Art,

A Russian Constantinople. I need only enumerate: I—
Slav Christianity mingling with young ecatholic converts
from England round St, Sophia., 2—Probably the best
Shakespeare Theatre in the world at this gate of the East.
An entirely new type of Englishman, in the person of our poet,
would be Introduced to the amazed Oriental. 8—Real
efforts in Sciences and Arts more intelligently encouraged
than in Germany, and on an equal scale, 4—The traditional
amenity and good manners of the Turk helping to make the
Southern Russian Captial the most brilliant eity poor suffering
humanity has ever beheld, not excepting Paris and Vienna,
5—Not to mention (z) a week-end bungalow in Babylon,
(b) Pienics on the Islands beneath the shadow of the Golden
Horn (I hope this is sound geography) with emancipated
lady-telegraphists. (c) A long white “ Indépendants” ex-
hibition on the shores of the Bosphorus, (2) Endless varleties
of Cafés, Gaming-houses, Casinos and Cinemas,

We cannot hope that after the War England will change
her skin so much that she will become a wise and kind
protector of the Arts, Almost alone amongst the countries
of Europe she has proved herself incapable of producing that
small band of wealthy people, who are open to ideas, ahead
of the musical-comedy and academics of their age, and pre-
pared to spend a few hundred pounds a year less on
petrol or social pyrotechnies, and buy pictures or organize
the success of new music or newplays. Even in England
a few such people exist. It is all the more ecredit
to them, being so lonely. I imagine that the war
may slightly modify for the better the lethargy, common
and impermeably practical spirit that is the curse of
this country, and which will always make it's Empire and
world-successes so inecomplete and open to eriticism, If to
the personal good-manners of Englishmen, their practical
sense of life, order and comfort, their independence and the
charm of their foothall and golf for foreign countries, they
could add an organized intellectual life: if they could sub-
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stitute for the mald-servant’s or eabman’s grin—the eternal
foolish grin they turn on everything except what they are
perfectly used to, a little organized effort to think and under-
stand life In some other way than as business, monstrous
“ Neeches”’ of foreign nations would no longer be able to
¢all them “ The unphilosophic race.” Any German claim
to World-Dominion would be Iudicrous, The modern
Englishman Is naturally better liked abroad than the modern
German, apart from polities : in fact, the only pull the German
has, and that is an enormous one, is his far greater respect for,
and cultivation of *“ the things of the mind.”

The Englishman seems to consider that a Grin (the famous
English ** sense of Humour "’) covers a multitude of sins,

The English ““ Sense of Humour’ is the greatest enemy
of England : far worse than poor Germany.

If the Englishman ecould only have sufficient moral-courage
(not mind being laughed at, you know) fo make use of his
Grin, he would find life much more difficulf !

But he would also be a much finer fellow.

His Grin (his sense of humour) is his chief viee: it is worse
than whiskey.

The English sense of humour is a perpetual, soft, self-indul-
gent, (often maudlin) hysteria, that has weakened the brain
of Britain more than any drug could.

Jokes should be taxed in England like Opium in China.

Oh! for the solemn foolishness of Prussian professor!
in place of the British Grin!

If English women could only have their teeth drawn out,
which protrude so much like a death’s head : if the sport and
“fun’ of the ordinary educated Englishman could be devel-
loped into Passion.—

But as we are not sure that it will be within any ealenlable
time, let us keep our eyes fixed on Constantinople.
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A SUPER-KRUPP—OR WAR’S END.

People are busy reading into this huge political event
prognostics for the satisfaction of their dearest dreams.

The PEACE-MA Nsays : ¢ Here at last is such a fremendous
War that it will exterminate even War itself.”

Another sort of man says: <« One good thing about this
War is that it will de-democratize France considerably.
Franece has been unhearable lately.”’

Another says: ¢« Here is the chance of their life for the
ruling classes,”

Or from another direetion: ¢ Social revolution is nearer
because of this senseless conflict.”

Among artists, the Futurist will naively refleet: ¢ The
energies awoken by all this, the harder condifions, ete., will
make a public after the War a little more after my own
heart.”

Another sort of artist, again, thinking of his rapidly depre-
ciating « shop,” says triumphantly : <« This War with all its
mediaeval emotions "' (for it gives him mediaeval emotions)
+ will result in a huge revival of Romanticism,”

I happen, as an artist, to be placed about where Probability
and Desire harmoniously meet and mingle. And it seems
to me that, as far as art is concerned, things will be exaetly
the same after the War as before it. In the politieal field
this War may hasten the pace in one direction or another.
All art that matters is already so far ahead that it is beyond
the sphere of these disturbances.

It is quite useless speculating on the Future, unless you
want some particular Future. Then you obviously should
speeulate, and it is by speculations (of all sorts, unfortunately)
that the Future is made. The Future, like the Truth, is
composed of genial words.

E_ Artists are often accused of invertebrate flexibility,in their
« acceptance’’ of a time. But it is much more that they
change less than other people. A good artist is more really
¢ of his time "~ and therefore makes less fuss about his aceci-
dental surroundings. He has exactly the same attachment
to his time (and reproaches those who don’t show such an
attachment) that he has to his family and his country. It
is the same thing.
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Well, then, I should be perfeetly content that the Present
Time should always remain, and things never change, since
they are new to me, and I cannot see how the Port ol Rotterdam
can be bettered ; and an A.B.C. shop is a joy for ever.

There are one or two points, despite this, that it may be
useful to consider.

IS THIS THE WAR THAT WILL END WAR?

People will no doubt have to try again in 20 or 30 years
if they REALLY like or need War or not. And so on untfl
present conditions have passed into Limbo,

Perpetual War may well be our next eivilization. I per-
sonally should much prefer that, as 18 months’ disorganization
every 40 years and 38} years' complete peaee, is too anarchie
except for Art squabbles. In the middle ages a War was always
going on somewhere, like the playing of perpetual football
teams, conducted by trained arquebussiers, ete. This per-
manent War of the Future would have a muech more eynieal
and professional charaeter.

Trade usually attracts the Corsicans of the Modern World.
With the future for War so precarious as it has been lately,
the tendencies of the Age against it, idleness or common virtues
rather than ambitious brains, have gone into the earser of
Arms. Will it be worth any bright boy’s while, after this
War, to devote his attention exclusively to Strategies ?

War has definitely and for good gone under the ground, up
in the air, and is quickly submerging itself down to the bed
of the ocean. In peace time, now, the frontiers will be a line
of trenches and tunnels with miles of wire and steel mazes,
and entanglements crackling with eleetricity, whieh no
man will be able to pass. Everything will be done down
below in future, or up above. Tubes will be run from the
principal coneentration eamps inland.

French soldiers may emerge from a hole in the pavement in
Unter den Linden on the deeclaration of War half-a-century
hence, or England be invaded under the North Sea.

A sort of immense in-fighting has been established every-
where, with hosts of spies and endless national eonfusions






THE EUROPEAN WAR AND GREAT
COMMUNITIES.

The Nations are at present vast sections of those men
who speak the same language. The inhabitants of the
German or Austrian Empires, or of Great Britain, are racially
almost as mixed as those of the United States.

There are half a dozen principal languages, and the Political
Entities representing them, in the West, and numerous
subordinate communities. Every person who says YES, or
every person who says JA, is involved in primitive death-
struggle at a word posted on a window, when some alleged
synthetic need of these huge organizations demands it.

It seems to me that if people did not like it, they would
object violently to this wholesale disturbance. Also; that
people will perpetually not be too fussy or nice as to what they
are fighting about.

Whether as the member of alarge or small commmunity, men
will have to fight to live, and scores of centuries of arguments
of the « You began it!"” ¢« No I didn't.”” <« You did!”
order, have made them rather apathefic on the subject of
Truth. They know that their side is right, that all sides are
always right in all quarrels of persons or nations. The enemy
is a rascal. They are as willing to fight for one immediate
thing as another, under these circumstances; since, ¢« life
is the only thing that matters,” and it is for life both sides
fight, and therefore both are right, Then in any case they
must. So that's the end of it.

But « ideals ”’ must be there. We are poor beings who have
to prod each other in the guts, and slaughter men as well as
oxen, but must we sink to Indeceney;? Must the bloody and
ravenous figure of life lie bare on the battlefield, without even
a « Serap of Paper,’ in form of Fig-leaf, to cover it?

The Germans were too intelleetual and ecareless of the
convenances, when they dismissed Treaties as « seraps of
paper.” That is a very eivilized and degenerate sin,

This War is raising many perplexities as to the future of
these Empires. Their members have, in this instance, or
the members of the two Central Aggressors, gladly flung
themselves into War for the trump ideal of the Great Com~
munity ; World Power, complete conquest, It is the only
way out for them, caught in the toils. That is to strain back
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to unity and clearness again by megalomania. With some
shuifling of the cards the Germans might have brought off
their coup—without Belgian interference, for example. But
this Belgian interference is symbolical of the great diffienlty
underlying this trump card in the armoury of ‘- ideal’” and
explanation, with which large Empires in these days go fo
war,

The Belgians and the French both, with valour equal to
the Germans, took up arms from motives even more moving.
They rose to defend their liberty to continue saying OUI,
instead of JA, and to resist a complete commereial exploitation
and endless interferenee. But this time they, in common with
poor and small nations, like Servia, were organized, very well
armed, and Germany did not sueceed in rushing them. In
the future, it is to be supposed, the standard of preparedness
will be still higher with those nations not dynastically or
otherwise aggressive, or like Great Britain, already possessed
of as much as she can manage, and asking nothing but to be
left alone in enjoyment of it.

Germany is about as strong, in a military sense, as a modern
nation can be, But, and the more for this, any considerably
extending of territory by one nation is an exploded faney.
If any one nation become possessed of it, the others, uniformly
trained and morally disciplined, more or less, will at least be
sirong enough, combined, to cure her of It, when it ecomes
to the test.

World-Empire must be momentarily dropped, just as
« ruling the waves "’ in spite of all neighbouring nations, must
be abandoned in the near future, at least. To be the strongest
and richest is possible, but the quality of uniqueness, politically,
is not.

The deadlock of equal armaments, countless quantities
of men, ete., makes the European War a failure. Defensively,
only, it will prove a success, let us hope ; that is, for the Allies.
But European War—not War—will receive a definite set-back.

This blood-letting in mass, all at once, is so impressive and
appalling. A steady dribble of blood, year by year, first in one
corner and then in another, would not be notieed to the same
extent, though at the end of a century it wonld have bled the
respective areas as much.
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POEMS

BY

EZRA POUND.

“O bright

“ Swallow with a white

‘“ Belly and black back,”
etc.

DOGMATIC STATEMENT ON THE GAME
AND PLAY OF CHESS.

(THEME FOR A SERIES OF PICTURES).

Red knights, brown bishops, bright queens
Striking the board, falling in strong  L's”’ of colour,
Reaching and striking in angles,
Holding lines of one colour :
This board is alive with light
These pieces are living in form,
Their moves break and reform the pattern :
Luminous green from the rooks,
Clashing with “x’s” of queens,
Looped with the knight-leaps.
«“Y” pawns, cleaving, embanking,
Whirl, ecentripetal, mate, King down in the vortex :
Clash, leaping of bands, straight strips of hard colour,
Blocked lights working in, escapes, renewing of contes
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GNOMIC VERSES.

When the roast smoked in the oven, beleching out blackness,
I was bewildered and knew not what fo do,
But when I was plunged in the contemplation
Of Li Po’s heautiful verses,
This thought came upon me,—
When the roast smokes, pour water upon it.

OUR CONTEMPORARIES.

When the Taihaitian princess
Heard that he had decided,

She rushed out into the sunlight and swarmed up a cocoanut palm tree,

But he returned to this island
And wrote 90 Petrarchan sonnets,

Foot-note, pour le lecteur francais:
Il s’agit d'un jeune poéte qui a suivi le eulie de Gauguin jusqu’ a Taihayti meme,

bel homme, quand la princesse bisire entendit qu’'il voulait lui accorder ses faveurs elle a moniré
son allegresse a la manidre dont nous venons de parler, Malhereusement ses poémes sont remplis

seulement de ses propres subjectivités, style Vietorienne de la *“ Georgian Anthology,”

OUR RESPECTFUL HOMAGES TO M. LAURENT TAILHADE.

OM MANI PADME HUM
LET US ERECT A COLUMN, an epicene colunm,

To Monsieur Laurent Tailhade !
It is not fitting that we should praise him
In the modest forms of the Madrigale or the Aubade.
Let us stamp with our feet and clap hands
In praise of Monsieur Laurent Tailhade,
Whose ‘“ Poemes Aristophanesques” are
So-very-odd.
Let us erect a column and stamp with our feet
And dance a Zarabondilla and a Kordax,
Let us leap with ungainly leaps before a stage scene
By Leon Bakst.
Let us do this for the splendour of Tailhade.

Et Dominus teecum,
Tailhade.
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ARTISTS AND THE WAR.

Some artists are of opinion that “ painters should partiei-
pate in these events’ by representing scenes of fighting in
Flanders and France. This does not seem to me incumbent
even on representative painters, If out of the ecampaign
in Flanders any material, like the spears in Uccello’s Battle
in the National Gallery, force themselves upon the artist’s
imagination, he will use it.

The huge German siege guns, for instance, are a stimulus
to visions of power. In any event his spirit is bound to reflect
these turmoils, even if only by sudden golden placidity.

The Public should not allow its men of art to die of star-
vation during the war, of course, (for men of action could not
take their places). But as the English Public lets its artists
starve in peace time, there is really nothing to be said. The
war has not changed things in that respect,

Under these circumstances, artists probably should paint,

fight, or make a living in some trade according to their inelin-
ation or means,

Still, with complete conscionsness that such a thing could
never happen, I will put it to some people that, could a few
hundred pounds be divided up amongst those artists who in
ordinary times find difficulty in selling their work, and now
must be penniless, it would be a noble action, There are several
men fo whom the disbursing of such a sum as fifty pounds would
not spell inconvenience—that is the phrase. For long after-
wards they would feel the amazing and refreshing repercussions
of this astounding and ridiculous action, They would only
get three morning suits instead of five during the current year,
they would—but I will break off. I feel already that by my
naivety I have sunk in the eyes of my readers.

As an extenuation of the naivety of my remarks, I will
add that I did not suggest that a supporter of the school of
Mr. Wilson Steer, or Mr, Walter Sickert should be oxpected to
support a young man who cubed. He will, on the eontrary,
pray, with far more convietion of hatred than mere racial
differenee ecould engender, or Ernst von Lissauer express—
that the war will kill off every Cubist in Western Europe, or
maim the movement and ruin its finanecial supporters, He
will hope, even, that Paris may be invested by the Germans on
the off-chance that the great stores of Cubist pietures known
to exist there might he blown up and burnt to ashes, May
the mortality amongst Cubists, Carnivorists, Fauvists and
Vortielsts at the front be excessive, May those who survive
have nothing but their feet left to paint with, and may those
not at the front die of starvation.’ This very naturally
will be the feeling of very many people,
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But there remain several people whose life, or at least whose
intelligence is bound up with the latest movement In painting,
and who understand the value of the courage and initiative
that has impelled a small number of men without resources
in money, to fling themselves into these studies. I have
launched my pessimistic cockle-shell, and wave it a very
mechanical adieu.

That the war will in any way change the currents of
contemporary art, I do not believe : they are deeper than it.
An earthquake might do so. Krupps Is a poor substitute for
seismic fire, as the Cinemas showed at the time of the Avezzano
Earthquake.

‘The universality of the present war will limit its influence.
The Germans only should be an exception to this rule, for
they are alone, and its consequences will be more definite
for them. It is their war in fact. The Allies are being, in a
sense, only complaisant ; too complaisant naturally.

When we consider the satisfactory and professional manner
in which this war is being condueted by the Allies, we eannot
believe that any deep psychological change is preparing for
France, Russia or England. Victorious elation will be sobered

by the fact that, in the case of each of the Allies the vietory
must go all round,

For Germany, even, defeat will hardly spell such changes
as judged by another time than ours (even judged by 60 years
ago) it should. The humiliation of defeat against such odds
is only a matter of abnormal popular vanity. And the German
populace is a very different personality to the German military
literati or boastful and erapulous cosmopolitan, the waiter
or sharper the Londoner judges Germany hy. If pockets are
empty for some time, Germany is used to poverty : and then
it certainly becomes her better than riches. A few good

artists may pop up again, when the popping of the sekt hottles
dies down for a bit.

In the forming of large military forees to prosecute this war,
every reactionary—political, aesthetic, journalistic—sees all
sorts of rosy possibilities. You would think from some of his
conversation, that the splendid war army of England were
fighting to reinstate the tradition of Sir Frederick Leighton,
to sweep away the fancy of the Russian ballets, or revive a
faded Kiplingesque jingoism. But the war has not resurrected
Mr. Kipling’s muse but only made it ereek rustily like a machine
peevish at being disturbed : nor has it produced the faintest
shadow of a new Kipling. There is only one thing that would
have deeply changed England, and that would have been the

loss of her Empire and eomplete defeat. And that evidently
Is not going to happen,
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THE SIX HUNDRED, VERESTCHAGIN
AND UGGELLO.

To the question ““ why has not the present war produced
fine poems, ete.? '’ you would reply, ‘“ What, tine:pootry or
literature did the Crimean War or the Franco-Prussian War
produce?’’ Some elever stories by Guy de Maupassant, and
Zola's “ Débacle” was about the only good literature 1870
has to show for itself. Tennyson’s ‘‘ Cannon to the right of
them, eannon to the left of them ’’ Is certainly not as good
as Kipling’s specialisations in military matters, which came
out of an Imperialistic period of Peace, Tolstoy’s account
of the Seige of Sebastopol is the sort of book of notes any War
or similar adventure may be responsible for, if an observant
person happens to be among those faking part in it. The
Napoleonic Wars were different. The work of Stendhal, for
instance, is a psychological monument of that epie, in that
part of it which is the outcome of the hard and vulgar energies
of his time, But at present Germany is the only country that
harks back sufficiently to put up any show of analogy to
those energies ; and she i3 honeycombed with disintegration
into another and more contemporary state of mind, which
is her worst enemy—not England, as her journalists proclaim,

I have heard people say “ None of our great men have
eome up to scratch. Not one has said anything adequate
about the War.” Shaw, Wells, ete., have seemingly all failed
to come up to what might be expected of the oceasion. But
when you consider that none of them like the War at all, though
all are more or less agreed that England did right in fighting :
that they are Soeialists, and do not wish to encourage and
perpetuate War by saying anything “ wonderful ” about it,
or flattering its importance ; this is not to be wondered at.
There {s one man in Europe who must be in the seventh
heaven: that is Marinetti. From every direction come to him
sound and rumours of conflict. He must be torn in mind, as
to which point of the compass to rush to and drink up the
booming and banging, lap up the blood! He must be a
radiant figure now!

Marinettl's one and only (but very fervent and literal)
diseiple in this country, had seemingly not thought out, or
carried to their logical coneclusion, all his master’s precepts.
For I hear that, de retour du Front, this diseiple’s first action
has been to write to the compact Milanese voleano that he
no longer shares, that he REPUDIATES, all his (Marinetti's)
utterances on the subject of War, to which he formerly sub-
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seribed. Marinetti’s solitary English diseiple has diseovered
that War is not Magnifique, or that Marinetti's Guerre Is not
la Guerre.

_ Tant Mieux.

The dearth of “ War Verse’’ or good war literature has an-
other reason. The quality of uniqueness is absent from the
present rambling and universal campaign. There are 50 many
actions every day, necessarily of brilliant daring, that they
become impersonal, Like the multitudes of drab and eolour-
less uniforms—these in their turn covered with still more
characterless mud—there is no room, in praising the soldlers,
for anything but an abstract hymn. These battles are more
like ant-fights than anything we have done in this way up to
now. The Censor throws further obstacles in the way of
Minor and Major Verse. |

Of similar Interest to the question of War-Poetry is that
of War-Painting. To illuminate this point I will quote an
article called Historic Battle Pictures, in the Daily News
of% February 2nd.

““ One is already asking on the continent who will be the
first to immortalize on eanvas or in marble the fremendous
realities of 1914-15—Every epoch has had Its illustrious
painters. Charlet drew the old soldiers of the “ Grande
Armée” and the bewhiskered grenadiers; after the First
Empire came the artillery officer Penguilly I' Haridon, Boissard
de Boisdenier, the frlend of Delacroix and ereator of the
“ Retralte de Russie ” in the Rouen gallery; Eugéne
Lami, Hippolyte Bellangs, Meissonnier himself, Y¥von,
whose speciality was Zouaves, and Protais, the painter of the
chasseurs 3 pied ; and the names with which lovers of the
priceless collection at Versailles are familiar, n

“ Defeat inspired the historical painters in the ’seventles.
Victory will be the new theme. The famous “Les Vofla!"
of Etienne Beaumetz adorns one of M. Millerand's rooms at
the Ministry of War. It was Alphonse de Neuville who gave
us most of the vivid details of the terrible year—the hand-to-
hand eneounters, the frenzied and bloody struggles of the
dying, the calm portrayed on heroic countenances as death
approaches, the flight and explosion of shrapnel. And after
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Types of the Russian Army, Kramer,
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VORTEX GAUDIER-BRZESKA.

(Written from the Trenches).

NOTE.—The sculptor writes from the French frenches, having been in the firing line
since early in the war.

In September he was one of a patrolling party of twelve, seven of his companions fell in
the fight over a roadway.

In November he was nominated for sergeancy and has been since slightly wounded, but
expeets to return to the trenches.

He has been constantly employed in seouting and patrolling and in the consiruction of wire
entanglements in close contact with the Boches.

I HAVE BEEN FIGHTING FOR TWO MONTHS and I ecan now gauge
the intensity of Life.

HUMAN MASSES teem and move, are destroyed and erop up again.
HORSES are worn out in three weeks, die by the roadside.
DOGS wander, are destroyed, and others come along.

WITH ALL THE DESTRUCTION that works around us NOTHING IS
CHANGED, EVEN SUPERFICIALLY. LIFE IS THE SAME STRENGTH,

THE MOVING AGENT THAT PERMITS THE SMALL INDIVIDUAL TO
ASSERT HIMSELF.

THE BURSTING SHELLS, the volleys, wire entanglements, projectors,
motors, the chaos of battle DO NOT ALTER IN THE LEAST, the outlines of

the hill we are besieging. A company of PARTRIDGES scuttle along before our
very ftrench.

IT WOULD BE FOLLY TO SEEK ARTISTIC EMOTIONS AMID THESE
LITTLE WORKS OF OURS. N

THIS PALTRY MECHANISM, WHICH SERVES AS A PURGE TO OVER-
NUMEROUS HUMANITY.

THIS WAR IS A GREAT REMEDY.
IN THE INDIVIDUAL IT KILLS ARROGANCE, SELF-ESTEEM, PRIDE.

IT TAKES AWAY FROM THE MASSES NUMBERS UPON NUMBERS
OF UNIMPORTANT UNITS, WHOSE ECONOMIC ACTIVITIES BECOME
NOXIOUS AS THE RECENT TRADE CRISES HAVE SHOWN US.

MY VIEWS ON SCULPTURE REMAIN ABSOLUTELY THE SAME.
IT IS THE VORTEX OF WILL, OF DECISION, THAT BEGINS.







Snew Seene. Shakespeare.






THE OLD HOUSES OF FLANDERS.

The old houses of Flanders,

They watch by the high cathedrals ;

They have eyes, mournful, tolerant and sardonie, for the ways of men,
In the high, white, tiled gables.

The rain and the night have settled down on Flanders ;

It is all wetness and darkness ; you can see nothing.

Then those old eyes, mournful, tolerant and sardonie,

Look at great, sudden, red lights,

Look upon the shades of the cathedral

And the golden rods of the illuminated rain,

For a second

And those old eyes,

Very old eyes that have watched the ways of men for generations,
Close for ever.

The high white shoulders of the gables

Slouch together for a consultation,

Slant drunkenly over in the lea of the flaming eathedrals.

They are no more, the old houses of Flanders.

FORD MADOX HUEFFER,
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Il

¥ The palnters have cut away and eut away warily, {ill they
have trapped some essential. European painting to-day Is
like the laboratory of an anatomist : things stand up stark and
denuded everywhere as the result of endless visionary ex-
amination. But Life, more life than ever before, is the object-
ive; some romaneing of elixirs, as the rawest student will :
and all professing some branch of energy.

When they say LIFE, they do at least mean something
eomplete, that can only be meant by dissociating vitality
from beef and social vivacity on the one hand, and good
dinners and every day acts of propagation on the other,

Painting has been given baek it's imaginative horizons
without renouncing the seientific work of the Impressionists
or returning, beyond that, to a perpetual pastiching of old
gorms of art, which in a hundred ways we cannot assimilate.*

There have grown up three distinet groups of artists in
Europe. The most important, in the sense that it eontains
the most important artist, and has influenced more men of
talent than any other, is the Cubist group. Pablo Pleasso, a
Spaniard living In Paris, is chiefly responsible for this move-
ment. = Definitely inspired by this group, but, with their
Italian energy and initiative, earried off to a quite different,
more pugnacious and effervescent, point of the eompass, is
the Futurist group, having in Balla, Severini and Boeceioni
(given in order of merif, as I think) three important artists.

The third group is that formed by the EXPRESSIONIST
movement, that 1s Kandinsky., We will consider these
three groups critically ; insisting on those aspeets in which
they do not finally satisfy the needs of modern painting that
were responsible for thelr appearance.

IL

The IMPRESSIONISTS carrled naturalism to its most
photographic extreme, in theory. The ROMANTICS, their
predecessors, would have no Jupiters and Ariadnes, and sub-
stituted Don Juan and Gretchen. The IMPRESSIONISTS,
in their turn, hustled away all the Corsairy, Feudal rakes and
Teutonie maidens, and installed their mistresses and land-
ladies on the front of the stage. They had not, at first, much
time to think of anything else, this heroie act occupying all their
energies. In painting, the IMPRESSIONISTS wished in
everything to be TRUTHFUL. Ii was the age of scientific
truth. Colour out of the earth had to imitate the light.
The pigment for its own sake and on its own¥merits
as colour, was of no importance. It was only important

* The fundamental qualities are the same, naturally, in the great
art of every time. The only thing an artist has to learn of the art of
another time is that fundamental excellence. But if he is a fine
artist he contains this fundamental force and excellence, and there-
fore has no need to potter about Museums, especially as life supplies
the rest, and is short.

in so far as it conld reproduce the blendings of the prism,
Then like a German in London not coneentrated, there was a
sort of 5 mile limit beyond which a REALIST must
not move, He must paint what Is under his nose— eom-
position’’ orarrangement, that is,as understood by them—any-
thing but seientific unmodified transeriptions an academiefsm.
Roughly speaking, your washing-stand or sideboard must
be painted, with due attention to complementaries, and In
form it must be Nature’s empiric proportions and exaetly
Nature's usually insignificant arrangements. If the line be-
comes unruly and independenf, it must be suppressed, If
the colour insidiously suggests that it would be happier near
some other colour, it must be listened to ONLY if it belongs to
a hody that can, while still appearing ‘“ natural,” be shifted
nearer the objects dyed in the colour desired by its own tint.
But this would be a physieal feat, very often, requiring
unexampled ingenuity, so things were usually left as they were,
or hustled Into careless ‘ arrangement.”” Dégas by violent
perspectives (the theatre seen from iis ponlalller) or Cézanne
by distortion and “ bad drawing,” eseaped from this aesthetie
legislation, So this pedantry, with it’s scornful and snobbish
verbotens, may be seen establishing its academies.

m'

This exposition may appear unnecessarily thorough. It
is not, for the following reason : one of the most important
features of the painting of the CUBISTS’,and Picasso’s praetics,
is a tenet they have taken over wholesale and unmodified
from the IMPRESSIONISTS. Picasso through the whole of his
“ Cubist”’ period has always had for starting-point in his
creations, however abstract, his studio-table with two apples
and a mandoline, the portrait of a poet of his acquaintanee,
or what not. His starting-point iz identical with that of
Cézanne or Manet.

At the heginning of his ““ Cubist "’ period he was momentarily
diverted Into a Gauguinism & la Dérain. But after that the
poriraits of men with mandolines and apples and guitars
succeeded each other with regularity.

But as regards this aspeet of Pleasso’s later painting, 1t
must always be remembered that he was first known as a
painter of purely stylistic and scholarly pietures. They were
El Greco or attenuated Daumier, and were ‘‘ composed '’
with a corresponding logic and rhythm. So Picasso, at the
outset of his Cubism, was in the same postion as the Impress-
sionists, and felt the need to reaet violently against the
languors and conventions of his earlier period. There was, again,
the practical influence of the French. As to the rest of his
Cubist colleagues, they are mostly eonverted Impressionists,
and inclined naturally to cube over their first effort, merely,
instead of making any fresh sfart. Others, not formerly
Impressionists, suffer from a form of conseience similar to his,

To describe CUBISM, then, it is useful to lead off withit's
least picturesque attribute, that of naturalism, As toeontent
and the eharacter of it's force-arrangements, it Is essentially



the same as Impressionism, largely dosed In many eases with
_ a Michaelangelizing of the every-day figure or scene, ~ (Metzin-

ger's "' Femme & Ia Tasse,” etc.) For the great licence Cubism

affords tempts the artist to slip back into faclle and sententions
~ formulas, and eseape Invention, ! i

IV,

The other link of CUBISM with IMPRESSIONISM is the
espeecially scientific character of 1’s experiments. Matisse, with
his decoration, preceded the Cubists in reaction against
sefentific naturalism. But CUBISM, as well, though in a
sense nearer the Impressionists than Matisse, rejects the
accentless, invertebrate order of Nature seen en petit. Any
portion of Nature we can observe is an unorganized and
mieroscople jumble, too profuse and too distributed to be
significant. If we could see with larger eyes we should no
doubt be satistied. But to make any of these minute
individual areas, or individuals, too proudly compact or
monumental, is probably an equal stupidity. Finite and
god-like lines are not for us, but, rather, a powerful but
remote suggestion of finality, or a momentary organization of
a dark Insect swarming, like the passing of a cloud’s shadow
or the path of a wind,

The moment the Plastic is impoverished for the Idea, we
get out of direct contact with these intuitive waves of power,
that only play on the rich surfaces where life is erowded and
abundant.

We must constantly strive to ENRICH abstraetion il it is
almost plain life, or rather to get deeply enough immersed in
material life to experience the shaping power amongst its
vibrations, and to accentuate and perpetuate these.

So CUBISM pulled Nature about with her cubes, and
organized on a natural posed model, rather than attempting to
eatch her every movement, and fix something fluent and secret,
The word CUBISM at once, for me, conjures up a series of very
solld, heavy and usually gloomy Natures Mortes,—several

 bitter and sententious apples (but VERY GOOD WEIGHT) a
usually pyramidal composition of the various aspects of a Poet
or a Man with a Mandoline, Egyptian in static solemnity, a
woman nursing disconsolately a very heavy and thoughtful
head, and several bare, obviously fremendously heavy
objects crowded near her on a clumsy board,—a cup and
saucer and probably apples.

I admire some of these paintings extremely, Only we must
‘recognize that what produced these paintings was a marvellous
enterprise and enthusiastic experimentation, and that if we
are to show ourselves worthy of the lead given us by two
or three great painters of the last fifteen years, we must not
_abate In our Interrogation, . '

‘!0

V.

‘The FUTURISTS, briefly, took over the plastic and real,
rather than the selentific, parts of the practice of the Cubists.
Only they rejected the POSED MODEL, imitative and statjo
side of OUBISM, and substituted the hurly-burly and
exuberance of actual life. They have not brought a foree of
{nvention and taste equal to the best of the Paris group to bear
on their modification of the Cublst formulas, Thelr work Is
very much prefudiced by Marinett's propaganda, which Is
always too tyrannically literary, and Insists on certaln points
that are not essential to their painting and is in itself rather
stupid. His “ Automobilism” is simply an Impressionist
pedantry. His War-ravings is the term of a local and limited
pugnacity, romantic and rhetorical. He is a useful figure as
a corrective of very genuine character. But the artist is
NOT a useful figure, though he may be ornamental. In fact

. the moment be becomes USEFUL and active he ceases to be

an artist. We most of us nowadays are forced to be much
more useful than we ought to be. But our painting at least
should be saved the odour of the communistic platform or
the medicine chest.

None of the Futurists have got, or attempted, the grandness
that CUBISM almost postulated. Their doctrine, even, of
maximum fluidity and interpenetration precluded this,
Again, they constituted themselves POPULAR ARTISTS.
They are too observant, impressionist and seientific ; they are
too democratie and subjugated by indiscriminate objects, such
as Marinetti’s moustache, And they are too banally logical
in their exelusions,

vI.

The EXPRESSIONISTS finally, and most particularly
Kandinsky, are ethereal, lyrical and cloud-like,—their fluidity
that of the Blavatskyish soul, whereas the Futurist's is that of
19th century science,

and medium-iike, and is commitied, by his theory, to avoid
almost all powerful and definite forms, that he is, at the best,
wandering and slack. You cannot make a form more than it is
by the best intentions in the world. In many of his abstract
eanvasses there are lines and planes that form the figure of
aman. But these accidents are often rather dull and insigni-
fieant regarded as pleces of representation. You cannot
avold the conclusion that he would have done better to
ACKNOWLEDGE that he had (by accident) reproduced a
form in Nature, and have taken more trouble with it FOR
IT'S OWN SAKE AS A FRANKLY REPRESENTATIVE

ITEM. A dull seribble of a2 bonhomme is always that and
nothing else,

In the first show the FUTURISTS held in London, in the
same way, from their jumble of real and half-real objects, a per-

fectly intelligible head or part of a figure would stick upsudden-
-1y, And this head or part of a figure, where isolated and mak-



Ing a plcture by itself, you noticed was extremely conventional,
It discredited the more abstract stuff around it, for those
not eapable of diseriminating where abstractions are concerned,

vn.

In addition to these three prinecipal tendencies, there are
several Individuals and newer groups who are quite distinetive.
Pleabla, In France, reducing things to empty but very clean and
precise mathematieal blocks, coldly and wittily tinted like
a milliner’s shop-front, stands apart from the rest.

This reducing of things to bare and arid, not grandiose,
but rather small and efficient, blocks of matter is on a par
with a tendeney in the work of several excellent painters in
England, following the general Continental movement.
Only in their case it is sculpturesque groups of lay figures,
rather than more supple and chic mannequins. The Human
Figure Is, In the first place, exclusively chosen for treatment.
Secondly, this Is reduced to a series of matches, four for the
legs and arms, one thick one for the trunk, and a pair of
grappling irons added for the hands. Six or Seven of these
figures are then rhythmieally built up into a centralized, easily
organised, human pattern. However abstracted by dividing
up into a mosale, this bare and herole statement is the starting
point. The grandiose and sentimental traditionalism ineul-
eated at the Slade School is largely responsible for this
variety.

Less Interesting than either Picabia or the English tendency
I have deseribed, is the Orphiste movement. Delaunay is
the most conspicuous Orphiste. Matisse-like colour, rather
symbolist forms, all on a large scale, make up these paintings.

These reviews of other and similar movements to the
Vorticist movement appear disparaging. But in the first
place this inspection was undertaken, as I made clear at the
starf, to show the ways in which we DIFFER, and the
tendencies we would CORRECT, and not as an appreeiation
of the other various groups, which would be quite another
matter. They are definitely a eriticism, then, and not an
appralsement,

In the several details suggested above in the course of these
notes, Vortielsm is opposed to the various groups of continental
painting. I will recapitulate these points, and amplify them.
In so doing I can best tabulate and explain the aims of Vorti-
cism to-day.

Al

1. The Cublist, especlally Picasso, founds his invention on
the posed model, or the posed Nature-Morte, using these
models almost to the extent of the Impressionist.

This practice Vortielsm repudiates as an absurdity and
sign of relaxed initiative,

a1

2. HOWEVER MUSICAL OR VEGETARIAN A MAN
MAY BE, HIS LIFE IS NOT SPENT EXCLUSIVELY
AMONGST APPLES AND MANDOLINES. Therefors
there is something to be explained when he foregathers, Im
his paintings, exclusively with these two objeets.

3. We pretend that the explanation of this curious phenems-
non is merely the system of still-life painting that prevalled
amongst the imitators of nature of the last cenfury, and that
was re-adopted by Pleasso in violent reaction agalnst his
El Greco Athletes, aesthetle Mumpers, and Maeterlinek-like
Poor-Folk.

4, We asgert that the extreme langour, sentimentalism
and lack of vitality in Plcasso’s early stylistle work was a
WEAKNESS, as definite a one as consumption or anaemia,
and that therefore his reaction, and the charaeter of this
reaction, should he discounted as a healthy influenee in modern
painting, which it is nof.

5, We further assert that the whole of the art based, frem
this angle, on Picasso’s unique personality is suspeet.

6. The placid empty planes of Picasso’s later « natures-
mortes ”’ the bric-a-brac of bits of wall-paper, pieces of sloih,
ete,, tastefully arranged, wonderfully tastefully arranged,
is a dead and unfruitful {endeney.

7. These tours-de-force of taste, and DEAD ARRANGE=-
MENTS BY THE TASTEFUL HAND WITHOUT, not
instinetive organisations by the living will within, are too
inactive and uninventive for our northern climates, and the
same objeetions ean be made to them as fo Matisso
DECORATION.

8. The most abject, anaemie, and amateurish manifesta-
tion of this Matisse « decorativeness,” or Pieasso deadness and
bland arrangement, could no doubt be found (if that were
necessary or served any useful purpose) in Mr, Fry’s eurtain
and pineushion factory in Fitzroy Square.

9. The whole of the modern movement, then, is, we main-
tain, under a cloud.

10. That cloud is the exquisite and accomplished, but dis-
couraged, sentimental and inactive, personality of Pieasso.

;{ 11. We must disinculpate ourselves of Pleasso at omse,

B.

1. We applaud the vivacity and high-spirits of the Italian
Futurists.

2. They have a merit similar to Sirauss’s Waltzes, or Rag-
Time; the best modern Popular Art, that is,



8. Sometimes they sink below the Blue Danube, and My
Home In Dixle. Sometimes (notably in Balla’s paintings)
they get Into a higher line of invention, say that of Daumler.

4. The echief eritielsm that can be made as regards them Is
that that ean be levelled at Kandinsky : that they are too
much theorists and prcpagandists; and that to the great
plastie qualities that the best cubist pictures possess they
never atfain.

5. Their teaching, which should be quite useful for the
publie, they allow also to be a tyrant to themselves.

6. They are too mechanically reactive and impressionistie,
and just as they do not master and keep In their places their
ideas, so they do not sufficiently dominate the contents of
their pletures.

7. Futurism is too much the art of Prisoners.

8. Prison-art has often been very good, but the art of the
Free Man s better,

9. The Present DOES influence the finest artist : there is no
OUGHT about it, except for the bad artists, who should justify
thelr existence by obedience,

10. Futurlem and identiffcation with the crowd, is a huge
hypoerisy.

11, The Futurlst Is a hypoerite, who takes himself In first :
and this Is very bad for his otherwise excellent health.

13. To produce the best pletures or books that can be made,
a man requires all the peace and continuity of work that ean
be obtalned In this troubled world, and nothing short of this
will gerve, So he cannot at the same time be a big game
hunter, a soclal ight or political agitator. Byron owed three-
fourths of his suceess to his life and personality, But life
and personality fade out of work Iike fugitive eolours in paint-
ing,

18. The effervescent, Active-Man, of the Futurist imagina-~
tion wqulq never be a first-rate artist,.

14. Also, the Iyrieal shouts about the God-Automobile, ete.,
are a wrong tack,”surely.® THE AUTOMOBILE WouLD
SMILE I¥ IT COULD. Such savage worship is on a par
with Voodoolsm and Gauguin-Romance,

15. But there is no reason why an artist should not be
active as an artist : every reason, rather, why he sheuld.

16. Our point Is that he CANNOT have fo the full the
excellent and efficlent qualities we admire in the man of
aetion unless he eschows action and stieks hard to thought,
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17. The Futurlst propagands, In its pedantry, would tend
to de-u_troy initiative and development.

18. The léimre of an ancient Prinee, the praectical dignity
requi}od by an aristocratic funetion ; a Guardsman stamping
before he salutes his officer, the grace and strength of
animals, are all things very geldom experienced to-day, hut

¢ ] .
that it might be desirable to revive,

19. Should we not revive them at onece?

90, In any case, the *“ the Monico "’ of Severini, night-clubs,
automobiles, etc., are for the rich. May not the Rich
gradually become less savage, even in England, and may not
amplitude, ‘‘ Kultur,” and ceremony be their lot and am-
bition to-morrow? Perhaps it would be well to make elear
to them that the only condition of their remaining rich will

be if they make this effort.

21, A democratic state of mind Is cowardice or muddle-
headedness, ‘This is not to say that In certain periods  the
people”’ are not far preferable, individually, to their masters,

22. The People are in the same position as the Automoble,
They would smile sometimes, If they eould!

28. But they cannot.

24, We go on calling them God.

C.

1. In dealﬁ:g with Kandinsky's doetrine, and tabulating
differences, you come to the most important feature of this
new synthesis I propose.

2. Iindieated In my notes some pages back the nature of my
objeetion to the particular theoretie abstraetion of Kandinsky.

3. In what is one painfing representative and another
non-representative ?

4. If aman is not representing people, is he not representing
clouds ? If he is not representing elouds, is he not representing
masses of bottles? If he is not representing masses of bottles
is he not representing houses and masonry?¥ Or is*he not
representing in his most seemingly abstract paintings, mixtures
of these, or of something else? Always REPRESENTING,
at all events,

5. Now, if he is representing masses of bottles in one
“ abstract ” pleture, and masonry in another, the masses-of-
bottles pleture would, by ordinary human standards, be less
interesting or important than the pleture made up of masonry,
because houses are more interesting, or rather dignified, things,
for most folk, than hottles,




6. But, from the plastic and not-human point of view this
deelding factor as to interest would not hold.

7. And 1t 1s no doubt wholesome, so long as the ¢« too great
humanity”’ of humanity lasts, for ecrities to Insist on this
detached, not-human factor, and judge works of art according
to it

8. But this again Is a human and reaetive reason, and for
an artist who has passed the test of serlousness In weeding
sentiment out of his work, and has left it hard, elean and
plastic, this consideration, proper, perhaps, to the eritie,
need be no part of his programme.

9. For the Integrity of this movement, 1t is necessary to
face all the objections of those who wounld hustle us off the
severe platform where we have taken our stand.

10. But we must not providereasonings for the compromisers
and exploiters that any serlous movement produces. On this
dangerous ground we cannot be too preecise.

11. Before proceeding, I would consider one point espeeially.

12. Kandinsky, doclle fo the intuitive fluetuations of his
sonl, and anxious to render his hand and mind elastic and
receptive, follows this unreal entity into its elond-worla, out
of the material and solid universe.

13. He allows the Bach-like will that resides in each good
artist to be made war on by the slovenly and wandering Spirit,

14, He allows the rigid chambers of his Brain to become
a mystic house haunted by an automatic and puerile Spook,
that leaves a delicate trail llke a snail.

15, It is just as useless to employ this sort of Dead, as if 1s
to have too many dealings with the Illustrious Professional
Dead, known as Old Masters.

16. The Blavatskyish soul is another Spook which needs
laying, if it gets a vogue, just as Michael Angelo does. (Michael
Angelo 13 probably the worst spook in Europe, and haunts
English art without respite.)

90. Is it, under these circumstances, a fault or a weakness
It your shapes and objects correspond with a poefry or a
sentiment, that in itself Is not plastic, but sentimental ? =

21. I would draw your attention to two things in this con~
nection.

92, Pleasso, in his HOMME A LA CLARINEYTE
(1912)—there are more striking examples, but I have not the
titles—Is giving you the poriralt of a man,

23. But the character of the forms (that is the now tamoa

Cubist formula) Is that of masonry ; plastieally, to all intents
and purposes this Is a house: the eolour, as well, helping
to this effect.

24, The supple, soft and vital elements, which distinguish

animals and men, and which in the essential rendering of a !

man or an animal would have to be fully given, if not insisted |
on, are here transformed into the stolid masonry of a common |

building,

25. The whole Cubist formula, in faect, in its pure state, Is
a plastic formula for stone or for brick-built houses.

26. It may be objected that all the grandest and most
mafjestic art in the world, however (Egyptian, Central Afriean,
American) has rather divested man of his vital plastie qualities
and changed him into a more durable, iImposing and in every
way'barder machine ;] and that'ls true.

27. This dehumanizing has corresponded happily with the
unhuman character, the plastie, architectural quality, of art
itself.

28, A rigidity and simplification to a more tense and angunlar
entity (as in the case of Mantegna) has not prejudiced their
high” place, or the admiration due to, several great artists.

29. It is natural for us to represent a man as we would wish
him to be; artists have always represented men” as more
beautiful, more symmetrically museunlar, with more command-
ing"countenances”than™they usually,"in nature, possess,

~

30. And in our time it is natural that an artist should "ll;\;

to endow his ¢ bonhomme *’ when he makes one in the grip |
of an heroie emotion, with something of the fatality, grandeur )
18, If it Is iImpossible, then, to avold representation in one and"efficiency”of a machine. " |

form or another: !

31. When you watch an electric erane, swinging up with |
extraordinary grace and ease a huge weight, your instinet to |
admire this power is, subconseiously, a selfish one. It is a |
pity that there are not men so strong that they can lift a house |
up, and fling it across a river,

17. I return fo the question of representation.

19. If, as objeets, the objects In your most abstract pieture
always have their twins in the material world :—they are
always either a mass of bottles, clouds, or the square shapes
of some masonry,{for instance :—

—
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82, In any heroic, that is, energetic representations of men

to-day, this reflection of the immense power of machines will
be reflected.

38, But, In the first place, Picasso’s structures are not

ENERGETIC ones, in the sense that they are very statie
dwelling houses. A machine is in a greater or less
degree, a living thing, It’s lines and masses imply
foree and action, whereas those of a dwelling do not.

34, This deadness in Picasso, is partly due to the naturalistic
method, of « cubing ”’ on a posed model, which I have referred
to before, instead of taking the life of the man or animal
inside your work, and building with this life fluid, as it were.

’ 35. We may say, this being so, that in Pieasso’s portrait

the forms are those of masonry, and, properly, should only
be used for such. They are inappropriate in the construction
of a man, where, however rigid the form may be, there should
be at least the suggestions of life and displacement that you
get in a machine. If the method of work or temperament of
the artist went towards vitality rather than a calculated
deadness, this would not be the case,

86. A second point to underline is the disparity between
the spectator’s and the artist's capacity for impersonal vision,
which must play a part in these considerations,

[

37. A Vorticist, lately, painted a picture in which a crowd
of squarish shapes, at once suggesting windows, occurred.
A sympathiser with the movement asked bhim, horror-struck,
“ are not those windows?” « Why not?” the Vorticist
replied. «A window is for you actually A WINDOW: for me
it Is a space, bounded by a square or oblong frame, by four
bands or four lines, merely,”

88, The artist, in certain cases, is less scandalized at the
eomprehensible than is the Public. O

89. And the fine artist could « represent ' where the bad
artist should be forced to « abstract.”

40. 1am not quite sure, sometimes, whether it should not be

~ the Royal Academy where the severity of the abstract reigns,

and whether we should not be conspicuous for our ¢ Life
and « Poetry "'—always within the limits of plastic propriety,
. Life should be the prerogative of the alive, .

!. ; 41. To paint a recognisable human being should be the

rarest privilege, bestowed as a sort of « Freedom of Art,”

D'

1. The human and sentimental side of things, then, is so
important that it is only a question of how mue , if at all,
this eripples or perverts the inhuman plastic nature of painting,

ey
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1d be decided we should know where we were. Fop

1t this coul 1d put the maximum amount of poetry into

;{nﬁ t;xi the plastic vessel would stand without softening

and deteriorating : the poetry, that Is to say, that 1s Inherent
jihgs Thm {s an immense amount of poetry, and also of plastic

: ; Van Gogh, B
as fine as Rembrandt’s, in Vincent g ut
gg?::naln side by side, and are not assimilated perfectly

 to each other.

. : A5 b
8 on the other hand, Kandinsky's spiritual valuss ang

i _ es seem to be undesirable, even if feasible-

" . f the supernatura]
t as, although believing in the existence o :
i‘:: m; y regard it as redundant and nothing to do with life,

‘The art of painting, further, Is for a living man, and the art
 most attached to life.

4, My st;ui has gone to live in my eyes, and like a hold young
lady it lolls in those sunny windows. Colours and forms can

' therefore have no DIRECT effect on it. That, I conslder,
" is why I am a painter, and not anything else 50 much as that.

5. The eyes are animals, and bask in an absurd contentment

. everywhere.

- B, They will never forget that red is the ecolour of blood,
thzugh it may besides that have a speclal property of exas-

peration,
7. They have a great deal of the coldness of the oat, its

. supposed falsity and eertain passion.

8. But they like heat and the colour yellow, because it
warms them : the chemicals in the atmosphere that are good
for the gloss of their fur move them deeply ; and the « soul ”
sentimentalizes them just so mueh as it may without eausing
their hair to drop out,

9, This being so, the moonlight and moon-rack of ultra-pure
art or anything else too pure « se serait trompé de guichet ”’
if it sought to move me,

10. But I have no reason to belleve that any attempt of this

sort has been made,

'il. So much for my eonfession. I do not believe that this is
only a matier of femperament. I consider that I have been
describing the painter's temperament.

12. When I say poetry, too, I mean the warm and steaming
poetry of the earth, of Van Gogh’s rich and hypnotie sunsets,
Rembrandt's specialized, and golden crowds, or Balzac's
brufal imagination. The painter's especial gift is a much
more exquisite, and aristoeratie affair than this female bed
of raw emotionality. The two together, if they can only he
reconclled, produce the best genius,



1. Having gone over these points, it will be easier to see
what our position is towards this question of representation
and non-representation.

2. If everything is representation, in one sense, even in the
most “ abstract ’ paintings, the representation of a Vortielst
and of an Impressionist are in different planets,

3. What I mean, first of all, by this unavoldable representative
element, is not that any possible natural scene or person is
definitely co-ordinated, but that the content, in detail, must
be that of the material universe : that elose swarming forms
approach pebbles, or eorn or leaves or the objects in some
shop window somewhere in the world: that ample, bland
forms are intrinsically elther those of elouds, or spaces of
masonry, or of sand deserts.

4. Secondly, the general charaeter of the organizing lines
and masses of the pieture inevitably betray it into some
eategory or other of an organized terresirial secene or human
grouping : espeeially as the logie and mathematics at the
bottom of hoth are the same.

5. If you are enthusiastieally for ‘‘ pure form ” and
Kandinsky you will resist this line of reasoning ; if for the
Goupil Salon or the Chenil Art Gallery you will assent with
a smile of indeeent triumph, soon to be chastened. We will
assume eonsent, however, to the last line of argument.

6. In that ease, why not approximate your work entirely
to the appearanee of surrounding Nature; landseape, houses
and men ?

7. Should you have a marked fundamental attachment to
the shapes of bottles, and live in a land where there are only
gourds (I live in a land where there are only ““ gourds,” in the
slang sense) then realism is unnatural—if you are quite sure
your love of bottles is not a romantic exoticism, but inborn
and cold conceit., But these aberrations are infrequent,

8. The first reason for not imitating Nature is that you
eannot convey the emotion you receive at the contaet of
Nature by imifating her, but only by becoming her. To sit
down and copy a person or a seene with scientific exactitude
is an absurd and gloomy waste of time. It would imply the
most abject depths of intellectual vaeuity were it not for
the fact that certaln compensations of professional amuse-
ment and little questions of workmanship make it into a
monotonous and soothing game.

Bi9. The essence of an object is beyond and often in con-
tradiction to, it’s simple truth: and literal rendering in the
fundamental matter of arrangement and logic will never hit
the emotion intended by unintelligent imitation.

10. Not once in ten thousand times will it eorrespond.

-"1
11. It is always the POSSIBILITIES in the objeet, the
IMAGINATION, as we say, in the spectator, that matiers.
Nature itself is of no importance. i
12. The sense of objeets, even, is a sense of the SIGNIFI-
CANCE of the objeet, and not its avoirdupois and seientifically
ascertainable shapes and perspectives,

13. If the material world were not empirical and matier
simply for science, but were organized as in the imagination,
we should live as though we were dreaming. Art's business
is to show how, then, life would be: but not as Flaubert, for
instance, writes, to be a repose and ‘‘ d'agir & Ia fagon de
la Nature,’ in giving sleep as well as dream.,

15. The Imagination, not to be a ghost, but to have the
vividness and warmth of life, and the atmosphere of a dream,
uses, where best inspired, the pigment and material of nature.

16. For instance, because you live amongst houses, a
‘ town-dweller,” that is no reason why you should not
specialize in soft forms, reminiscent of the lines of hills and
trees, except that familiarity with objeets gives you a psyeho-
logical mastery akin to the practised mastery of the workman’s
hand.

17. But there is, on the other hand, no reason why you
should not use this neighbouring material, that of endless
masonry and mechanical shapes, if you enjoy it: and, as
a practical reason, most of the hest artists have exploited
the plastic suggestions found in life around them.

18. If you do not use shapes and eolours eharaeteristic of
your environment, you will only use some others charaeteristic
more or less of somebody else’s environment, and certainly no
better. And if you wish to escape from this, or from any
environment at all, you soar into the elouds, merely. That
will only, in its turn, result in your painting what the dicky-
birds would if they painted. Perhaps airmen might even
conceivably share this tendency with the lark.,

19. Imitation, and inherently unselective registering of
impressions, is an absurdity. It will never give you even the
feeling of the weight of the object, and certainly not the
meaning of the object or secene, which is it's spiritual weight,

20. But, to put against this, attempt to avoid all repre-
senfative element is an equal absurdity. As much of the
material poetry of Nature as the plastic vessel will stand
should be included. But nowadays, when Nature finds
itself expressed so universally in specialized meechanieal
counterparts, and ecities have modified our emotions, the
plastic vessel, paradoxically, is more fragile. The less
human it becomes, the more delicate, from this point of view,
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21, There is no necessity to make a syeophanﬂghlhullal;u!loo
about this stafe of affairs, or burn candles in front of your
telephone apparatus or motor car. It is even preferable

to have the greatest contempt for these useful contrivances,

which are no beiter and no worse than men.

22, Da Vinei recommends you to watch and be observant

of the grains and markings of wood, the patterns found in

Nature everywhere,

23, The patterned grains of stones, marble, ete., the- libre_s
of wood, have a rightness and inevitability that is similar o
the rightness with which objects arrange themselves in life.

§i 24. Have your breakfast in the ordinary way, and, as
the result of your hunger and unconsciousness, on getting up
you will find an air of inevitability about the way the various
objects, plates, coffee-pot, etc., lie upon the table,lth_at it
would be very difficult to get consciously. It would be still
more difficult to convince yourself that the deliberate arrange-
ment was natural, Y

25. IN THE SAME WAY THAT SAVAGES, ANIMALS

AND CHILDREN HAVE A “RIGHTNESS,” SO HAVE
OBJECTS CO-ORDINATED BY UNCONSCIOUS LIFE
AND USEFUL ACTIONS.

26, Use is always primitive.

27, This quality of ACCIDENTAL RIGHTNESS, is one of
the prineipal elements in a good picture,

28, The finest artists,—and this is what Art means—are
those men who are so trained and sensitized that they have
a perpetually renewed power of DOING WHAT NATURE
DOES, only doing it with all the beauty of accident, without
the certain futility that accident implies.

29, Beauty of workmanship in painting and sculpture s
the appearance of Accident, in the sense of Nature’s work,

or rather of Growth, the hest paintings being in the same
category as flowers, insects and animals. And as Nature,

with it's glosses, tinting and logical structures, is as efficient
as any machine and more wonderful ; hand-made, as recommen-
dation, means done by Nature, - -

80. Imperfect hands (most artists’) produce what might
be termed machine-made; as men were the first machines,
just as insects were the first artists,

31, The best creation, further, is only the most highly
developed selection and eriticism,

32. Tt is well to study the patterns on a surface of marble, -

But the important thing is to be able to make patterns like
them without the necessity of direct mechanical stimulus,

3

W

must be able to organize the eups, saueers and

sf&a'ﬁ}' their abstract plastic equivalent, as naturally as

l;::m; only with the added personal logic of Art, that gives
201 :

the grouping significance.

34 ﬁhat is known as *‘ Decorative Art " is rightly despised
b b;th the laborious and unenterprising imitators of Nature
ony the ome hand, and the brilliant inventors and equals of

Nature on the other.

35. The “ Decorative ” artist (as examples, the sort of
spiﬂt ﬁlﬁ" animates the Jugend, Rhythm, Mr. Roger Fry's
little belated Morris movement) is he who substitutes a
Ssnal and obvious human logic for the co-ordination and
architectures that the infinite forces of Nature bring about,

36. These exterior *“ arrangers,”” not living their work, have
not even the reflected life that the photographer can claim.

37. 'The only people who have nothing to do with Nature
and who as artists are most definitely inept and in the same
box as the Romantic,—who Is half-way between the Vegetahle
and the God—are these between-men, with that most odious
product of man, modern DECORATION,

F.

1. Toconclude :—The Whole of art to-day can undoubtedly
be modified in the direetion of a greater imaginative freedom
of work, and with renewed conception of aesthetics in sym-
pathy with our time.

2. But I think a great deal of effort will automatically
flow back into more natural forms from the barriers of the
Abstract.

8. There have been so far in European painting Portrait,
Landscape, Genre, Still-life,

4. Whatever happens, there Is a new section that has
already justified its existence, which is bound to influence,
and mingle with the others, as they do with each other :
that is, for want of a better word, the Abstraet,

5, This extremely moderate claim and view of our endea-
vout':loes not however, suggest that it would be “ equally
good"’' to paint Brangwyns, Nicholsons or Poynters.

£.6. The least and most vulgar Japanese print or Island-

carving is a masterpiece compared to a Brangwyn, a Nicholson,
or a Poynter,

7. The whole standard of art in our eommercial, cheap,

E:;kal-eomedy clvilin;tlon is of the basest and most vitiated




8. Practieally nothing ean be done, no Publle formed, until
these false and fllthy standards are destroyed, and the place
santfied.

9. The methods of Seience, prevalent all through life, will
gradually aecomplish this. We, however, would hasten it.

10. What I said about only THE GOOD ARTISTS being
allowed to ‘ represent,” or do recognizahle things, was not
a jibe.

11. Aectually, if Tube Posters, Magazine Covers, Advertise-
ment and Commereial Art generally, were ABSTRACT, in
- the sense that our paintings at present are, they would be
I;; less harmful to the EYE, and thenee to the minds, of the

bile.

12. There should be a Bill passed in Parilament ;—‘
once FORBIDDING ANY IMAGE OR RECOGNIZABLE
SHAPE TO BE STUCK UP IN ANY PUBLIO PLAON;
or as advertisement or what-not, to be used In any way
publiely.

13. Only after passing a most severe and esoterle Board
and getting a CERTIFICATE, should a man be allowed fo
represent in his work Human Beings, Animals, or Trees.

14, Mr, Brangwyn, Mr. Nicholson and Sir Edward Poynfer
would not pass this Board: driven into the Vortex, there would
be nothing left of them but a few Brangwynesque bubbles on
the surface of the Abstract.

WYNDHAM LEWIS.

(Some further seotions will he added fo this Essay in the next number of the Magazine)
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V.

His soul stretched tight across the skies
That fadejbehind a city block,

Or trampled by insistent feet

At four and five and six o’clock ;

And short square fingers stuffing pipes
And evening newspapers, and eyes
Assured of certain certainties,

The conscience of a blackened street
Impatient to assume the world.

I am moved by fancies that are curled
Around these images, and cling :

The notion of some infinitely gentle,
Infinitely suffering thing.

Wipe your hand across your mouth, and laugh :
The worlds revolve like ancient women
Gathering fuel in vacant lots.

12







The street lamp said,

“ Remark the cat which flattens itself in the gutter,
« Slips out its tongue

“ And devours a morsel of rancid butter.”
S0 the hand of a child, automadtic,

Slipped out and pocketed a toy that was running along the quai.
I could see nothing behind that child's eye.
I have seen eyes in the street

Trying to peer through lighted shutters,
And a crab one afternoon in a pool,

An old erab with barnacles on his back,
Gripped the end of a stick which I held him.
Half past three,

The lamp sputtered,

The lamp muttered in the dark.

The lamp hummed :

« Regard the moon,

« La lune ne garde aueune rancune,

« She winks a feeble eye,

«« She smiles into corners.

«« She smoothes the hair of the grass.

« The moon has lost her memory.

« A washed-out smallpox eracks her face,

« Her hand twists a paper rose,

« That smells of dust and old cologne.

« She is alone

<« With all the old nocturnal smells

« That cross and eross across her brain.

« The reminiscence comes

<« Of sunless dry geraniums

«« And dust in crevices,

« Smells of chestnuts in the streef,

« And female smells in shuttered rooms,

« And ecigarettes in corridors

« And cocktail smells in bars.”

The lamp said,

« Four o'clock,

« Here is the number on the door.

« Memory !

« You have the key,

« The little lamp spreads a ring on the stair,
““ Mount.

¢« The bed is open; the toothbrush hangs on the wall,
Put your shoes at the door, sleep, prepare for life.
The last twist of the knife.
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MONOLOGUE.

My niche in nonentity still grins—

I lay knees, elbows pinioned, my sleep mutterings blunted against a wall.

Pushing my hard head through the hole of birth

I squeezed out with intact body.

I ache all over, but acrobatie, I undertake the feat of existence.

Details of equipment delight me.

I admire my arrogant spiked tresses, the disposition of my perpetually
foreshertened limbs,

Also the new machinery that wields the chains of museles fitted beneath
my close coat of skin.

On a pivot of contentment my halanced body moves slowly,

Inquisitiveness, a butterfly, escapes.

It spins with drunken invitation. I poke my fingers into the middles of
big sueculent flowers.

My fingers are fortunately tipped with horn.

Tentacles of my senses, subtle and far-reaching, drop spoils into the vast

sack of my greed.

Stretehed ears projecting from my brain are gongs struek by vigorous
and brutal fists of air.

Into scooped nets of nostrils glide slippery and salt secents, I swallow
slowly with gasps.

In pursuit of shapes my eyes dilate and bulge. Finest instruments of
touch they refuse to blink their pressure of objeets.

They dismember live anatomies innocently.

They run around the polished rims of rivers.

With risk they press against the cut edges of rocks and pricking pinnaecles.

Pampered appetites and curiosities become blood-drops, their hot
mouths yell war.

Sick opponents dodging behind silence, echo alone shrills an equivalent
threat.

Obsessions rear their heads. I hammer their faces into dises.

Striped malignities spring upon me, and tattoo with incisions of wild claws.

Speeded with whips of hurt, I hurry towards ultimate sucecess.

I stoop to lick the bright cups of pain and drop out of activity.

I lie a slack bag of skin. My nose hangs over the abyss of exhaustion,
my loosened tongue laps sleep as from a bowl of milk.

JESSIE DISMORR.






JUNE NIGHT.

Rodengo calls for me at my little dark villa. I am waiting with happiness and
amiability tucked up in my bosom like two darling lap-dogs. Should I never
return to the place, they are safe. 1am not good at finding my way back anywhere-

For Rodengo I have an ardent admiration. His pink cheeks, black beard,
and look half of mannequin and half of audacious and revengeful Corsican amuse me.
Ah, Rodengo ! you are too conspicuous for day-light ; but on a night of opera,
this night of profound mutterings and meaningless summer lightning you are an
indispensable adjunct of the seenery.

No 43 bus ; its advertisements all lit from within, floats towards us like a
juminous balloon. We cling to it and elimb to the top. Towards the red glare of
the illuminated city we race through interminable suburbs. These are the bare
wings and corridors that give on to the stage. Swiftness at least is exquisite.
But it makes me too emotional. Amazing, these gymnastic agitations of the heart !
Your blindness, my friend Rodengo, is your most intelligent attribute.

The Park, to our left, glimmers through strips of iron. Its lawns of antique
satin are brocaded with elaborate parterres, whose dyes are faded beyond recog-
nition. Dark as onyx with rims of silver are the little pools that suck in the dew.
The tea-kiosk of whitened stueco is as remote as a temple shuttered up against the
night. My desires loiter about the silent spaces.

We stop for passengers at Regent’s Corner. Here crowds swarm under green
electric globes. Now we stop every moment, the little red staircase is besieged.
The bus is really too top-heavy. It must look like a great nodding bouquet, made
up of absurd flowers and moths and birds with sharp beaks. I want to escape ;
but Rodengo is lazy and will not stop warbling his infuriating lovesongs. Rib-
bons of silver fire start into the air, and twist themselves into enormous bows
with fringes of tiny dropping stars. Everybody stands up and sereams. These
people are curious, but not very interesting ; they lack reticence. Ah, but the

woman in the purple pelisse is too beautiful! I refuse to look at her when she
stares round.

It is hot for a night in June. ¢ Che, che, la donna.” Rodengo, you have a
magnificent tenor voice, but you bore me. Your crime is that I can no longer
distinguish you from the rest of the world.

Surely I have had enough of romantics! their temperature is always
above 98}, and the accelerated pulse throbs in their touch. Cool normality and
classicalism tempt me, and spaeious streets of pale houses. At the next arret I
leave you my friends, I leave you Rodengo with the rose in your ear I escape from
the unmannerly throbbing vehicle.
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PROMENADE.

With other delicate and malielous children, a horde bright-
eyed with bodies easily tired, I follow Curiosity, the reticent
and maldenly governess of our adoration.

I am surprised to observe, In a converging thoroughfare,
Hunger the vulgar usher, whipping up his tribe of schoolboys,
who, questing hither and thither on robust limbs, fill the air
with loud and innocent cries.

The suspicion suddenly quickens within me that there is
an understanding. It is possible that we are being led by
different ways into the same prohibited and doubtful neigh-

 PAYMENT.

Now that money is passing between us, for that which has
no equivalent in eoin, I will give you a shilling for your
peculiar smile, and sixpenee for the silken sweep of your dress ;
and for your presenee, the strange thing that I ean neither
grasp nor elude, I will give you another shilling.

MATILDA.

Strange that a beauty so dangerously near perfeetion
should choose life without happenings and hedged In com-
pletely

By habits and hand-labours

Set in an ordered and commonplace rightness,

It is certain that she has no sense of play at all,

Coveting nelther delight nor risk, nor the uses of her supreme
gift :

So that within a homespun so briety

The dread thing passes unperceived by most comers,

And chiefly secure from self-recognition

By strait bonds of chastity and duties ardently e¢herished, i‘.j




