THE ART OF THE GREAT RACE.

All times equally have witnessed what appeared to be 8
certain snobbish energy of Nature, Like a suburban Matron,
men think they catch her plagiarising their fashionable selves.
They laugh faintly with a distracted vagueness, or they tug
at their moustaches, and slowly shake their bottoms and trail
their feet, according to the period. But Oscar Wilde publiely
denounced her. In following the socfal syntheses masters of
fietion throw up in their works, flesh and blood appears to
have transformed itself, and become a tributary, blood-rela-
tion, and even twin of the shadow.

So Wilde eventually accused Nature point blank of plagiar-
Ism. « Nature imitates Art, not Art Nature.,” Let us take
up this old aesthetic quip, and set ourselves the light holiday
task of blasting it indolently away. !

First, however, it is advisable to become fixed on one point.
Artists do not, < en tant qu’artistes,” influence breathing
humanity plastieally. Bach moulded the respirations of his
art and modified its organs; but the behaviour or appear-
ance of the young Viennese was moulded by other and less
precise hands, It is the human and literary side of plastic
genius that affects contemporaries in this palpable way. In
Ideas, it is the reform element, and not the deep element (that
is monotonous) which all of a sudden flings up a host of new
characters. Goethe, with a book, set free the welt-schmerzen
of the Suiefdal Teuton. The razors flashed all over the Teuton
world, The pistol-smoke went up from every village. He
had pressed a nerve of a definite type of Teutonic man, and
made a small desperate race suddenly active,

Bach stepped with the blank anonymity of Destiny.
He squabbled with Monsieur un tel, got a job with some acu-
men In spite of somebody’s efforts. But he did not turn
Humanity into any new and equally futile way. No grocer
talked more or less of his soul, or of his German soul, because
of this master.

Painting, with its persistently represeniative element, has
always had in the modern world more ethical effect. The
artlst has the same moral influence as the dressmaker. A
bird-like hat in process of time produces a bird. Painting
to-day, in renouncing more and more the picturesque and
representative element, esecapes also the embarrassments of
Its former Influence, and the dangers of more and more plastic
eompromise,

To begin with, then, a Fabian young man, a John young
lady (a painting young lady or a patronizing young lady),
- Osear Wilde's now degererate leavings, are not things that
originaily eame from a pure fount of art,
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What shall we say comes from a pure fount of art ?
Nothing, according to our motion, for the purest art Is not
gmnjogbu-t is continuous, and Tourgenief’s ¢« Six Unknown

always existed and always will exist.

Tourgenief, when asked whom he wrote for, said « for the
Six Unknown.' Tourgenief himself was merely one of them,
He wore more lightly than any of his countrymen the over-
powering psychic accoutrements that are the Russian spirited
National Costume. He was an independent and permanent

Shakespeare, again, was a mighty mirror, and his con-
temporaries mirrors.  His figures accumulated by a natural
process, and for no reason. They dragged all sorts of burdens
of power with them. They were lmmense outeasts, silhouetted
at last in the sunshine of his plays. He whistled Music Hall
airs as he worked. Shakespeare was one of the Six Unknown,
though well enough known to the world. He was one of the
easily numbered race who were the first and only certainly
future men, who are unknown to each other. His effect on
morals and appearances was as non-existent as Bach'’s.

Montaigne, Shakespeare’'s master, gives, in his books, a
useless melancholy. Art is not aefive; it cuts away and
isolates. It takes men as it finds them, a particular material,
and works at it. It gets the best out of it, and it is the best that
it isolates. The worst is still there oo, to keep the man in
touch with the World, and freer because of the separation.
Perfect art insists on this duality, and developes it. It is for
this reason and in this way, that the best art is always the
nearest to its time, as surely as it is the most independent
of it. It does not condescend to lead. But often, an artist,
simply because he takes hold of his time impassively, impar-

- tially, without fuss, appears to be a confirmed protester :

since that actuality seems eccentric to those who wander and
halt.

Another question, transpiring naturally from this first
one, is whether the possession of this immediate popular
influence is as surely the sign of the inferior artist as an
eminence and unchallengeable power like Shakespeare’s, com-
bined with that large uncanny effacement, is the mark of the
finest artist? That question can be best answered at the end
of this essay.

Before the Aesthetle blarney with Nature, lending Itself
to mock diagnosis, could be used, It was necessary to establish
the value of this influence to which Wilde referred.

As to Nature's unoriginality then, how long would it take
Nature, in the form of her human children, to make a replica
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esh of the artist’s work? She would have to begin im-
osing her will on the subject ¢hosen very young. But in the
150 of the alleged imitation of Rossettl's type of woman by
' Nature, Rossettl In his young days was not known to Nature
'-ti.#ﬁ.:g,mﬁ' ot large. It Is at the moment of the artist’s fame that these
g Wmlonl suddenly appear. They appear at once on all
‘hands like mushrooms, And if a painter of this human and

_All goes to prove the pre-existence of these types, and that
jﬁm artist only calls together and congregates from the abysses
of common life, a hitherto scattered race, in exalting one
’01 its most characteristic types into a literary or artistic ecanon,
'ji.nd giving it the authority of his special genius, Miss Siddall
languished hehind the counterin the Haberdasher's in Leicester
‘Bquare long before the young Italian could have influenced
" her,or Nature have got towork on her with plagiaristic ardour.
The « long necks’ that Oscar Wilde speaks of, witnessed
to the 1deal tendeney of thelr owners’ minds eenturies before
‘Rossett] repeated them in his pletures.

- Isee every day in a certain A,B.C. Shop at least three girls
who belong to a new and unknown race. They would furnish
an artist looking for an origin with the model of a new man-
‘kind. And it would be as individual and apparently sirange
s that genre of Englishwoman that atiracted Rossett.

'/ The John type of woman, our honoured and fair contem-
' porary, more or less, poured burning oil on the heads of plumed
 assallants from the brand-new walls of 14th Century
- eastles. She was a wild camp follower in the rear of Pictish
| armies. And the Beardsley woman was a cause of scandal to
. our remotest forefathers. These genres have always exlisted.
. On the promotion of their type to a position of certain eon-
' #lderation in art eireles, and gradually in wider spheres of life
1tself, they all emerge from their holes, and walk proudly for a
desade—or several, ascording to the vitality of their protector
—in the public eye. We have still amongst us many survivals

- of a gentler fashion.

If you are not one of the Six, corresponding in the things

. here written about to the Six Hundred golden beings of the
West which the Statue of Liberty sheds its rays on ; if you are
of an as yet uncharted race, you will some day perhaps have
the opportunity of testing for yourself the validity of these
assertions. Imagine yourself going out one morning, and by
the hesitating yet flattering glances of your fellow eitizens,
and varlous other signs and portents, you gradually become
aware that your day has come. Some artist, you at once see,
perhaps with shrinking, is busily employed in making your
type of beauty prevail. Or you believe yourself, with your
« chapeau melon '’ and your large, but insignificant library,
beyond the reach of the Creator. But the Wet Nurses of
Didkens’ time thought the same. The Suburhs never dreamt
of being eonscripted by any Gissings or Wellses that the old
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Earth could make. They are now most drab but famous
armies. If numbers were the declsive faector, they would
certainly rout any host brought against them, except those
gathered by a Religlon.

The race that some of these political aesthetle ecreators
call into life,overruns a city or a continent,a veritable invasion
come out of the ground ; risen In our midst, with the ferocious
aspect of the mailed and bedizened bodyguard of some bar-
baric conqueror. Others come to us beneath the Aegis of
some perfumed chief, with mincing steps and languid masterful-
pess. The former one may sometimes see refining itself
amongst the gentle influences of the town, though preserving
its barbarous costume and nomenclature ; the latter learning
a certain roughness from the manners of newer invaders.
That debile and sinister race of diabolic dandies and erotically
bloated diablesses and their attendant abortions, of Yellow
Book fame, that tyrannised over the London mind for several
years, has withdrawn from the eapital, not to the delicate
savagery from which it was supposed to come, but eertainly
to a savage clime. In Germany some years ago I observed
in youthful state many figures of the Beardesley stoek, as
vigorous and vampire-like as when the ink was still undried
on Smithers’ eatalogues.

When a man portrays and gives powerful literary expression
to a eertain type in a nation and milieu, he attraets to him that
element in the race that he symbolises. These movements
are ocecasionally accompanied with an enthusiasm that
resembles a national awakening or revival—but in sueh in-
stances, of a race within the Race. In the ease of a great
writer, when it is usually a moral fype that is celebrated, the
commotion is often considerable. But when it is the personal
appearance that is in question, the peace may be definitely
disturbed. Every nation is eomposed of several or many
very distinet types or groups, and each needs expression just
as each nation does.

Each of these psychic groups has, like the classes, a psycho-
logy.

They are independent of class, too. When those freemason-
ries are awoken, they exist without reference to their poet.
Some creators, in faet, find themselves in the position of the
Old Woman Who lived in a Shoe. This progeny may turn
out to be a raee of cannibals and proceed to eat their poei.

There is in every nation an inherently exotic element. But
this « foreign '’ element is usually the most energetic part,
and that side on which the race is destined to expand and renew
itself, The English have never been so insular and « English *’
as at the present moment. When a people first comes in
touch with neighbouring races, its obstinate characteristies
become momentarily more pronounced than ever.. A man
travelling abroad for the first {ime becomes eonseious of his
walk, his colour, his prejudices. These pecullarities under



the stress of this consclousness become accentuated. So l_t Is
with a people. In an age of ripe culture the different elements

or races in a people become harmonised. It is then that the

universal artists peacefully flourish. The universal artist,
in faet, is in the exactest sense national. He gathers info one
all the types of humanity at large that each country contains,
We cannot have a universal poet when we cannot have a

national one.

At present, in our Press-poisoned Imperialistic masses of
men, called nations, where all art and manners jostle hope-
lessly, with insane waste of vitality and health and ignoble
impossibility of conviction, the types are more than ever
sharply defined.

You see, in a person’s flat, the taste of Paris during the First
Empire, and in another person’s flat next door, a scheme of
decoration neo-Pharaohesque ; across the sfreet a dwelling
is decorated on the lines of an Elizabethan home, This is
currently known as ¢ individualism.” Hardly anywhere is
there a sign of an ¢« actual ” and contemporary state of mind
or consciousness. There is not even an elementary climate
and temperamental rightness in current popular Arf. All
this is because the ¢ present’'’ is not ripe. There are no
« Futurists ” at all (only a few Milanese automobilists). But
there are some Primitives of a Future equilibrium. And
Primitives are usually the most inferesting arfists, It is for
that reason that I have praised in this paper the vulgarity
and confusion of our Time. When all these vast communities
have disintegrated ; when economic conditions have adjusted
themselves, and standards based on the necessities of the
genius of the soil and the seope of life, have been fixed, there
will be a period of balance again. But when the balance
comes, the conditions are too favourable. This Russian
winter of inanity and indifference, produces a conseiousness
that evaporates in the Southern brilliance of good conditions,
The only person who objects to uniformity and order—One
art, One life—is the man who knows that under these condi-
tions his «individuality” would not survive. Every real
individuality and excellence would welcome conditions where
there would Inevitably be a hierarchy of power and vitality.
The Best would then be Free. Under no other conditions is
any Freedom at all possible.

When the races within the race are asserting themselves,
then, the Great Race is usually rotien or in hondage. And
then perpetual local and picturesque bursts are phenomena
offa period of transition. Often considerable poets are found
at the head of these revolutions. But their art is hardly ever
Great Art, which is the art of the Great Race, or an art
foreshadowing if. The art of the Great Race is always an

_ abstract and universal art, for it is the result of a welding of
elements and a synthesis of life,

In this eonnection, it is eurious to remember that Rossetti,

the famous Chief that Oscar was thinking of in his paradox,
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was an Italfan. This shows the disruption and unreality
at the roof of this eonsciousness more vividly than anything
‘olse. Rossetti, the foreigner, found in England that intenge] y
English type of feminine beauty, the <« Rossetii woman,”
and painted her with all the passion of the exotic sense, Yot
he was supposed to have invented her, and Nature to have
pegun turning such out by the thousand!

One man living in a cave alone can he a universal poet,
In fact solitude is art's atmosphere, and its heaven is the
Individual’'s. The abstract artist is the most individual,
fust as genius is only sanity. Only it is the Individual, anq
not our contemporary “ Individualist,” whose individualism
consists in saying Booh! when you say Bah! Everyone
should be impelled to say Booh! only or Bah! only., Ang
it would then depend only on the intensity of expression, the
strength of his lungs, or the delicacy of his ear, that woulg
enable one man's Booh ! to be more compelling than another’s
(Competition is necessary for isolation).

The actual National Poef is a folk poet, and the politically
souled Artist found at the head of local revivals or awakenings
is also a sort of Folk Poet. This is his intellectual secret,

Folk Art, along with Music Hall Songs, and authors of
Pagliaceis, Viennese Waltzes, efe., is very seducing and
certainly the next best thing fo Bach. (The officially « seri-
ous ” artists of any time, who practise «le grand Art,” come
well below « My Home in Dixie.”) Thus ¢ folk-artists *’ form
the section of art that is attached to life, and are of the same
order and importance as the decorations on vases or earpets,
ornaments, and things of use. They are the ornament and
current commentary of every day life, the dance of the Fiesta,
the madrigal and war-song.

This is the only exactly and narrowly National Art. All
Nationality is a congealing and conventionalizing, a necessary
and delightful rest for the many. It is Home, definitely,
with its compromises and domestic genii.

The Great National Poet, like Shakespeare, is not national
at all. The Germans speak of <« our Shakespeare,” and play
him and understand him far better than we do. But Shakes-
peare is not more German than English. Supposing English
people became more used to using their intelligence and grew
to care more for art, they would not possess Shakespeare
any more for that, They would play him and read him as
much as the Germans, and there would he a «National
Theatre.” But a truer name for this would be « Universal
Theatre.”f Only in a universal theatre could Shakespeare
be adequately staged. No country can be possessive about a

man like that, although Will may have been a gentle English-
man,




A VISION OF MUD.

There is mud all round

This is favourable to the eclosion of mighty life : thank God for small mereles !

How is it that if you struggle you sink ?

I lie quite still : hands are spreading mud everywhere : they plaster it on what
should be a hody.

They fill my mouth with it. Iam sick. They shovel it all back again.

My eyes are full of it ; nose and ears, too.

I wish I could feel or hear. Ishould not mind what it was.

My hand gropes out restlessly through the heat. By it's curious movements
it keeps my body afloat.

It is grateful when it feels the sudden resistance of an iron bar.

This bar is reetangular. It's edges are rather sharp.

I twist my hand round the bar so that the edge saws gently at my wrist,

I am glad of the slight pain. It is like a secret.

Now things get through : an antidiluvian sound comes through the Deluge of Mud

It is something by way of an olive branch.

It seems to be a reeruiting band,

The drums thud and the fifes pipe on tip-toe.

They are trying to pierce and dart through the thick envelope of the drum’s beatingy

They want to tear jagged holes in the cloud.

I try to open my eyes a little.

A crowd of india-rubber-like shapes swarm through the narrow chinks.

They swell and shrink, merge into one another like an ashen kaleidoscope !

My eyes are shut down again.

A giant cloud like a black bladder with holes in it hovers overhead.

Out of the holes stream incessant cataracts of the same black mud that I am lying
in., There is a little red in the mud.

One of these mud-shafts is just above me.

It is pouring into me so that my body swells and grows heavier every minute.

There is no sign of sinking.

It floats like a dingy feather on stagnation.

Where does this taste of honey come from ?

This mud has eurious properties.

It makes you dream. It is like poisoned arrows.

(Such mud, naturally, is medicinal : that is why they have set up this vulgar
«“Hydro”’ here.

It is a health-resort.)

I have just disecovered with what I think is disgust, that there are hundreds of other
bodies bobbing about against me.
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THE LONDON GROUP

1915 (MARGH).

I will confine myself principally to a consideration of the
pictures in the Vorticist or Cubist section. The two prineipal
sections of this group are in many ways contradictory in aim.
If you arrange to exhibit together, you also taeitly agree not
to insist on these contradietions, but only on the points of
agreement or on nothing at all.

Mr. Wadsworth, Mr. Roberts, Mr. Nevinson, or Mr. Adeney,
are the painters I can speak about direetly, without any
general qualifications.

Mr. Edward Wadsworth's BLACKPOOL appears to
me one of the finest paintings he has done. It's striped
ascending blocks are the elements of a seaside scene, condensed
into the simplest form possible for the retaining of it’s vivaeity.
It's theme is that of five variegated cliffs. The striped
awnings of Cafés and shops, the stripes of bathing tents, the
stripes of bathing-machines, of toy trumpets, of dresses, are
marshalled into a dense essence of the sceme. The harsh
jarring and sunny yellows, yellow-greens and reds are especially
well used, with the series of commercial blues.

One quality this painting has whieh I will draw especial
attention to. Much more than any work exhibited in the
last year or so by any English painter of Cubist or Futurist
tendencies it has the quality of LIFE : much more indeed,
than Mr. Wadsworth’s own picture next to it. In most of
the best and most contemporary work, even, in England,
there is a great deal of the deadness and heaviness of wooden
or'of stone objects, rather than of flashing and eager flesh, or
shining metal, and heavy traces everywhere of the too-
thorough grounding in ‘‘ Old Master ’ art, which has character-
ized the last decade in this country. Several of the Italian
Futurists have this quality of LIFE eminently: though their
merit, very often, consists in this and nothing else. Hardly
any of the Paris Cubists have, although it is true they don't
desire to have i1t. To synthesize this quality of LIFE with
the significance or spiritual weight that is the mark of all the
greatest art, should be, from one angle, the work of the
Vorticists.

My own paintings require no . deseription ;
Vorticism gives their direction.

the note on

Mr, William Roberts has a very brilliant drawing (done
some time ago, I think) called *‘ Dancers,” Infinitely laboured
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like a 15th Century engraving in appearanee, worked out with
astonishing dexterity and scholarship, it displays a power
that only the few best people possess in any decade. Michael
Angelo is unforfunately the guest of honour at this Lord's
Supper. But Buonarotti is my Bete-Noir,

Mr, Roberts’ painting ¢ Boaimen " is very different from
the drawing. It is a very powerful, definitely eentralized
strueture, based on a simple human group. All the limbs and
heads, as well, have become, however, a conglomeration of
cold and vivid springs bent together into one organized bunech.
The line of colour exploited is the eold, effective, between=
colours of modern Advertising art. The beauty of many of
the Tube-posters—at least when seen together, and when
organized by a eurious mind—is a late discovery. The wids
scale of colour and certain juxtapositions, in “ Boatmen,”
however, suggests flowers, as well. It is the most suceessful
painting Mr. Roberts has so far produced, I think.

As to Mr, Nevinson's work, an artist ean only receive fair
treatment at the hands of one completely in sympathy with
him. So it would not be fair for me to take Mr. Nevinson's
paintings for eriticism, side by side with Wadsworth's, for
Instance. Nevertheless, I ean say that his ‘ Marching
Soldiers” have a hurried and harassed melancholy and
chilliness that is well seen. Also at the Alpine Club, Mr.
Nevinson’s Searchlights, the best pieture there, is perhaps too,
the best he has painted.

Mr, Jacob Kramer shows us a new planet risen om our
horizon : (he inaptly ealls it the Earth, which it is not,) It
is still rather molten, and all sorts of objeets and sehools are
in it's melting-pot. It has fine passages of eolour, and many
possibilities as a future luminary. Several yellows and reds
alone, and some. of it’s more homogenous inhabitants, would

make a fine painting. I have seen another thing of his that
eonfirms me in this belief.

Mr. Adeney, in pallid and solidified landseapes, brings us
back to the ‘‘ Fauves.,” He is not very like a wild beast,
however. His gentle logic plays round the heaviness of
Cézanne like summer-lightning. These pale green meditations
in form have great personal charm.



Mr. Jacob Epstein’s ‘‘ Rock drill " is one of the best things
he has done. The nerve-like figure perched on the machinery,
with it's straining to one purpose, is a vivid illustration of the
greatest function of life. I feel the combination of the white
figure and the rock-drill is rather unfortunate and ghost-like.
But it’s lack of logic has an effectiveness of it's own. I feel
that a logical eo-ordination was not intended. It should be
taken rather as a monumental, bustling, and very personal
whim. Had Mr. Epstein in his marble group, Mother and Child,
not made a Eugdne Carriére in stone of the Mother, but treated
that head, too, with the plastic solidity of the baby's head,
1 should have considered it among his best things. As itis,

“* for the Baby's sake,” it is very fine.

Gaudier-Brzeska is not very well represented. He is
busy elsewhere, and of the two statues here, one is two or
three years old, I should think. As an archaism it has
eonsiderable beauty. The other little one in red stone has a
great deal of the plastic character we associate with his work.
It is admirably condensed, and heavily sinuous, There is
a suave, thick, quite PERSONAL character about his
best work. It is this,that makes his seulpture what we would
principally turn to in England to show the new forces and
future of this art. His beautiful drawing from the trenches of
a bursting shell is not only a fine design, but a curiosity. It
is surely a pretty satisfactory answer to those who would kill
us with Prussian bullets : who say, in short, that Germany, in
attacking Europe, has killed spiritually all the Cubists,
Vortieists and Futurists in the world. Here is one, a great
artist, who makes drawings of those shells as they come to-
wards him, and which, thank God, have not killed him or

changed him yet.

I have now run through all the people I can more or less
uneonditionally admire, Among the Camden Town Group, I
admire many qualities in Mr. Gilman’s and Mr. Ginner's
paintings. I still hope to find myself on common ground with
these two painters one of these days. Given the limitations

~of their system of work, as I consider it, they yet stand out
80 notably among their co-sectionists, that I am optimistic as
to this virtue soon changing their kind too.

I have noticed that the art-critics praise rather indis-
criminately among the Camden Town Artists. Sometimes
Mr. This and Miss That is picked out: sometimes Mr. That
and Miss the other. I don’t think they are altogether to be
‘blamed. It must be rather difficult for converted reporters,
who enjoy a good dinner far more than a good picture, and
whose only reason, indeed, for lingering among pietures at all
is because of their subtle connection (when written about)
~ with good dinners, to discriminate between one genre painter of
a numerous school and another. That Vorticists and Cubists

- should, like Chinaman  look all the same,” is equally natural.

'. ln,my enough, the members of both sections of this
- group have a strange family resemblance, among co-sectionists,
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There seems to be a certain confusion in the minds of some of
my friends on the Camden side of London as to the meaning of
REALIST. They seem to read into REALIST the
attributes of the word NATURALIST : for on various
oceasions they have ealled themselves NEO-REALISTS.
By REALIST they evidently mean a man who scientifi-
cally registers the objects met in his every day life. But
NATURALIST is the word for this particular gentleman,
Reality is not the result of scientific registration, but rather
NATURE. Mr, Wadsworth, in his painting of BLACK-
POOL is purely “ realistic.” That is the REALITY, the
essential truth, of a noisy, garish sea-side. A painting of Black-
pool by a Camden Town Artist would be a corner of the beach
much as seen by the Camera. This would be only asymbol
or trophy of the scene, with the erudity of Time added to
the spatial poorness of the Camera.

An early Futurist painting (the developed-Impressionism of
the Sackville Galleries, that is) would get nearer to REALITY
insomuch as imitation is rejected by them, and they rebel
against the static “ Moment of Time,” and launch into what
they term simultaneous vision. But the natural culmination
of ‘‘ simultaneity” is the reformed and imaginatively co-
ordinated impression that is seen in a Vorticist picture. In
Vorticism the direct and hot impressions of life are mated with
Abstraction, or the eombinations of the Will.

The critiques in the daily Press of this particular Exhibition
have been much the same asusual. Two of them, however,
may be answered. One of these, Mr. Nevinson deals with
elsewhere in this paper, in an open letter. There remains
the “ Times'' notice on ‘‘ Junkerism in Art.”

Many people tell me that to call you a ‘‘ Prussian "’ at the
present juneture is done with intent to harm, to cast a cloud
over the movement, if possible, and moreover that it is
actionable. But I do not mind being called a Prussian in the
least. I am glad I am not one, however, and it may be
worth while to show how, aesthetically, I am not one either.
This critic relates the paintings by Mr, Wadsworth, Mr.
Roberts and myself fo Prussian Junkerism : he also says,
‘“ Should the Junker happily take to painting, instead of
disturbing the peace of Europe, he would paint pictures very
similar fo those of Mr. Wadsworth, Mr. Roberts, and Mr.
Wyndham Lewis.”’

This last statement is a ocareless one: for the Junker,
obviously, if he painted, would do florid and disreputable
canvasses of nymphs and dryads, or very sentimental ‘‘ por-
traits of the Junker’s mother.” But as to the more general
statement, it erystallizes, topically, a usual error as toour
alms, Because these paintings are rather strange at first
sight, they are regarded as ferocious and unfriendly. They
are neither, although they have no pretence to an excessive
gentleness or espeeial love for the general public. We are not
cannibals. Our rigid head-dresses and diseiplined movements,




whieh eause misgivings in the nunobservant as to our intentlons,
are aesthetls phenomena: our goddess is Beauty, like any
Royal Aeademielan’s though we have different ideas as to
how she should be depleted or carved : and we eat beefsteaks,
or what we can get (except human beings) like most people—
As to goose-steps, (the critic compares ‘ rigidity’’ ¢to
‘* goose-step ) as an antidote to the slop of Cambridge Post
Aestheticlsm (Post-Impressionism is an insult to Manet
and Oésanne) or the Gypsy Botfloellis of Mill Street, may not

such “ rigldity "' be welcomed ? This rigidity, in the normal
process of Nature, will flower like other things. THIS
simple and massive frunk or stem may be watshed. But we
are not Hindu magicians to make our Mango tree grow In
half an hour. It is too commonly suggested that rigidity
eannot flower without “‘renouncing’ itself or may not in
itself be beautiful. At the worst all the finest beauty s
dependent on it for life.
W.L.

MODERN CARIGATURE AND IMPRESSIONISM.

The ineffeotiveness of caricature, especlally the English
variety, is the direot result of Impressionism. The naturalistic
method, with its atmospherie slop and verisimilitude, makes
a drab academy study of the best notion. Punch is a national
disgrace, from the point of view of drawing. No great comie
paper of Franee, Germany, Italy or Russia could contain
anything so spiritless and silly as, without a single exception,
the drawings in any number of Punch are. If you compare
the politieal eartoons of the war printed side by side, where
a Punech eartoon turns up, it's rustic and laborious mirth,
eombined with the vilest and dullest standard of drawing
appal you., And England is famous for it's comic spirit
throughout the world! On the other hand, scattered up and
down papers like the London Mail, Westminster Gazette,
Sketeh, London Opinfon, are excellently telling drawings on
eurrent events. ‘‘ The German leaving Kiou-Chou,” his “place
in the Sun’’ having got too hot for him, is a good example.
Why does not some enterprising Newspaper Proprietor gather
all this seattored talent and wit together,and start an important
Comie paper to supercede Punch? It would be certain to
pay. It is sueh an obviously sound enterprise that it is
diffieult to see why it has not been done up till now.

To reform Puneh would be impossible. It would be like
an attempt to resculpt the Albert Memorial. Thereisno harm
whatever in Puneh, any more than in any other Victorian
institutions. But that it should represent England to-day Is

an absurdity.

Whether it is an abstraot figure of Britannia, or of a
Sportsman, or a Territorial, the method employed by the
degenerate Punch eartoonist of to-day is always the same. A
model must be sought, dressed and stuck up, and carefully
copied in the required attitude.  That being within a radius
of five miles of the cartoonist’s studio who, draped with a
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Leighton photographer's robe, looks the most like Britannia,
must appear as our most authoritative eoneeption of thas
august abstraction.

@ We are not atfacking the method of working from Nature .
If that is done without any literary objective, and only from
interest in the object AS AN OBJECT, the result ean be
such as is found in Van Gogh, Manet or Cézanne, This at
least is respectable and inoffensive, and by aesident or through
the natural resouree of genius, ean besome somplaiely satis-
fying.

England has produced in the matter of imaginative drawing
in the last generation, one very important figure, who has had
a very great influence especially on the drawings in the best
Comie papers abroad. All the most gifted Press draughtsmen
in Germany would admit that the influence of Aubrey Beards-
ley has been greater than that of any other European ariist
during the last 15 years. But except for ridieulusly unintelli=
gent and literal imitations, his effect on England has been very
slight.

It has been entirely the LITERARY slde of his genius,
which was the least important and which eontainad all his
contemporary ‘‘ decadent’’ paraphernalia, that has been mos{
seized on by English draughtsmen.

Beardsley's several versions of John Bull would be a good
model to set against the endless tiresomeness and art sehool
neutrality of some Albion or Lord Kitechener by Bernard
Pariridge.

Or compare even John Tenniel's ‘“ Dropping the Pilot " with
the latest dense attempt to revive the success of that admirable
old eartoon. W.L.



HISTORY OF THE LARGEST
INDEPENDENT SOCIETY IN ENGLAND.

Most of us are agreed to see that the Allied Artists after the
war proceed as usual. As an alternative promiscuous exhibi-
tion, and one especially where very large canvasses can legiti-
mately be sent, it is of great use to many painters. At each
exhibition fresh confingents of more or less lively young
gentlemen and ladies come into it. Mr. Frank Rutter’s
admirable initiative in starting it several years ago should
be earried on and maintained by the now formidable society
that has grown out of it,

But, In the nature of things, as the society has grown and
80 many new and very divergent elements are at present
included in it, the machinery for organizing it's exhibitions of
2 or 3 years ago is rather out of date, and does not answer to
the new and considerable interests involved,

When the Society was founded, painting in this country
~ was at a very different point of development to what it is
to-day. The centres of energy have shifted. This will be
easily seen, and incidentally another purpose served by a
brief review of the successive rejuvenations of painting in
England. Fifteen or sixteen years ago THE revolutionary
soclety, the seandal of the day, was the New English Art Club.
It was the home of a rather prettified and anglicised Im pression-
ism. Mr, Wilson Steer appeared an outrageous fellow to the
eritic of the day, in his Prussian-blue pastiches of John
Constable. Mr. Walter Sickert was a horrifying personage
In illustrations of “ low life,” with it’s cheap washing-stands
and immodest artist's models squatting blankly and listlessly
on beds.

It is diffieult to understand, at this distance, the offence
that these admirable gentiemen (and often quite good painters)
could have caused. But then Whistler's very grave,
beautiful and decorous painting of the Thames at night
aroused fury when it was painted.

However, the earlier New English was about to receive a
blow, in the shape of an eruption of new life. The day of that
decade was done. A peculiar enthusiastic and school-boy
like individual of the name of Tonks told his students at the
Slade School to go to the British Museum and eopy Michael
Angelo and Andrea. They all did. In their youthful eon-
claves they all became figures of the Renaissance - they read
Vasarl ; they used immense quantities of red Italian chalk
In pastiching the Italian masters of the Cinque Cento,

One of them performed scholastic prodigies. This was
Augustus John. He carried academic drawing farther than
it had ever been carried in England, not excepting Alfred
Stevens. But he did not, like Stevens, confine his attentions
to the Sixtine. He tried his hand at the whole of European
art, from Giotto to Watteau and Constantin Guys. Rodin
and Dégas marked the limit of his scholastic appetite, I think,

I consider John, in the matter of his good gifts, and much of
his accomplishment, a great artist. He is one of the most
imaginative men I have met, and the one who suggested the
greatest personal horizons.

But despite his incomparable power, he had not very great
control of his moyens, and his genius seemed to prematurely
exhaust him. He was aesthetically over-indulgent in his fury
of scholastic precocity, and his Will was never equal to it's
mate. (There is no reference to Mr. Rothenstein here.) At
present he is sometimes strangely indistinguishable from
Mr, Nicholson, or an artist called, I think, Pride.

However it was John who inaugurated an era of imaginative
art in England, and buried the mock naturalists and pseudo-
Impressionists of the New English Art Club under the ocean
of genial eclecticism he bi-yearly belched forth. It was his
Rembrandtesque drawings of stumpy brown people, followed
by his tribes after tribes of archaic and romantic Gitanos and
Gitanas that made him the legitimate successor to Beardsley
and Wilde, and, in exploiting the inveterate exoticism of
the educated Englishman and Englishwoman, stamped himself,
barbaric chevelure and all, on what might be termed the
Augustan decade. Oscar Wilde, even, had prepared the ground
for him ; the same charming and aesthetic stock that the Irish
dilettante attracted were at hand for the reaction, and like all
delicate and charming gentlemen and ladies, they were
thrilled to the bone with the doctrine of * wild life”’ and
““ savage nature,’

About this time, just after John's first great success,
Walter Sickert founded his Saturday afternoon gatherings in
Fitzroy St., which eventually led to the ‘‘ Camden Town
Group.” :

Now new forces were stirring in Paris, which site Mr.
Sickert had vacated, and his idea no doubt was to retreat f ight-
Ing to England, and gather and intrench in these slow-mo ving




an impressionist legion of his own: to withdraw
amongst the Island fogs, whieh rather suited his speeial vision.
A much more real and lively person than his New English
colleagues, whom he temporarily deserted and criticized with
great freedom,for a few years he controlled the most sensible
and serious body of painters in England. As a local reaction
back to impressionist ‘* Nature just as she is' they were a
healthy litfle dyke against the pseudo-gypsy hordes John
had launched against the town. They also helped to complete

the destruction of the every day more effete New English
Art Club cronies.

And it was about this time that ithe Allied Artists’ was
founded (9 or 10 years ago).

Since then a great deal has happened. The gypsy hordes
become more and more languid and John is an institution
like Madame Tussaud’s, never, I hope, to be puiled down.
He quite deserves this classic eminence and habitual security.

The “ Camden Town ’’ element has served it's purpose, and
although intact and not at all deteriorated, it is as a section
of the London Group that it survives. It contains, in my
opinion, two excellent painters, Spencer Gore being dead, and
Sickert in retirement. To contain two people who can he
called “‘ excellent painters” is very considerable praise. Iclaim
no solitary and unique importance for the Vortieist or Cubist
painters. I do not see the contradiction that the Public
appears to feel in a painting of Wadsworth's being hung in the
same exhibition as a painting by Mr. Gilman. As to their
respective merits, that is a complicated and delicate matter,
it is not necessary for the moment to gointo. With Mr. Steer’s
pretty young ladies on couches or Mr, Nicholson's grey and
‘““ tasteful "’ vulgarities, I have a definite quarrel. I resent
Mr. John’'s stage-gypsies emptying their properties over his
severe and often splendid painter’s gift. But with the two
or three best of my Camden Town colleagues, I have no
parficular mental feud, though notf agreeing with them.
And if they would only allow me to alter their pieturesa
little, and would undergo a brief course of training preseribed
by me, I would even AGREE with them.

Eight years ago, when there was really nothing in England
but the Camden Town Group in the way of an organized body
of modern and uncompromising painters, it was right and
proper that they should take hold of the management of the
Allied Artists’ Association, and Mr. Frank Rutter was for-
tunate in disposing of their services. But to-day, although this
section of painters should certainly be represented, there is
no longer any excuse for their almost execlusively controlling
the management of the Society. It is a very large Society,
and the newest additions to it are by no means the least alive.
It is growing, that is, not only in size, but quality, Therefore,
it could now do with a more representative artists’ committee,
each vital unit of tendency heing adequately represented.

But it is-not only the fact of the unnecessarily complete
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representation of Camden Town talent on the Committee to
which I objeet. The Committee was originally elected on too
friendly and closed-door a basis, the members who are not
definitely Camden Town artists being, like Mr. and Mrs.
Sund, not representative of any general interest or of any newer
tendencies. The whole organization of the Society should be
overhauled, and a completely new Committee elected.

To my thinking, Mr, Gilman and Mr. Ginner are by far the
most important painters belonging to the Camden Town
section, And that section would be admirably and adequately
represented by them. Mr. Epstein or Mr, Brzeska could be
intrusted with the sculpiure. The pompiers should have a
couple of representatives, and most certainly the Vorficist
and Futurist sections should be looked aiter by at least fwo
people.

I am firmly convinced that this Society will never come into
it's own, and have it's full weight, until it is HUNG IN
SECTIONS. Imagine the Indépendants in Paris, for
example, NOT hung in sections. It is only due to certain ob-
struectionists who are shy at being herded with their feliows, or
seea personal advantage in being scattered about, that this has
not already happened. I do not happen to have discussed
this point with Mr. Rutter, but I am sure he would not be
averse 1o this arrangement{—of a show hung in sections of the
different groups.

This is, in any case, a matter of individual opinion if not
of individual interest. But what is cerfain is that until the
Committee is completely re-organized the question of these
reforms can never be usefully raised.

I may add to this article a note on the question of promis-
euous voting by head. Must we stick to the system by which
the dog with the biggest litter, though not necessarily the
biggest dog, gets it's way? The best is notoriously unprolifie.
And 1t is a faet, that in any open society like the Allied Artisis
(as indeed in any society of a considerable size at all) the
disgusting and rabbit-like fecundity of the Bad overwhelms
the exclusive quality of the Good. Were the Pompiers to
begin voting, even Mr. Sickert’s numerous female progeny
would be outnumbered by 10 to 1. Yet Mr. Sickert is better
than a Pompier, though inferior to a Vorticist.

But very few King-Pompiers are numbered in this soeciety.
And that seetion is more or less listless.

For the health and possibility for future growth of the
Allied Artists, they would do well to keep their ‘“ advaneed *’
members. And as Vorticists and Cubists are temperate
propagators, their interests should not he measured by their
numbers, as their utility to the State is not that of so many
men-at-arms, but as individuals. They should be recognized
as a necessarily self-governing community, and given privileges
equal at least to the privileges of numbers, W.L,



LIFE HAS NO TASTE.

The best artist is an imperfect artist.

The PERFECT artist, in the sense of ' artist” par
excellence, and nothing else, Is the dilettante or taster.

“ Pure art, In the same way, is dilettante art: it eannot
be anything else.

It Is, In fact, rather the same thing to admire EVERY-
THING in Nature around you—match-boxes, print

dresses, ginger-beer bottles, lamp-posts, as to admire every
aesthetic manifestation—examples of all schools of art.

Taste is dead emotion, or mentally—treated and preserved
emotion. Taste is also a stronghold agalnst barbarism of

soul.
You should be emotional about everything, rather than
sensitive.

You should be human about EVERYTHING : inhuman
about only a few things.

Taste should become deeper and exolusive : definitely a
STRONGHOLD—a point and not a line.

AMERICAN ART.

American art, when it comes, will be Mongol, inhuman,
optimistie, and very muoeh on the preclous side, as opposed
to European pathos and solidity.

In this connection you have only to consider the character-
jsties of the best art so far produced north of Mexico and

south of the Pole.

Red-Indian

Edg. Allen Poe (series of sincere and solemn binffs. Helneesqe
1yries, monotonously absorbed in the tesch-
nique of romantio emotion).

Whistler (Noeoturnes, lithographs, ete.)

Henry James Ghost psychology of New England old mald :
stately maze of imperturbable analogies.

Walt Whitman Bland and easy braggart of a very cosmie seif.

He lies, salmon-coloured and serene, whitling

a stick in a very eerle dawn, coeanie emotion

handy at his elbow.

Demon panteshnieon driver, busy with

removal of old world Into new quarters.

In his stesl net of impeecable technique he

has lately ecaught L1 Po.

Energy of a disoriminating Element,

Erra Pound







Head of Eza Pound. ' Gaudier-Brzeska,
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GHRONIGLES.

Lest the future age looking back upon our era should be
misled, or should coneeive of it as a time wholly cultivated and
delightful, we think it well to record occasional Incidents
lustrative of contemporary custom, following, In so far as is
eonvenient, the manner of John Boceacio. Let it then stand
written that In the year of grace, 1914, there was In the parish
of Kensington a priest or viear, portly, perhaps over fed,
Indifferent to the ecomfort of others, and well pald for offielal
advertlsement and maintenance of the eult of the Gallilean

. . that is to say of the eontemporary form of that
cult.

And whereas the Gallilean was, aeccording to record, a
pleasant, well-spoken, Intelligent vagabond, this person,
as Is eommon with most of this sect was In most sorts the re-

verse . . their hymns and musie being In the last stages
of decadence,

The sald viear elther caused to berung or at least permitted
the ringing of great bells, untuneful, ill-managed, to the great
disturbanee of those living near to the church, He himself
lived on the summit of the hill at some distance and was little
disturbed by the clatter.

The poor who lived in the stone eourt-yard beneath the belfry
sufferod great annoyanee, especially when their women lay
slek. Protest, was however, of no avall. The ecclesiastie had
the right to incommode them. The entire neighbourhood
resked with the intolerable jangle. The mediaeval annoyance
of steneh might well be compared to it. We record this detail
of contemporary life, because ohseure things of this sort are
wont carelessly to be passed over by our writers of fietion,

and because we endeavour in all ways to leave a true account
of our time.

We point out that these bells serve no purpose, no one
pretends that they advance the cult of the Gallilean, no on,
pretends that a musieal chime of bells would be less efflcient
They serve as an example of atavism, Once such bells were
of use for alarm, or told the hour fo a scattered peasantry, or
announced a service to a village without other chronometers,
now they persist In thickly populated portions of our eity,
without use, without other effect than that of showing the
eccleslastical pleasure in aimless annoyance of others.

The three sireumjacent temples of Baechus debased and the
one shrine of Aphrodite popularis, lylng within the radius
of this belfry eause less discord and less bad temper among the
distriet's Inhabitants,
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The Intelleetual status of this Gallilean enlt In our time may
be well judged when we consider that you would scarcely
find any member of the clergy who would not heartily approve
of this biweekly annoyance of the eitizens. For in this place
atleast theringersmust enforce theirconsummateineompetence
by pretending to practice their discords, which are, very likely,
worse than any untrained hand could accomplish,

ON THE RAGE OR PEEVISHNESS WHICH
GREETED THE FIRST NUMBER OF BLAST.

The first number of BLAST which came to many as
cooling water, as a pleasant light, was greeted with such a
mineing jibber by the banderlog that one is fain examine the
phenomenon. The jibber was for the most part Inarticulate,
but eertain phrases are translatable into English. We note
thereby certain symptoms of minds bordering on the human,
First that the sterile, having with pain acquired one ready
made set of 1deas from deceased creators of ideas, are above
all else enraged at being told that the ereation of ideas did not
stop at the date of their birth ; that they were, by their ad-
vent Into this life, unable to produce a state of static awe and
stolidity. The common or homo eanis snarls violently at
the thought of there being ideas which he doesn’t know. He
dies a death of lingering horror at the thought that even after
he has learned even the newest set of made ideas, there will
still be more ideas, that the horrid things will grow, will go on
growing in spite of him.

BLAST does not atfempt to reeoncile the homo eanis
with himself. Of course the homo eanis will follow us. It
Is the nature of the homo canis to follow. They growl but
they follow. They have even followed thing in black surtouts
with their eollars buttoned behind.

OYEZ. OYEZ. OYEZ.

Throughout the length and breadth of England and through

three continents BLAST has been REVILED by all
save the intelligent.

WHY ?
Because BLAST alone has dared to show modernity

its face in an honest glass.

While all other periodicals were whispering PEACE in
one tone or another; while they were all saying ‘ hush ”

(for one * interest or another), “ BLAST ' alone dared



to present the actual diseords of modern elvilization,”
DISCORDS now only too apparent in the open confliet i

between teutonic atavism and unsatisfactory {Demoeracy.

It has been averred by the homo canis that Blast Is run
to make money and to attract attention, Does one print a
paper half a yard square, In steam-calliope pink in order to
make It coy and Invisible? Wil Blast belp to dispel the
opinion of the homo canis, of the Iuminaries of the British
bar (wet or dry), of the L.C.C. etc., that onomlkol one’s art
to please them ? L .

Will the bomo canis as a communal unit, gathered together
In his aggregate, endure being deprived of his accustomed
flattery, by Blast?

Does anything but the need of food drive the artllt lnto
eontact with the homo eanis? -

Would he not retire to his estates if he had ‘em? Would
he not do his work quietly and leave the human brotherhood
to bemuck the exchanges, and to profit by his productions,
alter death had removed him from thll seene of ll.lln!P llldll'-

nity ?’

The melancholy young man, the aesthetic yomig man, the
romantie young man, past types; fabians, past; simple lifers
past. The present: a generation whiech ceases to flatter. .

Thank god for our atrabillous companions.
And the homo canis? B
Will go out munching our Ideas. Whining,

Vaguely one sees that the homo canis Is divisible into types,
There Is thesnarling typeand the smirking,  There was the
one who ‘‘ was unable to laugh "’ at the first number of Blast,
The entrails of some people are not strong onougb to
permit them the passion of hatred. ;

IIL

LAWRENCE BINYON.

We regret that we cannot entitle this article Homage to
Mr, Lawrence Binyon,” for Mr. Binyon has not sufficiently
rebelled. Manifestly he Is not one of the ignorant. He Is
far from being one of the outer world, but in"reading his work
we constantly feel the influence upon him of his reading of the
worst English poets. We find him In a disgusting attitude
of respect toward predecessors whose intellect is vastly Inferior
to his own. This Is loathesome, Mr. Binyon has thought
he has plunged Into the knowledge of the East and extended
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‘the borders of occidental knowledge, and yet his mind eon.
stantly harks back to some folly of nineteenth century
Europe. We can see him as It were constantly restraining
his Inventiveness, constantly trying to conform to an orthe dox
view against which his thought and emotions rebel, constantly
trying fo justify Chinese intelligence by ﬂl'aggmg it a little
nearer to some Western precedent. Ah well | Mr. Binyon has,
indubitably, his moments. Very fewfmen do have any mo-
ments whatever, and for the benefit of such readers as havye
not sufficiently respected Mr. Binyon for his, it would be we]]
to set forth a few of them. They are found in his Flight
of the Dragon,” a book otherwise unpleasantly marred hy his
reeurrent respect for inferior, very inferior people.

P. 17, Every ststua; ov'el";r picture, Is a series of ordered
relations, controlled, as the body Is controlled In the dance,
by the will to express a single idea.

P. 18. In a bad painting the units of form, mass, colour,
are robbed of their potential energy, Isolated, because brought

into no organic relation. -

i 1 19, Art is not an adjunet fo existence, a reproduction
of the actual,

P. 21. FOR INDEED IT IS NOT ESSENTIAL
THAT THE SUBJECT-MATTER SHOULD
REPRESENT OR BE LIKE ANYTHING IN
NATURE: ONLY IT MUST BE ALIVE WITH A

RHYTHMIC VITALITY OF ITS OWN.

On P. Fourteen he quotes with approbation a Chinese
author as follows :—As a man’s language Is an unerring index to
his nature, so the actual strokes of his brush in writing or
painting betray him and announce elther the freedom and
ﬂobl_llty of his soul or its meanness and limitation.

' P.21. You may say that the waves of Korin's famous
soreen are not like real waves: but they move, they have
foree and volume,

~P. 80, It would be vain fo deny that certaln kinds and
tones of colour have real correspondence with emotional
states of mind.

 P.91  Chemists had not multiplied colours for the painter
but he knew how to prepare those he had,

P.94, Our thoughts about decoration are too much domin-
ated, I think, by the eonception of pattern as a sort of mosaic,
each element in the pattern being repeated, a form without
life of its own, something inert and bounded by itself. Woe get
a mechanieal succession which alms at rhythm, but does not
attaln rhythmic vitality.

E.P.
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WYNDHAM LEWIS VORTEX No. 1.

ART VORTEX.
BE THYSELF.

You must talk with two tongues, if you do not wish to cause confusion.

You must also learn, like a Cireassian horseman, to change tongues in mid-
career without falling to Earth.

You must give the impression of two persuaders, standing each on a
different hip—left hip, right hip—with four eyes vacillating concentrically at
different angles upon the object chosen for subjugation.

There is nothing so impressive as the number TWO.
You must be a duet in everything.

For, the Individual, the single object, and the isolated, is, you will admit,
an absurdity.

Why try and give the impression of a consistent and indivisible personality ?

You can establish yourself either as a Machine of two similar fraternal
surfaces overlapping.

Or, more sentimentally, you may postulate the relation of object and ifs
shadow for your two selves.

There is Yourself : and there is the Exterior World, that fat mass you
browse on.

You knead it into an amorphus imitation of yourself inside yourself.

Sometimes you speak through its huskier mouth, sometimes through yours.

Do not confuse yourself with it, or weaken the esoterie lines of fine original
being.

Do not marry it, either, to a maiden.

Any machine then you like: but become mechanical by fundamental dual
repetition. il

For the sake of your good looks you must become a machine.

Hurry up and get into this harmonious and sane duality.

The thought of the old Body-and-Soul, Male-and-Female, Eternal Duet of
Existence, can perhaps be of help to you, if you hesitate still fo invent yourself
properly.

No eclear out lines, except on condition of being dual and prolonged.

You must cateh the clearness and logic in the midst of contradietions : not
settle down and snooze on an acquired, easily possessed and mastered, satisfyi_nig
shape.

We artists do not provide wives for you.

¥ You have too many as it is.
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BLESS

Koyetzu
Rotatzu
Korin

Bottomley
A. G. Hales

Basil Hallam
Bombardier Wells

War Babies
Selfridge

Mrs. MacGaskill
Mr. MacGaskill

The scaffolding around
the Albert Memorial

The War Loan
All A.B.C. Tea-shops

(without exception)

Norton
MAX | Burgomaster
Linder

Warneford
The Poet’s Bride (June 28th)
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THE CROWD MASTER.

1914.
LONDON, JULY.

THE CROWD.

Men drift in thrilling masses past the Admiralty, cold
night tide. Their throng creeps round corners, breaks faintly
here and there up against a railing barring from possible
sights. Loeal ebullience and thickening: some madman
disturbing their depths with baffling and recondite noise.

THE POLICE with distant icy contempt herd London.
They shift it in lumps here and there, touching and shaping
with heavy delicate professional fingers. Their attitude is as
though these universal crowds wanied some new vague

Suffrage.

Is this opposition correct? dramatic Suffragette analogy.
(For these crowds are willing to be « Furies ' in the humorous
male way.)

Some tiny grain of suffrage will perhaps be thrown to the
millions in the sireet, or taken away.

THE POLICE however are contemptuous, cold and dis-
agreeable,

THE NEWSPAPERS already smell carrion, They allow

themselves almost BLAST {ype already.

Prussia was invented for Newspaper proprietors. Her
theatrical instinet has saved the Crowd from breaking up for
twenty years.

lang! Bang !

Ultimatum to you !
" Ultimatum to you!
ULTIMATUM !

From an Evening Paper: July—

“ m outlook has become more grave during the afternoon,
Gumny’l attitude causes considerable uneasiness. She
loqms to be throwing obstacles in the way.—The German
; ::;lndor in Vienna has telegraphed to his guvornment,

Germany, the sinister brigand and naughty egotist of
latter-day Europe, and of her own romantic fancy, « mauvais
voisin "' for the little French bourgeois-reservist, remains
silent and ominously unhelpful in her armoured cave.

Do the idiots really mean—— ?

THE CROWD.

THE CROWD'is the first mobilisation of a country.
THE CROWD now is formed in London. It is estab-

lished with all! itfs vague profound organs au grand complet,

It serpentines every night, in thick well-nourished coils,
all over the town, in fropic degustation of news and ¢ gf{im-

m-u

THE INDIVIDUAL and THE CROWD:
WAR.

PEACE and

Man's solifude and Peace; Man's Community and Row.

The Bachelor and the Husband-Crowd. The Married Man
is the Symbo| of the Crowd: his funection is to set one going.
At the altar he embraces Death.

We all shed our small skin periodiecally or are apt to
sometime, and are purged in big being : an empty throb.

Men resist death with horror when their time comes.

Death is, however, only a form of Crowd. It is a similar
surrender. For most men believe in some such survival,
children an active and definite one.

Again, the Crowd in Life spells death too, very often. The
Crowd Is an immense anaesthetic towards death. Duty
flings the selfish will into this relaxed vortex.

A fine dust of extinction, a grain or two for each man, is
scattered in any crowd like these black London war-crowds.
Their pace is so mournful. Wars begin with this huge in-
definite Interment in the eftios,




,For days now wherevér you ate you hear a sound like a very

harsh perpetual volee of a shell. It you put W before it, 1t
always makes WAR |

It Is the Crowd cheering everywhere. Even weeks after-
wards, when the Crowd has served its hour and dissolved,
those living in the town itself will seem to hear this noise.

THOMAS BLENNER.

BLENNER was in Scotland at this {ime. He is a man
of 33, retired 1st Lieutenant Indian Army with a little money.
He writes a little, abusively as regards the Army. Leg in
splints, getting better, from a fall from a horse. He motored
over with his friends to the nearest town. The others went

to play golf, he went into the town alone to get the morning
papers.

The « Northern Dispatesh’” poster was the first he saw,
vielet on white ground, large letters :

MORPETH OLYMPIAD
RECORD CROWD

Wonderful Crowds, gathering at Olympiads! What is
the War to you? It Is you that make both the Wars and
Olympiads. When War knocks at the door, why should
you hurry? You are busy with an Olympiad! So for a day
War must walt., Amazing English Crowds!

This erude violet lettering distillation of 1905 to 1915 :
Suffragism., H. G. Wells. Morpeth Olympiads.

He bought a London Edition of the ¢« Daily Mail.”

GERMANY DECLARES WAR ON RUSSIA.

With the words eame & dark rush of hot humanity in his mind.
An immense human gesture swept its shadow across him
like a smoky cloud. ¢« Germany Declares War on Russia,”
seemed a roar of guns. He saw active Mephistophelian specks
in Chancelleries. He saw a rush of papers, a frowning race,
« C’a y est,” thought Blenner, with innate military exultation.
The ground seemed swaying a litile. He limped away from
the paper-shop, gulping this big morsel down with delighted
stony dignity.

The party at the golf links took his « News,’ <« Mails,”
and « Mirrors,” as the run home commenced, with sareful
leisureliness and avoidance of pretence of indifference. Each

manifested his gladness at the bad news in his own restrained
way.

Atmosphere of respectable restraint of a house where there
is a Burying. A party of eroque-morts mixed with Curates
on their way to the Front, and deputation of amatear
diplomatists to God Almighty.

The eclosing of the Stock Exchange, announced, suggested
a host of faseinating and blood-curdling changes in life. What
would happen as to the Banks? Food supplies had better
be laid in. What of Invasion?

The exeitement and novelty of life foreshadowed, pleased
each. Personal cares mitigated it. But even this mitigation
was an additional pleasure. The satisfaction showed 1tself
in various disguises. The next few days was a gay Carnival
of Fear, psychologieally.

The Morpeth Olympiad poster was secured, and stuek up
in the hall next day. It appeared to the household an ade~
quate expression of the great Nation to which they belonged.

Then all the London Newspapers began fo be bought up
in Edinburgh, and none ever got as far as their eouniryside.

Blenner felt the need of the great Crowd. Here he got
imperfect Crowd. They had become Crowd in the house,
the general shadow of that other Personality of men sieeped
them in ease.

But the numbers heing so slight, it was like a straining and
dissatisfaction in Blenner, the pale edge of the mass he knew
now would be forming, finding onece more the immense common
nature of its being.

THE JOURNEY TO ENGLAND.

He left Seotland by the night train, on the second day of
the English Mobilisation order. He had to wait for half an
hour at Geddes station for the midnight train from Edinburgh.
Two English youths in khaki with rifles were on the platform.

Several men arrived in a large car. One was very tall and
rather fat. He stood talking to the station master for some
minutes, who was evidently telling him of the precautions
taken in the neighbourhood, and bits of private news a station
master might be supposed to know.

Blenner with thick aggressive beard, absurdly bright blue
eyes, watched the new arrivals with dislike. He stood, in his
dress and appearance nautical and priestly at the same time,
in guard over his portmanteau. The wide open eyes and
delicacy of skin between them and beard, gave a eertain dis-
agreeable softness to his face.

Blenner was a very moral character. His soul easily fell
into a condition of hard, selfish protest.

He watched the large puppy schoolboy merriment of the

group of new arrivals. Officers packing off southwards a
little late?
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_His sensations and reflections, collected into thoughts,
would be : « Stupid fatsnob | Too poor a chemistry to produce

anything else.

The German officer is reported to have achieved the killing
of privates who omitted to salute him. I prefer the Prussian.
He does at least read Clausewitz when he is not making love,

and realizes the philosophy of his machine-made moustaches.

He Is capable of doggerel easily.

The perpetual sight of the amplest impermeability, like a
blank factory wall, and absence of anything but food and
sport, cannot help but make Englishmen of my sort a little
mad and very restless.

To live in a country where there is no chance, not the faintest,
of ever meeting that nature so common In Russia, which
Dostolevsky describes in Crotala |—Over the counter of the
pawnshop, faced with great distress, the girl's face Is illumin-
ated by the possibilities and welght of the allusion in the words,
« 1 am the spirit which wills the evil and does the good,”’
dropped by the pawnbroker. All this loneliness, like the
Russian winter, makes the individual a little over-visionary,
and apt to talk to himself, as Multum says! The English
Public is our Steppes—as he says.

[ Stupidity is unhygienic, too, A stagnant and impoverished
mind requires legislation. g

Arrogant and crafty sheep! A la lanterne !

Talk about eonscription being a good thing for the physical
condition of the youth of the country! Much more urgent
eall to exercise their other faculties. But happily the masses
are not in such need of it as those dolts! Hard conditions
keep the souls of the poor, if not their minds, in training.”

Such sullen fulminations were always provoked by such
presences. And yet he spent a large part of his time limping
about cireles where such people congregated. The joy of
protest was deeply ingrained in him, and he instinctively
sought opportunities of feeding it, His beard was his naivest
emblem of superiority,

 The train came melodramatically into the station, and his
&lrldnuwﬂm delivered him from sulkiness.

lu lllml'ullou spmmd about in most compartments.
lom was mnhm The frain was quite full.

i ' ﬁmm women, slept upright against each other
.Ihaemhn, revealing peculiar idiosyncrasies and modes of

~ Mleep. They all appeared to have their eyes shut to examine

Rl 'some absurd fact within : or a little uncomfortably
_m ni wy protesting,

Sentries on the bridges at Newoastle-on-Tyne. Stacks of
rifles on the railway platform. More < mobilisation scenes,®

The ten sleeping people, travelling through England on
this important and dramatie night, Inevitably in the mind
were connected with mobilisation. Sleep had struck them
down at the start. These ten upright uncomfortable and
indifferent figures looked as though they were mobilised
every week or so. It was very disagreeable, but they were

quite used to it.

Newcastle woke them up, but they shook if off easily :
they returned to churlish slumbers.

A squat figure in a stiff short eoat got in, and made an
eleventh beside Blenner, or rather, by a tentative operation
against his left thigh, began a gradually sinking movement
towards the supposed position of the seat.

He was an unpleasant, although momentarily apologetic,
charaeter : and as he said he was answering the mobilisation
eall, he must have been something to do with the Navy's

food.

« I'm not travelling for pleasure,” he said aggressively,

later.
« No, I'm called up.

What are we going for? " he asked, misunderstanding a
question, « Why, to take the place ofother men, as soon
as they're shot down !’ The frenchant hissing of his ¢« soon
as they're shot down '’ was full of resentment.

« The Kayser ought to be bloody well shot,”’ he considered.
« He's bin gettin ready for this for twenty years. Now he's
going to have what he wants."”

“ A-ah! he's bin spendin' his private fortune on it!”

He was a man about 48, like a Prussian, but even harder,
and less imaginative. Must be connected with provisions, for
some reason or other.

Sea-grocer 7 The white apron of the German delicatessen
shops fitted him, evidently.

Cold resentment ; near his pension, perhaps.

The warmth of the lady next to Blenner appeared to him,
eventually, excessive. Her leg was fat, restless and hot.
Then he noticed a thick wheeze and a shawl. Other indica-
tions showed him that he was very closely pressed against a
sick woman. The heat was fever no doubt.
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Minutes of stolld hesitation, suspended life, ratioeination
on the part of Blenner.

He thought of falling off to sleep himself. He did not feel

Inelined to blend his slumbers with hers, or choose her as
sardine sleep partner.

He rose at last, rather ashamed, went into corridor, and
got In between some sleeping sailors in the next compartment.

Here the light was uncovered, and the men camped out, less
permanently packed.

One sailor opposite Blenner was awake, filling his pipe,

and talking to a navvy. They were not talking about the
war, but the mining industry.

The sailor was a Seotchman from near Glasgow, as black as
a Levantine. His features were aquiline and baggy in the
symmetrical southern way.

Eyes heavy, brown, blank, and formed with clearness of
little billiard balls, lids like metal slides. One black eyebrow
was fixed up with wakeful sagacity. His eyes were polite ;
his being civilized, active and competent.

Blenner talked to him when the navvy left the train.

He was a naval reservist who had been down to Chatham
for the Test Mobilisation a few days before. No sooner back,
and congratulating himself on no more disturbance for some
time fo come, than the real Mobilisatlon order comes.

“ The wife brings the letter in on Sunday morrening. I
just tuk it and put it down by the side o’ the bed!'’ all in
the voice of Harry Lauder, with a nodding of head, humorous
raising of eyebrows, the r's rolling and sounding like per
petual ehuckles. Many pauses, caused partly by obstruetion
of these facetious R’s.

“ Then I turrened over and had another ecouple of hours !
I didn’t need to open it! I'd been expeeting it.”’ Obstruetion
filled with ghosts of R’s : raised eyebrow and fixed eye.

In the sailor’s conversation there was no sign of realization
on his part that the journey he was setting out on was a
dangerous journey. There was a steady note of humourous
disgust at finding bimself once more being bundled about
England by fate.

York platforms were comparatively empty.

A naval reservist got into the compartment. A hallf &
dozen people saw him off. His mother, a burly good natured
woman, kept swaying from one foot to the other. A con-
temptuous grin curled her close mouth, and with her staring
tragle eyes she kept turning and looking at him, then back
down the platform. Two girls, his sisters probably, stood
erying behind his mother, one wiping her face with a very
small handkerchief, and an old man remained close under
the window, depreeatory, distressed and absent minded.
It was a foretaste of other soenes for Blenner,
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But the empty York platform, at 2 in the morning, and this
English family, without the wild possessive hugging of the
French at the stations, sending off the reservist, affected him
more. It hardly seemed worth while sending off ONE.
What could he do? The mother's sarcastie grin and fixed
eyes, and her big body with one shoulder hunched up, almost
a grace, like a child’s trick, as her eyes wandered, were not
easily forgotten. He prayed that that woman would get
back her reservist son safe and well.

Two young men of twenty or so had got in. Their smooth
canaille faces, American clothes, and general rag-time slop
of manner, and air of extraordinary solidarity, like members
of a musichall troupe, was too familiar a type to be pleasant.
This nastiest scum of our eities blocked up the window, talking
to a third come to see them off.

Blenner did not want to make the sailor uncomfortable by
a scene made in his interest, or his boot would have found
it's way under the skirts of the American jackets at the window,

The train went off, the new reservist took his place next
to the Scotchman, and the youths stood in the eorridor outside
until the neighbouring station was reached, when they got
out.

The York reservist (something about his short stiff collar
and berri-like hat helping) was a like a Breton conseript sailor.
He had tobacco coloured, rather soft and staring eyes, a
moustache and much developed Adam’'s apple and jaw muscles.
He filled and lighted his pipe with deliberate rather self-
eonscious movements. He turned fo the Scofchman :

‘“ Are you going to Porismouth?”

“ Chatham ", said the Scot, in flat deep solemnify, taking
his pipe out of his mouth, and leaning a little towards him.

The York reservist began grumbling about the upsef, the
conventional thing to do.

Both the Scotechman and he came from the Pits. The
Yorkshireman began telling of new German machinery they
had gotinlately. It only worked well under eertain conditions
The other also had seen that German Machinery used, no
more satisfactorily, further North. For a long time they
talked about the pits.

These Crowd-proof sailors were the first break in the
continuity of the Crowd-spirit that Blenner had met since
war began blowing up seriously. In the same way his patriot-
Ism had been suspended by his professional life in the army.

His travelling companions had been Crowd so long that the
effect was getting rather thin. They were probably different
when they found themselves on the decks before the enemy.
They would be Crowd there, only a steadier and harder one
than most. Nerves was not conceivable with them. Blenner
was immensely pleased to find himself amongst them. Here
were fellows to whom he could point to back up his chanvin-
istic enthusiasm for the country, and not doubt their shining
and showing handsomely beside any men alive.



¥ Thejfcotchman was a Syrian gem of eraft and balance.
The Yorkshire pitman was a handsome and infelligent man
of the people, such as you chiefly associate with Franee,

The former referred to the real new Crowd In his measared
way, without respect :

‘ They were standing there till midnight, so thick I had to
go round by way of Tyne street. You should have seen them.
1 just look at the notlee for reservists stuck up, and sez to
myself, ' that's done 1t!"”

A very heavily bulit fair fresh young man In the corner
woke up, rubbed his eyes with the back of his hands, like a
schoolboy, and grinned.

Very large, empty, regular features, long pointed nose,
rather lecherously twisted at nostrils, and mouth of cupid's
bow patiern. His hair was going on top, due to drink to
judge from signs. At the silly grin with which he met every-
one’s eyes the halr retreated on his head. He stared a great
deal ahead of him, eye fixed, and sort of painful expression
like the stralning of a perpetual natural funetion. He sprang
up frequently, dashed himself into the woodwork of the door,
rebounded, charged again, but straighter, and disappeared.
He too was a pit hand, but brought no I(lluminating
Information to the common talk. He appeared to have
the perpetual preoccupation of which that pained mouth-
eurling was the outward sign, Into which he quickly
sank, after a foew outbursis of laughter and a little chat.

A small wisened fellow, who had been sleeping, curled up
mhhhuluhkmﬂumk,wokeup.

He too was & miner. Cross-examined a lttle by the first
Seotsman, he gave an aceount of himself, and asked various
questions. They told him his jersey wouldn't pass muster.
Two stripes ornamented the sleeve, Chatham he was bound

Yo

Blenner began fo think of all naval reservists as miners.
‘The Scot however, began talking of a postman who had been
seenl off at Ivahoe or somewhere by the entire staff of the

Post Office.

g im‘ hardly get out of the carrlage for them !’
he said, “ I went down the platform to get a drink. When I
' w I didn’t have to look for my carriage. The

- bloomin post offlce officials filled tbe platform In front of it.”

&
3:he L

felt it advisable here to put in a plea for

* Yos, whon your family oomes to seo you off, well—Your
my—" R il Yy
" Yes, but you should have seen them bloomin' post

« Bloomin® Post Office Officials,” he rolled out with sardonte
jerkiness, overriding his neighbour’s half apology, and dexter-
ously avoiding sentimental embarrassments.

They none of them doubted that mobilisation meant war,

The ‘“ Kayser had made the war, of course, to them, and
“he'd get it this time right enough,” more than he bargalned

KING'S CROSS was reached.

LONDON.

Something like a eentury old print, the perpetual morning
of « coaching days,” fresh and conventional, struck Blenner,

in the appearance of the platform. Soldiers and sailors, many
porters, all very busy.

A big German with soarred pig-face came down from the
gates looking for his luggage with a very acld conecentration
behind his glasses.

He was another sort of reservist.

The journey had not done Blenner's leg much good. He
hobbled away with his portmanteau, and was foreed for the
next few days to restrict his movements, take many taxis,

counting the yards.

War came heavily on with a resolution no one had ever
eredifed it with. The unbelievable was going to happen.

The Crowd was still blind, with a first puppy-like intensity.

Great National events are always preparing, the Crowd is
in iis habitual childish sleep. It rises to meet the erash half
awake and struggling, with voluptuous and viclent movements.

Every acquaintance Blenner met was a new person. The
only possibility of renewal for the individual is into this
temporary Death and Resurrection of the Crowd.

Blenner was not too critical 2 man to penetrate their dis-
guises or ferret out their Ego. He was glad to see so little
of it for onece.

 Delightful masquerade of everyene, The certainty of
feeling allke with everyone else was a great relief for over-
paradoxical nerves—with every one except Multum, who was as
Crowd-proof as a Scoich reservist. You could be less than
ever certain that you were feeling like him. Buf he was a
professional Crowd-officer.

The war was like a great New Fashion.

Multum was a man of Fashion.



F Blenner saw him for & minute belore Orosse & Blackwell's
that day.

He had a rather mysterious air; something up his sleeve,
apparently,

Whenever the Crowd raised its head he had this faintly
bantering mysterious air,

He appeared the only conselous atom of the Crowd. A
special privilege with him: to be of the Crowd and individ-

ually conselous. He was the King of the Future. He seemed
to be saying:

" Ah, 80 you've deeided to joln us! that is a very naive
proceeding |

Should you openly answer ‘* Yes.

But why are you in
that galére?

Multum would have replied :

‘“ Because I was born there,”’

“ Ithink England will be at war soon ? '’ Multum said when
they met.

It looks like it.)’ Blenner's eyes shone as though with
sentimental bloodthirstiness, Multum was used to the de-
ceptivelighting of his friend’s orbs, and would have acquitted
him of the foolishness implied. He did not know what
irrelevant fluid was at fault. He would not have known, too
what their sudden brightness meant. All his knowledge of

Blenner was negative, He knew what he probably was not
feeling.

Multum looked at the pavement: he was smiling very
slightly. He remained silent and like a dog on leash—that
bright shaft from the eyes—waiting to be released. This
glow-worm, this distillation of a mountain-spring of a friend |

“Will you be joining your old regiment?

How is your
leg? Come and see me sometime !’

He still stood in the attitude of shame and reverie.

Blenner took a taxi down to his solicitor's in Pall Mall,
and then on coming out, as his leg was hurting, went back to

his rooms. They were in Great James Street, at the top of
the house.

He opened the latest editions of the Pall Mall Gazette and
Star. His childishly shining eyes sucked up Garvin and the
latest mews from the Chancelleries.

‘“ The Mobilisation was complete at twelve o’clock to-day.”

AUSTRIA FINDS SERVIAN REPLY
UNSATISFACTORY.
Some minds somewhere already made up. War being made

on Europe with the funny medioere~aggressiveness newspaper
readers had learnt to expect from a certain quarter,
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celvable news. Tons of it a minute gushed out and flooded.
the streets with exeitement. You seemed to swim ln it
outside.

An anomalous respeet for these dull and unsympathetic
Germans whose role it was to set things going developed in
Blenner. It wasn't really very “malin’' te be aggressive,
unless you were going to be suceessful. How about their
being successful? But their bluff was so moderately sue-
ecessful that it seemod idiotle to ACT. But perhaps they
could eonquer the world.

Blenner hunted for professional military news: appoini-
ments, changes.

“ When will my eursed leg be better?’’ When would
he be able to go to the War Office? Should he out his beard
before golng to the War Office? He examined himself in
the glass. He had a martial face, he decided. The beard
made it less martial, if anything, and softer, he saw. His
oyes were the part of him that he reserved especially for his

moderate clalm to GOOD LOOKS. As he left the glass
his last glance was for them.

Whether his eyes suggested Multum to him or not (they,
instinetive beasts, recognizing their efféect on that young man
and putting their owner in mind of him) Blenner remembered
his meeting In the Charing Cross Road.

It was In the Oharing Cross Road that he bought Multum’s
books. The Bomb shop, small altruistie Book-Baszaar,
stacked Multum, Strindberg’s Eternal Feminine, indefatig-
ably Vampire,—so splendidly constructed when a play—
accumulated on the edge of the pavement in volumes clothed
like the Prussian army, a monument to Mr. Samuel's industry.

On leaving His Majesty's forees, alter a concussion, and
become definitely, to his family’s distress, a erank and very
liberal, he began reading sociological books and wandering
about London. On passing the Bomb shop be was attracted
by a poster advertising a new book :

THE CROWD MASTER.
By BROWN BRYAN MULTUM.
THE CROWD MASTER. What might that mean?

His bright astonished eyes fixed on the words, drinking up a
certain stremgth from them.

B An opposition of and welding of the two heaviest words

that stand for the multitude on the one hand, the Ego on the
other.

That should be something!



Did 1t really mean Master of the Crowd in the sense of a
possessive domination by an individual ? It meant sometbing
else, 1t seemed evident.

Mooney and adrift sinoe his leap out of diseipline and life
eut and dried, he gazed at it In now habitual neurasthenie
hesitation. It was no ‘ mysterious instinot " that came to
the assistance of his will, but the necessity of brutal and enthus-
lastic actions like the buying of a book in his Inactive life, to
keep him from capitulaiion to Fate.

Buying a book with him was like some men’s going to the
doctor : those who are cured by the passing of the professional
hall dooor. There was nothing really the matter with Blenner,
The moment he had got the book, the expense was justified
He seldom read it. Then he chafed at the fee.

This book he found, was by an American. Patronage at
onee and listlessness. His emancipation did not go so far as
the taking of Americans serlously. To take an American
seriously is the sign, in an Englishman, of the most refined and
exclusive wisdom. Blenner was as yet only a raw regimental
officer, at the beginning of his education ;: only thirty-two.

He found in i¢, to begin with, an ingenious tirade against
hair. To him it appeared to contain the barbarous ““ go"”
and raw pedantry of that abominable and peculiar race.

He had lately been adopting a rather artistie get-up. He
had superbly drifted Into it through dirt, the natural romantic
reaction from the military state. The anfi-halr eampaign,
then, touched him In a, just then, delicate spot.

This American book spoke of the ‘soft conservatisms’ of

England as the really barbarous things, “ the anarehy and

confusion of Past-Living." It op posed to the English tory,
a sort of Red Indian machine, with a soul like Walt Whitman,

but none of the hirsute mistakes of that personage, and in-
vention instead of sensibility.

“ Its instinet is to invent. Everything else is absorbed in
. that. Itisin the making and creates (ither in small or great)
s nafurally as the Englishman stylizes. Pure {nvention is

 Fawness. It desires change because ft is in the making and
lives on'_ﬂloallhor,lidelof itself, and wants to go on living

m‘ lll th’ llll!- A
Sun only eomes from ahead.
i ' Ifinm when it m, and moves away,
1t lives o tho wing Gemuthliehkeit and the Yulo Io
T LR TS ; { e ‘
 depress it, and send a bloody sunset warmth into its bones. It

- sees caverns of savages. It sees old ships struggling with
0 "!ﬂ'& - These nightmares are Reality.

Ao Toe e sl |
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1t is the highest dreamer, for it Imagines successtul life, and
flles from the deep reality of failure and tragedy that men have

chanted up till now.

It exploits the ancient sirength of resignation and despair
to build up a Temple of Gafety.”

Blenner was seandilized at this. There was, quite seriously,
an impropriety in an American speaking In this sirain. Ap
American was—well, we all know what an American is. Where-

as an Englishman has him under his eye the whole way along,
hasn’'t he? It was like a whife corpuscle under the micro-

seope, suddenly beginning to praise iiself, drawing invidious
ecomparisons between ftself and the observant student.

“I am a pawn in the world. Although I am so small, I
send powerful armies against men, and speck for speck, am
often the better being. I snap my fingers at your friendly
eorpuscles. It will serve you nothing to squint at me through
that tnbe. If I eateh you some day I will trouble you.”

“Although I am so large’’ this new America, all through the
book, seemed to be saying, “ I am not fo be despised. The
material element has outstripped the spiritual : oh yes, of
course. But beecause you see a thing coming backways on,
don’t form an opinion until you see it turn round.

I am so0 huge and have no Past. I am like all your Pasts
and the Present dumped Into one age together. Just so:
what Is the matter with you is the matter with me, only more
50, But I shall absorb my elements hecause I am all living,
whereas you are 80 per cent. dead.

Yah! Booh! I ean only put my tongue out now. But
I shall have an artistie snaky visiting eard some day.

I am the vulgarest thing on Earth. Amen.’

Blenner then was mildly seandalized at all this. But at
the same fime he smiled idly, for there was every justifieation
for indulgence. He would have admitted the truth of many
of the criticisms about England coming from anyonme by an
American. He replied to the hook with sense :

“ I congratulate you on your faith in the United States.
Only has America any single thing to show of interest to Me?
Is it not universally admitted by Americans that an artist
cannot live there? Do you not put trousers on piano-legs ?
Does not your cant, optimism and impermeability constitute
a greater deviation from human kind in the bad directions,
than anything that has oecurred since the heginning of the
human rage?

E{He:sawino fair reason for an effort to overcome this final
catechism,



Untldy hablts had taken hold of him. His halr had de-
graded him on echin and neck In a month to the level of a
Stone-age super or a Orab-tree genlus. From his first glaneing
at this book of Multum’s dated his beard. The book was
disappointing, it was of no consequence and therefore it was
not humiliating to be affected by it capriclously. Only it
pressed himFinto a full beard, In his¥eustomary "spirit of
protest. His was one"of those full beards that are as orderly
as a shave. It was sleek matt chocolate eolour, formed
like a Roman Emperor's sculpted chevelure.

From the beginning most ill-disposed to Multum,the moment
he met him, without notleing the transition, he beecame at-
tached. Multum was extremely simple and pretended nothing
more than a stranger eould, or rather should, understand.
He was rather inclined to underestimate what peopls eonld
understand. Had his personality aggressively reversed

Blenner’s verdiet, the transition would have been noticed and
resisted.

He appeared, and something so completely different to
preconeeived notions, and at the same time so easy and

unjarring, was there, that there was no need to refer to the
book.

Blenner, taster and seenter, lazy, (attached Brittanieally
to very personal things, mental sweetmeats, sensations and
sententiousness, as Mulium would have sald) had never
really read Multum’s book. He turned to it, and (withont
notieing the change, too) found it “ stimulating.”

He had met Multum in a rallway earriage on the way back
from Dover. The Ameriean poet had therefore been able
to affeet him directly before the name was known. In the
first place Multum had no aeccent. It was only a sort of
flatness and roughness, and a gutteral impediment In the
throat, like a difffeulty In swallowing. This difficulty was
accompanied by a fellne contraeting of the eyes in almost a
squint. There was something very graeeful In his throaty
roughness and slowness of speeeh.

He was tall. He bad some coarse, tow-coloured, hair. In
a clean-shaven, square, smallish face, rather ill-tempered,
sallow, reflective, bis eyes appeared to shut down like teeth.

Blenner took him for some romantic eharaeter from a
Welsh glen of Borrow’s Wild Wales, American origin gradually
dawning on him,

Multum for his part felt himself an object of fascination to
the bright pair of eyes in front of him, and almost laughed when
they prevalled upon their owner to address him.

“ You don’'t mind my speaking to you, I'm sure I've

seen you in Paris somewhere very often.”

‘“ What part of Paris would that be ? ' —Multum grinned a
little, looking older in eontraetion of face,
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“ Montparnasse ? ** Blenner suggested.
“ That's quite likely. I am often there.”

They sat amieably grinning at each other, each with hig
little joke, without saying anything. .

Multum, as though the joke were ended, took up his paper,
and with a last rather severe dart of the eye at Blenner, began
reading. Blenner, still smiling, looked out of the window.
There the landscapes were sliding, like a White City by-show
worked by a strong dynamo. Sometimes things licked out
of view with stoical violence near the windows.

These Surrey countrysides lived in publie, deprived of every
atom of privaey. The eounfryisagarden or workshop. Milk,
eggs and a little flour were produced publicly and without
the enthusiasm of solitude and diseonneetion with the Euston
Road. Not walled off from the trains, it loses its specifie
character which is the privaey of space. The scale was de-
pressing as well, but the garden eity sort of house everywhers
relleved things with brutal and poignant reminders of H. G.
Woells, and stolid matinée queus.

When Multum put his paper down sometime afterwards,
the eyes were stlll drawn in his direetion. They began
grinning again. Multum’'s grin was indulgent, a faint ghost
of American complacency.

I was just thinking '’ said Blenner, after saying something
aimless about the country, ‘‘ of two statements Stendhal
puts forward together with reference to this landseape.
He says that when genius eomes to these shores it loses seventy
per cent. of its value, and that the couniry between Folkestone
and London is « le plus attendrissant du monde.”

‘A Frenchman is more easily ‘' attendri’ than we are In
the first place,” Multum suggested, ‘ and is ‘ attendri’ by
different things. Northerners are affected by orange groves
and white mountains, and energy. Stendhal, hailing from
the South, would look at these moist and pale fields as though
they were preity and anaemic children. Of course they
were not desentimentalised then to the same extent, either.
As to the genius part of his saying, art and so forth“evidently
has seventy per cent. more difficulties on these shores. This
sometimes stimulates, sometimes destroys. Again, Stendhal
was no judge of genius. He was a judge of men, not of
geniuses.”

A little uneertain, and not to betray some ignoranee,
Blenner let the subject drop. When they arrived at Vietoria,
getting out of the train together, Multum put down his bag
and produced a eard
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