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BLAST finds itself surrounded by a multitude of other Blasts of all sizes and
This puse—coloured eockleshell will, however, try and brave the
motbbod,mthouﬂmmmnhnsmthooﬁmddoot'.ﬂd'u
The art of Plctures, the Theatre, Musie, eto., has to spring up again with new
questions and beauties when Europe has disposed of its diffieulties. And just as
there will be a reaction in the Public then to a more ardent galety, art should be
fresher for the period of restraint. Blast will be there with an apposite insistence.
Azt and Culture have been more in people’s mouths in England than they have
ever been before, during the last six months. Nietssche has had an English sale
suoh as he could hardly have anticipated in his most ecstatic and morose moments,
and in company he would not have expressly chosen. He has got here in rather
the same inflated and peculiar manner that Flaubert is observed to have come
ﬂtiysﬂ.'uhm-l!nldeluh.

W will not stap talking abous Culture when the War ends !

mumu&mm«lnmmmm“m
pass to this War- Number. :

Gmul-lmllorthoollmlmmnm' mlluﬁynl
profoundly than any other people in Europe. German nationalism is less realistio,
hmuﬁusﬂvlththmuhnlnlohﬁonoﬂkbq,ﬂnthuﬁauhd
Iulndclmm.

nhmmbmum-mm--mumum

-form that the Poetry of a former-condition of life, no longer existing, has folsted

upont us. It seoks to oppose to thisinapposite poetry, the intensest aroma of a
different humanity (that is Romance) the Poetry which is the as yet unexpressed
Muﬁmﬂmmuc-Mpdmum

MMMMMMM’.IOW“"
humanly desirable that Germany should win no war against France or England.

.When we say that Germany stands for Romanee, this must be qualified
strongly in one way. Official Germany stands for something intellestual, and
that is Traditional Pootry and the Romantie Spirit. But unofficial Germany has
dons more for the movement that this paper was founded to propagate, and for
all branches of contemporary activity in Sclence and Art, than any other country.
It would be the absurdest ingratitude on the part of artists to forget this.




hhﬁm.hnm.“hm The jenins of
the people is inherently Romantie (and also offielal I). We are debtors to a tribe
of dotached individuals; and perhaps Romanee (but we hope not too mush). It
uuun—-uuumwmuamm
on the one side, and the Champlons of melodramatic philosophy, on the other,
we dispassionately prefer our own side |

llppthtuh,pﬂyhut"“"um&ﬂ.

Wo have all of us had so mueh esuse for uncomfortable laughter at the
beginning of the Wit in reading articles by our leading journalists proving that
“the Hun" uddd:m!dﬂdwmm.ﬁn!uhm
d"ﬁo!u"'mothtmunnﬂ'lﬁum’mﬂ
in fset were no race at all, that we have become rather shy on this point.

m,hhmdhlﬂﬂtmhum-uwﬂnm
u.mtmmmummmﬁ-mmmm.
But she still mysteriously holds out in the material and politieal domain ; (eom-
meree the key to this enigma, of course.)

lthmllynmmnhm&hﬂmtyd.wbm.

time to time, darkens the whole life of the Kaiser. The German's love for
t munM"'an"unubyanm
eated. nlﬁomtm-ubwmt;tm-almm.
The Essential German will get to Paris, to the Cafe de 1a Palx, at all eosts ;
’ﬁlohlhpmnmwdunynlhpmyl-lﬂnwhh
adventure. The monstrous carnival of this race’s thwarted desires and ambitions

bwhtiﬂlh-lmmu.ﬂwmmlymﬂ_li“'

involved, and mmm&.muummmm-ausm
agression from the centre of Europe.

WOMMIMMMI]Wﬂ;wydﬂO
hbﬁmda!rﬂn“mlhnmﬂnm The
Martinet and the Coquette are mingled. He is also a Samural.

mm.ummv.m.mmwumw
Germany’s obscure commereial forces have engaged (because of his distinguished,
frank and alluring manners), to represent them, and whom they haveincidentally

s,

)

Ooples may also be obtained from—
« BLAST,” 4, Pheno Btreet, London, B.W.

" 1, 'The delay In the appesrance of the second number of “Blast” is due to the

War ohlefly; secondly, to the fliness of the Editor at the time it should

. havé appeated and before. But as this paper is run chiefly by Painters

for Painting, and they are only incidentally Propagandists, they do

work first, and, sinee they must, write about it afterwards. -There-

. fore the Review of the London Vortex may mot always appear o date,
‘bat two further numbers will probably eome out before next January.

3. In the démenagement of “Blast” from its offices in Ormond Street certain
mmm.mlm.udunnluﬁ-lldm,nhﬁm
cannot be found. Should any yearly subseriber (that is, under present
eonditions, a person entitied to four numbers of “ Blast”) not receive a copy
of the present number, we should be much obliged if he would send a
mmum'mummmmlmm
or to "Bilast,” 4, Phene Street, London, 5,W., and a copy will at onee be
forwarded him,

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

4, Bocause of the year's Iapse sinee the last number of “ Blast” appeared, and
seeing also that for some months mow it has been out in book form,
Mr. Hueffer's novel “The Saddest Story” will not be continued. We
dooply regrot that circumstances have prevented us from printing the
whole of this admirable story, which in its later portions is, if anything,
finer than in that early part we printed.
We may draw attention to the faet that Mr. Hueffer has produced a
“Blast” of his own In his book on the German spirit, “When Blood Is
thelr argument.”
5. We have subseribers in the Khyber Pass, and subseribers in Santa Fe. The
ﬂm-bﬁnhOdﬁommm-aﬂnotm has

{
!
i
s

7. An ExhiMtion is at present being held at the Dore Galleries, Bond Street,
of the Vortielst Group. It will end about the second week in July.




A fact not generally known in England, is that the Kalser,
long before he entered into war with Great Britaln, had
doolared merelless war on Cubism and Expressionism.
Museum direstors, suspeeted of Oubist leanings, were removed
from their posts. Exhiditions that gave shelter to Pablo
Pleasso or even Signae, were traitorous institutions,

I expect among his orders to his troops is one to « spare
no Cubist prisoners, wounded or otherwise,”—I am not imply-
Ing that this should be & bond of sympathy between the
British Nation and Cubists or Vortieists, I only mention it
as an Interesting fast.

This good Emperor smells the Divine, the Sober and Sheet-
Iron puritanism underneath these art-manifestations, and he
feels his trade would suffer, What would happen to me, he
thinks, If all that ehilly severity, and gay and ley 3
got the upper hand; Na! We'll nip that In the bud

No one can say the Germans are not amusing in sport,
The English have their innocuous little sports; German
has his old war, of course, « It is not ericket,” we will admit,
Thymhdlnlhmntmp‘lonmmto
bowling, to prevent them making s run. If they ever play
Rugby football they will take knives Into the serum with
_them and hamstring and otherwise In is obscurity disable their
- opponents. They will use red pepper, and they will confuse
the other side by surreptitiously slipping a second and even a
third ball amongst the players, They will be very hard to
beat until the team opposed to them are armed with Browning
pistols and the goalkeeper is entremched, with barbed wire
and a maxim! The referee’s task will be a most delieate
one. He will hoverover thefield at a safe height In a captive-
balloon, perhaps.

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

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

THE GOD OF SPORT AND BLOOD.

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

Sport and blood are imfeparable, or Sport without bloed Is
anaemie, Sport and blood again are the rich manure all our

" vitality battens on.

All the fun of Mr, Bernard Shaw's plays, as an instanes,
although he wishes war away with a disgust not sham (as he
considers with a little reason that his plays should definitely
have taken Its place) are based on sport and blood. All the
thrills of humorous delight that make their ratiocination bear-
able for an audience, are due to the Playing with Fire and
Daneing on the Crater, that that particular bolsterous humour
and sporting sense of his most certainly Is. Mr. Shaw, to be
consistent, should be as solemn as a judge. Only if he were
bitter, Nke Swilt, would his laughter not be a contradiction.
Ho Is too genial and his humour too school-boy-like for him
to be able to disclaim ferocity, It is only the hyens In the
Ilm world (such as his ecclesiastical countryman Just
uﬁm‘)ﬂomnwﬁmﬂnﬂnﬂyﬂﬂlﬂcﬁtdm’m

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




No wise aristoeratie politiclan would ever encourage the
mﬂodm.«.ﬂr,lohwmmm“nuu
« old-fashioned *’ and over-sentimenital about the things of the
Past. The only real erime, on trary, would be to
dream or harbour memories. active and uneonsecious,
tolive in the moment, would be the ideal set before the average
man,

The directors of the German Empire have shown their
wvulgarity and demoeratizati s clearly In their propaganda
dludty,umurmtdunmnl
historie conselousness, They have broken with all other rulers,
and introduced & mew element into the modern world with
their repudiation of taeit (mueh more than of explicit) regula-
tions, From this supposedly ” aristoeratie’ Junkerish
country has come the Intensest exhibition of democratic
feeling ble,

This ¢o pt of law, regulation and «humanity" Is
nm-;mltohm«mdmmd

the execrable « Neech,” and to be a portion of aristosratie
. tiness.” Niotszehe waspuech too explieit a gentleman
to be a very typical one, And his « aristoeratism,” so gushing
and desperate athwart his innumerable prefaces, raises. doubts
in the mind of the most enthusiastic student : for he did not
merely set himself up as the of i, but discovered
simultaneously the great antiquity of his Slav lineage (although
Prussia, we learn, swarms with « Nooches ),

German statesmen and gemerals are too thoughtful. To
Dbecome anxious is to become demoeratie, They have become

: mmmpuumuutm

being too weak to resist, There is only one sort of person who
ean be eonselous and not degenerate, Germany's rulers do
not belong to that august eategory.

Thelr wicked and low degeneration and Identifying of
{hemselves with the people will recoll on their own heads.
lomkth,nnnmmmm.
as they deseribe moderate British good-sense.

10
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* CONSTANTINOPLE OUR STAR.

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

A Russian Constantinople. I need only enumerate: —
Slav Christianity mingling with young catholic eonverts
from England round St. Sophia, 2—Probably the best
mmmummcuuwum East,
Annunlyuﬂmdmthmdmm
would be Introduced to the amased Oriental. 3—Real
efforts in Selences and Arts more intelligently encouraged
than in Germany, and on an equal seale, 4—The traditional
u-llynlmlnmﬁmmﬁlmunlbth
Southern Russian ummmmnutypumnn
humanity has ever beheld, not excepting Paris and Vienna,
5—Not to mention (¢) & week-end bungalow in Babylon.
(%) Pienics on the Islands beneath the shadow of the Golden

‘nm (I hope this is sound goography) with emaneipated
lady-telegraphists. (c) A long white “ Indépendants” ex-
hibition on the shores of the Bosphorus. (d) Endless varioties
of Catés, Gaming-houses, Casinos and Cinemas.

We cannot hope that after the War England will change
her skin so much that she will become a wise and kind

|
-
i
!
f

¥
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stitute for the mald-servani’s or eabman’s grin—the eternal
lomulhymmowmmommmt they are
perfectly used to, a little organized effort to think and under-
stand life In some other way than as business, monstrous
« Neoches” of foreign nations would no longer be able to
call them “ The unphilosophie race.”” Any German elaim
to World-Dominion would be Iudicrous, The modern
Englishman Is naturally better liked abroad than the modern
German, apart from polities : in fact, the only pull the German
has, and that Is an enormous one, is his far greater respect for,
and cultivation of  the things of the mind.”

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

The English ‘ Sense of Humour” is the greatest enemy
of England ; far worse than poor Germany.

It the Englishman could only have sufficient moral-courage
(not mind being laughed at, you know) to make use of his
Grin, he would find life much more difficult !

: /
But he wonld also be a much finer fellow.

His Grin (his sense of humour) is his chief vice: it Is worse

N

'mmmdlumh:mm,uu,ulf-jlnm
gent, (often maudlin) hysteria, that has weakened the brain
of Britain more than any drug could.

Jokes should be taxed in England like Opjum in China,

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

nmwmudluuhummm'nut.
Mpﬂtﬂhnmmnmﬂ'lwzﬂthlnﬂud
"M"dh&mmmmmdh“ﬂ
Toped into Passion:—

But as we are not sure that it will be within any caleulable
time, let us keep our eyes fixed on Constantinople.




MR. SHAW'S EFFECT ON MY FRIEND.

should you find some minute point on which, at the first
blush, you imagine that England & certain superiority
over some foreign nation, you musf; before breathing this
eonviction, consider all the imaginable arguments of the
foreign gentleman who would be lesé by this comparison ;
mmm;mmmomtdﬂndmopndu
side, until your little innocent en asm has flickered out and
disappeared In the welter of y tudies and ratiocinations.
Should you omit to do all this, and say flatly « I think England
is & bloody-sight better (Mr. Shaw here, you will perceive,
is hoisted with his own petard) than Ireland or Germany in
——" and you proceed to explain the direction in which
you espy a slight glimmering of advantage for this wretched -
pisce: should you omit to do all this you may get up against
Mr. Bernard Shaw, that intensely unsentimental Irishman,

This was the patriotic and aggressive state of mind into
which Mr. Shaw’s « Common Sense *’ pamphlet put my friend
the Englishman, This Englishman even confessed to me
the Mttle point he once had thought he possibly had put his
finger on, that was (perhaps) typically English and in opposi-
tion to the typical character of a certain foreign (and
MOMENTARILY hostiley Power,

He sald (blushing) that he thought the Englishman’s
COLDNESS was rather fine, his professional attitude.¥ I re-
assured him. I said that I was entirely of his opinion. So
encouraged (although at first eyelng me rather doubtfully),
he proceeded to divulge his secret chauvinistic rumination.

« People on the Continent,” he sald, « refer always to the
coldness of the Englishman, I think we should hug this
epithet and try to be worthy of if. X

{

2
X

o

o0

‘h
e

“Despite the risks 1 run of sinking in your esteem to 5ero
point by this hot-headed utterance, I regard.as a true '
ploture the partieular very cordial simplicity, detestation v

fuss, averseness to swank and unfairness, which English peopl

13

have eome to eonsider so much as one of the chief traitsin
their physiognomy that, should a portraitist omit these tralts,
they would say « Yes; but where is my —— ete, as I have
detailed above—did not natural modesty prevent them,

« Some gentlemen, of course” (and I was here lelt in no
doubt as to what sinister figure he had in his mind) « are
quite at liberty to ferret out all the fussy, sentimental, swanky,
Prussian and one-eyed Englishmen they have ever met, and
then delve into their (no doubt extensive) German visiting
book *’ (ltdtmﬂwlouﬂkmt)“lulbmd
models of generosity and respecters of freedom.

* The Puritanic self-sufficiency and lack of cstentation met
with all through the clearest English and Ameriean traditions
is more to our taste than other and opposite ways. Let us
stick to our taste and our shyness, then, since taste and
shyness are the most fundamental things we possess. We do
not like to see a mock-oriental German manager tyrannising
over a stalf of servants ; we invent ugly words like « bullying*
or « cowardly ”’ for what is regarded in many lands as the
only sensible attitude inlife. Ifa man is of « no consequence
and you are « somebody "’ the Prussian instinet is to go over
to him and wipe your boots on him ; this is apparently because
you would not be giving your dirty feet a good time if you did
not seize every opportunity of affording them this satisfaction.
Or it Is on the prineiple of kissing every pretty girl you ean,
sinee it would be foolish to miss any opportunity, Therels
in both these the same implied promiscuity.
« How I should like to be able to beat, humiliate, order about,
and then forgive, caress and patronise s hundred people—

2 thousand people ! ” is what you seem to hear many people,

Prussian and others, saying to themselves. I think it is
safe to say that Germany hears more hot prayers of this
deseription by a long way than these islands. "

« Do you think so™ I said sharply. For I felt that he

had been exceeding the bounds of the Meemce given an
. IMPARTIAL man in time of War.
& W.L

A SUPER-KRUPP—OR WAR’S END.

B
»—n busy readidg into this lll!‘ politieal event
prognosties mumdwmzm

The PEACE-MANgays : « Here at last is such a tremendous
War that it will exterminate even War itsell.” :

Another sort of man says: « One good thing about this
War is that # will do-democratize France considerably.
!n-.h-h-nhaniblmlyl."

Another says: « Here is the chance of their life for the
ruling olasses.”

Or from another direotion: « Social revolution is nearer
because of this senseless confliet.”

Among artists, the Futurist will naively reflect: « The
mlm"ll“&bw.‘ﬂ““m,'ﬂ
make a public after the War a little more after my own

_ heart.”

Another sort of artist, again, thinking of his rapidly dopre-
clating « shop,” says triumphantly : « This War with all its
mediseval emotions” (for It gives him mediaeval emotions)
« will result in a huge revival of Romanticism.”

lm--muummcmmnﬂm
and Desire harmoniously meet and mingle. And it seoms
to me that, as far as art is concerned, things will be exactly
the same after the War as before it. In the political fleld
‘ﬂ'-mmm”hmmoauw.
‘AR art that matters is already so far ahead that It is beyond
the sphere of theso disturbances.

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

Artists are often acoused of invertebrate floxibility,in their
« agooptance” of a time. But it is much more that they
g--a-u-m A good artist is more really
« of his time” and therefore makes less fuss about his acck-
dental surroundings. Ho has oxactly the same attachment
nnn-(uwmmwtmun

that ho has to his family and his country. It
is the same thing.

13

Well, then, I should be perfectly content that the Present
Time should always remain, and things never ohange, since
they are new to me, and I cannot see how the Port ofRotterdam
can be bettered ; and an A.B.C. shop is a joy for ever.

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

IS THIS THE WAR THAT WILL END WAR?

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

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

'

Trade usually attracts the Corsicans of the Modern World.
With the future for War so preearious as it has been lately,
the tendencies of the Age against it, Idleness or common virtuss
rather than ambitious brains, have gone into the earesr of
Arms, WIll it be worth any bright boy's while, alter this
War, to devote his attention exelusively to Strategles ?

‘War has definitely and for good under the ground, up
in the air, and is quiekly sul itsell down to the bed
of the ocean. In peace time, now, the frontiers will be a line
of trenches and tunnels with miles of wire and steel mams,
and entanglements crackling with elestricity, whieh no
man will be able to pass. Everything, will be done down
below in future, or up above. Tubes will be run from the
principal concentration eamps inland.

French soldiers may emerge trom a hole in the pavement in
Unter den Linden on the declaration of War hall-s-esntury
henece, or England be invaded under the North Ses.

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




B0 what is Europe going to do about the War question?—

‘many people will be enquiring as soon as this present giant
of & war is dead.

1 feel that War won't go. It will be the large communities
that make war so unmanageable, unreal and unsatisfactory,
that will go. Or at least they will be modified for those ends.
Everything will be arranged for the best convenience of War.
* Murder and destruction is man's fundamental occupation.

Women's function, the manufasturing of children (even
mmmtﬂnwﬁlhyfﬂ-ﬂdhjhmy
important from this point of view,and they evidently realise
this thoroughly, It takes the deft women we employ anything
from twelve tosixteen years to fill and polish these little human
\cartdridges, and they of course get fond of them in the process.
However, all this is not our faxlt, and is absolutely necessary.
We only begin decaying like gobds kept too long, if we are not
killed or otherwise disposed of. Is mot this a proof of our
funetion? Only latterly, our War Material has besome so
much more expensive to make, and takes so much longer,

<

that we havé tb avold cansing  bellel in pooples’ minds that
we aro wasting it! :

I overheard two Iadies the other day eonversing on this
subject, and one, with an immense jaw, flabby cheeks, and
otherwise very large, sald : * It is such a waste of good human
flesh 1™

We must avold giving our workers that sensation of waste.
In the functioning of large communities certain things besome
too transparent. The scale does not by any means flatter the
individual. The sensation of immensity of horror and waste,
is too difficult to forget ; although asa matter of fact numbers
make no difference, This is obviously not the most signifi-
mtmhlﬁmuﬂyb"-ﬂthbm

Again, it is even unconvineing to be a Field-Marshall.
And it Is impossible for any individual regiment, or individual
soldier, to get the necessary isolation and quality of uniqueness
for their deed of gallantry, if such ocour. And the necessary
machinery of hatred is rather impaired, and works weakly.

For the good of War, yes, of endless unabating murder and
misery, then, I think the great communities will have to go.
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* THE SOCIAL ORDER. .

L

‘ This government official,
. Whose wife is several years his senior,
Has such a caressing air
~~~ When he shakes hands with young ladies.

1L

'S . (Pompes Funebres).

This old lady,
Who was “ 50 old that she was an atheist,”
Is now surrounded

By six candles and a erucifix,
While the second wife of a nephew
L Makes hay with the things in her house.
Her two cats
Go before her into Avernus;
A sort of chloroformed suttee,
And it is to be hoped that their spirits will walk
With their tails up,
And with a plaintive, gentle mewing,
For it is certain that she has left on this earth
No sound -
Save a squabble of female connections.

‘Winter is feumen in,
Lhude sing Goddamm,
Raineth drop and staineth slop,
And how the wind doth ramm !
Sing: Goddamm.
Skiddeth bus and sloppeth us,
An ague hath my ham.
Freezeth river, turneth liver : .
- Damm you; Sing: Goddamm, . 3

Goddamm, Goddamm, 'tis why I am, Goddamm,

So ’gainst the winter's balm.
Sing goddamm, damm, sing goddamm,
Sing goddomm, sing goddamm, DAMM.

*Note.—This is not folk musie, but Dr. Ker writes that the tune is found
under the latin words of a very ancient eanon. %

GNOMIC VERSES. : -

When the roast smoked in the oven, belehing out blackness,

\__~—_ +  X'wss bewlldered and knew not what to do,

"~—But when I was plunged in the contemplation )
(. Of Li Po's beautiful verses,
This thought came upon me,—

When the roast smokes, pour water upon it. {

&~ OUR CONTEMPORARIES.

When the Talhaitian princess

Heard that he had decided,

She rushed out into the sunlight and swarmed up a cocoanut palm tree, o
But he returned to this island f
And wrote 90 Petrarchan sonnets,

Foot-note, pour le lecteur frameals:

1 #'agit d'un joune podte qui a sulvi le culte de Gauguin jusqu’ a Talhayti meme, Etant fort
Dbel homme, quand Ia princesse bistre entendit qu'il voulait lui accorder ses faveurs elle a montré
son allegresse & la manidre dont nous venons de parier, Malhereusement ses podmes sont remplis '
souloment do ses propres subjeetivités, style Victorienne de la ** Georgian Anthology,”

OUR RESPECTFUL HOMAGES TO M. LAURENT TAILHADE.

OM MANI PADME HUM 7
LET US ERECT A COLUMN, an epicene colunm,
To Monsieur Laurent Tailhade !
It is not fitting that we should praise him
In the modest forms of the Madrigale or the Aubade.
° Let us stamp with our feet and elap hands
In praise of Monsieur Laurent Tailhade,
Whose ‘- Poemes Aristophanesques’’ are
So-very-odd.
Let us erect a column and stamp with our feet
And dance a Zarabondilla and a Kordax,
Let us leap with ungainly leaps before a stage scene
By Leon Bakst.
Let us do this for the splendour of Tailhade.
Et Dominus tecum,
Tailhade. >
a1




s
ANCIENT WISDOM, rather cosmie.

So-Shu dreamed,
nd having dreamed that he was a bird, 3 bes, and s butterfly,
» was unssrtaln why he sheuld try to fsel like any thing elss,
Honee his eontentment.

ET FAIM SALLIR LE LOUP DES BOYS.

1 eling to the spar,
Washed with the cold salt lee
1 eling to the spar—
Insldlous modern waves, elvilization, elvilized hidden snares.
towardly editors threaten : < If I dare
Say this or that, or speak my spen nilnd,
8ay that 1 hats may hates,

Say that 1 love my friends,
Say I belleve In Lewls, splt out the later Rodin,
Say that Epsteln ean earve In stone,
That Brzeska can use the chisel,
Or Wadsworth paint ;

Then they will have my guts;

They will cut dewn my wage, fores me to sing thelr eant,
Uphold the press, and bs befors all a model of literary desorum.
/ Merde |
_Cowardly aditors threaten,
Friends fall oft at the pineh, the lovellest dle.
That Is the path of lifs, this Is my forest.
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Bt hers romaln ssvoral peopls whoss UiS, o7 at lsast whass
intalliganss, Is bound ap wiih the latsst mavemant In palating.

understand (hs valus of the ssurags and Inltatlvs
that has Impollad & small nambsr of men withsat rRssmises
In monay, to fing (hemsslves Inte thess atudlss 1 bavs
launahsd my pemimlitls sookleshall. aad wavws it s iy
meshanisal adlen.

£

That the war will In any way shangs ths surisats of
sontemporaty axt, § 25 nat ballavs - (hay ars dsspat than It
As sarthquaks might ds 55, Rrupps Is & psot substitats fsz
salamls firs, s ths Olnsmaa showsd at ths Ums of ths A Weamans
Earthqaaks.

#hs unlverality of (ha pressat wat will it 1t Inflasass.
hs Germans oaly sbould bs an swesplian s this ruls, fai
they are algas, and lis somssqusmass Wil bs mors dafinlts
for them, 1t la thalr war s fast. ¥hs Alllss ass balag. In =
ssnss, suly somplalsant : 156 somplalsant Raturally.

¥




How this war will affect English art afterwards Is ehiefly,
then, a question of how people’s pockets will be affected.
And on this question howeverexpert an opinion you mayobtain,
you never get far away from a falirly universal optimism :—
- whieh If It is justified by events, will leave conditions for art
very little modified,

In any ease, as to painting, since Sir Edward Poynter will
not be a radiant youth after the war; Augustus John not
find any new tribe of gypsies kicked up by the military up-
heavals, to refresh his brush: since In short the aesthetie
human contents of the realm will be exactly the same, it is

.

merely a question of whother Mr. Wyndham Lowis, Mr.
‘Braeska, Mr, Wadsworth, Mr, Mr. Robertsaregoing to
recant and paint and seulpt on the mental lovel of Mr. Lavery or
Mr. Herkomer, or to put It another way, whether such a
terrific interest will be awakened in Mr, Lavery, Mr. Wilson
Steer and Mr, Caton Woodville that attempts at & purifying
of taste and renovation of formulss will obtain no hearing.

" As to the first point Mr. Wyndham Lewis's first action after

the war will be to erect (with the ald of numerous accomplices)
astatue of Van Gogh, and another to Pablo Pleasso, in suitable
London squares ; and these will be shortly followed by statues
to more contemporary painters, it is hoped.

~THE EXPLOITATION OF BLOOD.

There is a cortaln sort of biackguard that this time has
produced—as an earthquake produces looters—who uses
the blood of the Soldier for his own everyday domestic uses.
Ho washes his very dirty linen In the Press with this sacred
blood.

Seores of artieles have been written in connection with Art
—and I am sure that the same thing has been going on In
Engineering, Button-making, the Church and Business
generally to any extent—the purport of whieh, is that *‘ This
great National Event ' will engulf and sweep away all that it
is to the writer's business interest or inclination, should be
swopt away.

Inan Earthquake or Revolution the burglar, who has long

had his eye on a certain ‘‘ crib” which, however, in several
ralds he had been unable to "' erack,” with a delighted ehuekie

seizes his opportunity, and pilfers at will, It is the same way

with rapes and other misdemeanours.

1 contend that certaln crities or general journalists whose
personal interests are involved on the side of lucrative and
established forms of art, and who take this opportunity, as
they Imagine it, to attack the movement in Painting that
threatens to discredit Pomplerdom in this country, are an
exact parallel to the Burglar in the earthquake, or what the
French reporter would eall a Ghoul. With many slimy and
interested references to the ** Great National Event,” ** before-
the-War-Era” separated by “ Gulfs” from, presumably,
the orgles of vulgarity and relapses into sentiment he hopes
may awalt us after the war, he attempis to convinee the
Publie thdt all this is ended. We are going to be purer in
future and paint like Marous Stome, Sir William-Richmond,
William Nieholson, the late Abbey or Dendy Sadler.

It Is concelvable that the War may affect Art deeply, for
it will have a deep effect on the mass of the people, and the
best art is not priggishly eut off from those masses, But the
reflection in Art of these changes will certainly not be in favour
of any weak and sentimentalised reastive painting, and the
results are not likely to please the pompler-journalist or the
pompler-critic any more than the manifestations he already
fumes, splutters and weeps about.

The soldiers in France or Belgium would be the last people
to relish these transactions, or to have themselves held up
as Intellectual crusaders. They are fighting just as animals
or savages have to fight and as men have to still. Wo all
agree In admiring the qualities of energy and large-heartedness
that that requires, But those soldiers would not t
that their present activities should destroy the beauty of
Bach's musie, although it might the besuty of many a Bosche,
a very different thing. If the authorities of some parochial
concert-hall like to look a little askanes at German musie—
woll, that's either bestial foolishness, or & eowardlmess a
soldier would not admire, either. 'The art of to-day is a result
of the life of to-day, of the appearance and vivacity of that
life. Life after the War will be the same brilliant life as it
was before the War—it's appearance certainly not modified
backwards, o

The eolour of granite would still be the same If every man
in the world lay dead, water would form the same eddies
and patterns and the spring would break forth in the same
way. They would not consider it at all reasonable fo assert
that thelr best aimed * direct " fire would alter the continuity
of speculation that man had undertaken, and aeross which this
w.nhmyotumum&m.lhn
angry obild's,

2%

1 have heard poople say “ Nome of our great men have
come up fo serafch. Not oné has sald anything adequate
about the War.” :Shaw, Wells, ote., have seomingly all falled
to come up to what might be expested of the cocasion. But
'when you consider that none of them like the War at all, though
all are more or less agreed that England did right in fighting :

~ THE SIX HUNDRED, VERESTCHAGIN
' AND UGCELLO.

seribed. Marinetti’s solitary English diseiple has diseovered
that War Is not Magnifique, or that Marinetit's Guoerre Is not
Ia Guerre,

| Tant Mieux.
The dearth of ““ War Verse ” or good war literatare has an-

*“ Defeat inspired the historical painters in the ‘sevemties.
theme.

I




Mm Bdeuard Detaflle, whose “ Défense de Champigny”
hmdbmmmunymmwgy

A NEW VERESTOHAGIN ?

The eampaign of last year and this!| What masterpleces
must be born!” %J

It Is useful to quote this article because, In its tome; it
reproduces the atfitude of the Publie to War-Art. It also
gives an eloguent list of names.

o oritlo of let us say a leading Dally Paper would pretend

that the * Melssonler himself” of this artiels, or ** Yvon whose
' lnﬂunm'-,"mmm painters ; any more
than to-day they would  on the iImportance of Mr. Leader
or Mr. Waterhouse, Détallle, whose ‘' Défense de
Ohampigny s one of the greatest battle-pletures of any
country or iy age’’ s, In cireles who discuss these matiers
m-n--cmm.mmlmn.mum
a8 * Mossonnier himeelt.

-IL_‘-“MMM'MHII:
category by itedf, and distinetly inferior to soveral other kinds
of painting? -That is & valgar modern absurdity: painting
Is divided uy Into eategories, Portrait, Landseape, Genre,
ote. Portrait being ' more difffenlt” than Landseape, and

“ Battle Pletures” coming in a Nittle warlike elass of their
own, and admittedly not uﬂ."n l'llll‘ uwh—
tions of Nude Ladles.

Soldiers and War are as good as anything else. The Japanese
did not diseriminate very much between a Warrior and a
Buttercup. The flowering and distending of an angry face
and t8¥'beauty of the soldier's arms and clothes, wasa similar
spur to erestion to the grimace of s flower. Uecello In his
pioture at the National Gallery formularised the spears and
aggressive prancing of the fighting men of his time til"every
drop of reality is frozen out of them. - It is the politest possible
encounter. Velasques painted the formality of a great treaty
In & canvas full of soldiers. And o on. 2]

There is no reason why very fine representative paintings
of the present Wae shioald not be dote. Van Gogh would have
done one, hid he bevnl thiete. But Derain, the finest painter

" to my kuiowledge at the front, Will not paint one. Severin,

on the other hand, if his lungs are better, and 1f Expressionism
has not {oo far dematuralised his éarfier Futurist work, should
do a fine pleture of s batilé,

Gaudier-Brseska, the seulptor, whose Vortex from the
trenches makes his sentiments on the sibjest of War and Art
quite clear, Is fighting for Franes, but probally will not do
statues afterwards of either Bosche or Plow-Plok ; hm
from his treatment of the Prussian rifié-butt.

MARINETTI’S OCCUPATION.

The War wiil take Marhettl's oscupation of platform
boomer away.

‘The:War has exhausted interest for the moment in booming
anédbenging. Iam not indulging In a sensational propheey of
the disappearance of Marinettl. He is one of the most
irrepressible figures of our time, he would take a great deal
to diéourage. Only he willlhave to abandon War-noise more
or less definitely, and I feel this will be a great chagrin for
hm, If a human being was ever quite happy and iIn his
eloment it was Marinetti imitating the guns of Adrianople at
the Doré with oceaslonal answering bangs on a big drum
manipulated by his falthful English disciple, Mr. Nevinson,

behind the eurtain in the, passage. He will still be here with
us. Only there will be a little something mot quite the same
about him, Those golden booming days betweem Lule
Burgas and the Aisne will be over forever. There is a Passd-
ist Pathos about this thought. Ithas'always been plain that
as ariists two or three of the Futurist Palnters were of mere
importance than their poet-impresario. Balla and Severinl
would, under any cireumstances, be two of the mest amusing
painters of our time. And regular military War was not their
theme, as it was Marinetti's, but rather very intemse and
vertiginous Peace. The great Poots and flashing cities will
stlll be there as before the War.. But in a couple of years the
War will be behind us,
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- VORTEX GAUDIER-BRZESKA.

(Written from the Trenches).

-q;mn.—nuhm-uummmm having been in the firing lime
sinos oarly in the war.

In September he was one of a patrolling party dtwdn.n'.oilhu.’.lhllﬂlh
the fight over a readway.

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

He has been eonstantly employed in seouting and patrolling and In the construction of wire
entanglements In elose eontast with the Boshes.

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

HUMAN MASSES teem and.move, are destroyed and erop up again.

HORSES are worn out in three weeks, die by the roadside.

‘DOGS wander, are destroyed, and others come along. i

WITH ALL THE DESTRUCTION that works around us NOTHING IS
CHANGED, EVEN SUPERFICIALLY. LIFE IS THE SAME STRENGTH,
THE MOVING AGENT THAT PERMITS THE SMALL INDIVIDUAL TO
ASSERT HIMSELF. .

'l‘!l BURSTING SHELLS, the volleys, wire entanglements, projectors,
motors, the ehaos of battle DO NOT ALTER IN THE LEAST, the outlines of
the hill we are besieging. A company of PARTRIDGES scuttle along before our
very trench.

IT WOULD BE EOLLY;‘IO SEEK. Al‘lllﬂ OTIONS AMID THESE
LITTLE WORKS OF OURS, :

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

THIS WAR IS A GREAT REMEDY.

IN rn;tmvmvn.n’mu ARROGANCE, lmnll. PRIDE.

IT TAKES AWAY FROM THE ERS UPON NUMBERS
OF U RTANT UNITS, WHOS oilo ACTIVITIES BECOME
NOXIOUS HAVE SHOWN US.

MY m ON SCULPTURE REMAIN ABSOLUTELY THE SAME.
IT I8 THE VORTEX OF WILL, OF DECISION, THAT BEGINS®

i




1 SHALL DERIVE MY EMOTIONS SOLELY FROM THE, HGB-
um%iﬁ_

MENT OF SURFACES, I shall present my emotions by the ARRY NT
OF MY SURFACES, THE PLANES AND LINES BY WHICH THEY ARE .

Just as-ihis hill where the Germans are solidly entrenched, gives me a nasty
tanu,ublymlimtbﬂopnmmn by earth-works, which throw
long shadows at sunset. Just so shall I get feeling, of whatsoever definition, from
a statune {000!])!!6 TO ITS SLOPES, varied to infinity.

I hiave made an experiment. Two days ago I pinched from an enemy '
mauser rifle. lbluwnvlall.vmmpﬁm-lﬁnmﬂmud

brutality.
lthbtlulhuhothltMuhMu
I found that I did not Hke it.

1 broke the butt off and with my knife I carved inita design, through which
1 tried to express a gentler order of feeling, which I preferred.

BUT I WILL EMPHASIZE that MY DESIGN got iis effect (just as the gun
had) FROM A VERY SIMPLE COMPOSITION OF LINES AND PLANES.

. GAUDIER-BRZESKA.

months of fighting and two pro-
Gaudier-Brzeska was killed in a i
| -charge at Neuville St. Vaast, on

June ‘5th, 1816. .
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the same as Impressionism, largely desed In many eases with
» Michaolangellsing of the overy-day figure or seene. (Motsin-
gor's * Fommeo & Ia Taseo,” ote.) For the great licence Oublsm
affords tempts the artist u':lztnumundum-m
formulas, and oeseapo In

ﬁ v.

. 'The other link of CUBISM with INPRESSIONISM is the
esposlally selontific charator of it's exporiments. Matisse, with
his. decoration, preceded (he Cublsts In reastion agalnst
solontifie naturalism. But CUBISM, as woell, though In a
sonse nearer ithe Impressionists than Matisse, rejests the
aceontless, Inveriebrate order of Nature seen en petlt. Any
portion of Nature we ean observe is an unorganized and
mieroseople jumble, too profuse and too distributed to be

leant. If we could seo with larger eyos wo should mo
don satlsfied. But to make any of these minute
individual areas, or Individuals, too proudly eompaet or
meonumental, Is probably an equal stupldity. Finite and
god-llko lines are not for us, but, rather, a powerful but
romote suggostion of finality, or a momentary organisation of
a dark inseet swarming, like the passing of a eloud’s shadow
of the path of a wind.

‘The, moment the Plastlo Is impoverished for the Idea, we
' got out of direot contaoct with these Intuitive waves of power,
that enly play on the rich surfaces whors life is erowded and
abundant.

We must eonstanily strive to ENRIOH abstraction tll 1t Is
almost plain life, or rather to got deoply enough immersed in
material life to experience the shaping power amongst Its
vibrations, and to aceontuate and perpetuate thoess.

S0 CUBISM pulled Nature about with her cubes, and
organised on a natural posed medol, rather than attempting to
eatoh hor every movement, and fix something fluent and seeret.
The word OUBISM at onoo, for me, senjures up & sories of very
solid, heavy and usually gloomy Natures Mortes,—several
bitter and sententious apples (but. VERY GOOD WEIGHT) »
usually pyramidal eomposition of the various aspeots of a Poot
or & Man with a Mandeline, Egypiian In statle solemnity, a
woman nursing disconsolately & very heavy and thoughtful
hoad, and soveral bare, obviously tromendously heavy
objests erowded near her on a elumsy board,—a eup and
saucer and probably apples.

1admire some of these palntings extromely. Only we must
recognise that what produced these paintings was a marvellous
enterprise and enthusiasile experimentation, and that If we
are to show ourselves worthy of the lead given us by twe
oF thres great palnters of thelast fifteon years, we must not
sbate In our Interrogation.

“foetly Intelligible head or part of a figure would stick upsadden-

v.

. The FUTURISTS, briefly, 'took over the plastie and real,

rather than the selentifie, parts of the prastice of the Oubists.
Only they rejested the POSED MODEL, Imitative and statle
side of CUBISM, and, substituted the huriy-burly and -
exuberanee of astual life. They have not brought a feree of
Invention and taste equal to the best of the Paris group to bear
on their modification of the Oubist formulas. Thelr werk Is
very much projudiced by Marinettl's propaganda, which Is
always too tyrannically literary, and Insists on certain peints
that are mot essential to thelr painting and Is In Itself rather
stupld. His * Automobilism” Is simply an Impressionist
podantry. His War-ravings is the term of a local and limited
pugnacity, romantic and rhetorical. Ho Is a useful figure as
a corrective of very gemuino charaster. But the artist Is
NOT a useful figure, though ho may be ornamental. Infast
the moment b becomes USEFUL and astive he coases to be
an artist. We most of us nowadays are forced to be much
more useful than we ought to be. But our painiing at least
should be saved the edour of the communistie platform or
the medieine ohest.

None of the Puturists have got, or attempted, the grandness
that OUBISM almost postulated. Their doetrine, even, of
maximum fluidity and Interpenctration preciuded (this.
Again, they oonstituted themselves POPULAR ARTISTS.
Thoy are too observant, Impressionist and selentifie; they are
too demosratie and subjugated by Indiseriminate objests, such
as Marineitl's moustache. And they are too banally logieal
In thelr exclusions.

VL

The EXPRESSIONISTS finally, and most particularly
Kandinsky, are othereal, yrioal and cloud-like,—thelr fluldity
that of the Blavatskyish soul, whereas the Futurist's Is that of
19th contury selence. Kandinsky Is the only PURELY
abstract palnter In Burope. But ho Is so careful to be passive
and medium-like, and is committed, by his theory, to aveld
almost all powerful and definite forms, that he Is, at the best,
wandoring and slack.  You cannot make a form more than itis
by the best Intentions In the world. hlﬂlﬁ&pw
oanvasses there are lines and planes that form the figure of
aman. But these acoldents are often rather dull and Insigal-
fioant regarded as plooes of ropresemtation. You ecammot
avold the conclusion that he would have dome beiter to
ACKNOWLEDGHE that he had (by accldent) reproduced a
form In Nature, and have taken more trouble with It FOR
ITS OWN SBAKE AS A FRANKLY REPRESENTATIVE
FTEM. A dull seribblo of & bonhomme Is always that and
nothing else.

In the first show the FUTURISTS held In London, In the
same way, from thelr jumble of real and half-real objests, a per-

1y. And this hoad or part of a figure, where isolated and mak-

.

1 e

mnl%nmdunm'uuﬂm.
It diseredited the % abstrast stufl around It, for those
Mmﬁdm“-tmmmmt
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In addition to these threo principal tondencies, there are
several individuals and nower groups who are quite distinetive.
Mh.h.mmwu-nymmﬁlnl
procise mathematioal blosks, ooldly and witiily tinted like

» milliner’s shop-front, stands apart from the rest,

‘This reducing of things to bare and arid, not grandioss,
but rather small and efficlent, blooks of matier is on a par
with a tendenoy In the work of soveral oxoellent painters In
England, following the general CUontinental movement.
Only in their case it Is seulpturesque groups of lay figures,
rather (han more supple and chio mannoquins. The Human
Figure Is, In the first place, exclusively chosen for treatment,
Secondly, this Is reduced to a serles of matehes, four for the
logs and arms, one thick one for the trunk, and a palr of
grappling irons added for the hands. Bix or Soven of these
figures are then rhythmieally bullt up inio a contralised, casily
organised, human pattern. However abstracted by dividing
upinto a mosals, this bare and herole siatoment Is the starting
point. The grandiose and sentimental traditionalism ineul-

These roviews of other and similar movemenis to the
Vortlolst movement appear disparaging. But In the finst
place this Inspection was undertaken, as I made elear at the
start, (o show ithe ways In which we DI .and the
tendencies we would CORRECT, and not as)an appresiation
of the other various groups, whish would be qulte anether
matter, They are definltely a eritlelsm, then, and not an

In the several dotalls suggested above In the course of theso
notes, Vortielsm Is opposed to the various groups of continental
these polnts, and amplify them.
tabulate and explain the aims of Voril-

A.

L ]

3. HOWEVER MUSICAL OR VEGETARIAN A MAN
MAY BB, HI8 LIFE I8 NOT SPENT EXOLUSIVELY
AMONGST APPLES AND MANDOLINES. Therefore
there is something to be explained when he foregathers, In
his paintings, exclusively with these two objests.

8. Wo pretend that the explanation of this curious phenome-
non Is merely the system of stil-life painting that prevalled
amongst the imitators of nature of the last century, and that
was re-adopted by Ploasso In violent reastion against his
El Greoo Athlotes, aesthetle Mumpers, and Maeteriinek-like
Poor-Folk.

4, We assert that the oxireme langour, sentimentalism
and lack of vitality In Ploasso’s early stylistle work was &
WEAKNESS, as definlte a2 one as consumption or ansemia,
and that therefore his reasilon, and t(he charasier of ihis
reasiion, should be discounted as a healthy influonee In medorn
palniing, which It Is not.

5. We further assert that the whole of the art based, [rom
this angle, on Pieasso’s unique porsonality is suspest.

6. The placid empty planes of Pleasso's Iater « matures-
mortes "' the brie-i-brac of bits'of wall-paper, pleses of eloth,
ote,, tastofully arranged, wonderfully (astefully arranged,
Is & doad and unfruliful tendency.

7, These tours-de-foree of taste, and DEAD ARRANGE-
MENTS BY THE TASTEFUL HAND WITHOUT, not
Instinetive organisations by the living will within, sre too
Inastive and uninventive for our northern elimates, and the
same objestions can be made to them as fo Matlsse
DECORATION,

8. The most abject, ansemis, and amatourish manifesta-
tion of this Matisse « decorativeness, \or Picasso deadness and
bland arrangement, oould no doubt be found (If that were
necessary or served any useful purpese) In Mr. Fry's curtaln
and pincushion fastory in Fitsroy Square.

0. The whole of the modern movement, (hes, Is, wo maln-
taln, undor a cloud.

10. That cloud is the exquisite and accompiished, but dis-
oouraged, seniimental and Inaclive, personality of Pleasso.

11, We must disinculpate ourselves of Ploasso at oneo.

1. ‘We applaud the vivasity and high-spirits of the Itallan
Faturists,

8. Thoey have a merlt similar (o Strauss's Waltses, o Rag-
Time; the best modern Popular Art, that Is.



3. Sometimes they sink below the Blue Danube, and My
Home in Dixle. Sometimes (notably in Balla's paintings)
they got into a higher line of invention, say that of Daumier,

4. The chief eriticlsm that ean be made as regards them is
that that ean be levelled at Kandinsky: that they are too
muéh theorists and propagandists; and that to the great
qualities that the best cubist pletures possess they
attain, .

i

5. Thelr tesching, which should bo quite useful for the
publie, they allow also to be a tyrant to themselves.

6. They are too meehanically reastive and impressionistie,
and just as they do not master and keep in their places thelr
1deas, so they do not l;ntly dominate the comtents of
thelr pletures,

7. Faturism Is too much the art of Prisoners,

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

9. The Present DOES influence the finest artist : there is no
OUGHT about It, excopt for the bad artists, whoshould justity
thetr by obedience.

10. Futurism and identifieation with the erowd, is a huge
hypoerisy.

11, The Futurist is a hypoerite, who takes himself in first :
and this is very bad for his otherwise excellent health,

u#ommutmm«mm-h“
& man requires all the peace and continuity of work that can
be obtained In this troubled world, and nothing short of this
will serve, So he cannot at the same time be a big game
huntes, o secial light or political agitator. Byron owed three-
fourths of his sucees to his lifo and persomality. But life
::mnubmumuhnmnmnmt-

13. The effervesosnt, Active-Man, of the Futurist imagina-
tion would never be a first-rate artist.

14, Alse, thelyrical shouts about the God-Automobile, ete.,
are a wrong tack,"surely,® THE AUTOMOBILE WOULD
SMILE:IF- IT OOULD. Such savage worship is on a par
with Voodooism and Gauguin-Romanece, ;

16, But there Is no reason why an artist should not be
active as an artist : every reason, rather, why he should.

16, Our point is that he CANNOT have to the full the
oxeollont and effielont qualities we admire in the man of
sotlon unless hoe eschows action and stioks hard to thought.

17, The Futurist propagands, in Its pedaatry, would tend
lgl-my-ﬂnulw

18, The leisure of an anclent Prinece, the practical dignity
required by an aristoeratic funstion; a Guardsman stamping
before he salutes his offiess, the grace and sirength of
animals, are all things very seldom experienced to-day, but
that it might be desirable to revive,

19, Should we not revive them at ones?

20. Inany case, the ““ the Monjeo" of Severini, night-clubs, -

automobiles, efe., are for the rich, May not. the Rich
gradually become less savage, oven in England, and may,net
amplitude, “ Kultur,” and cersmony be. their lof and am-
bition to-morrow? Perhaps 1t would be well to make elear
to them that the only condition of their remalning rieh will
be if they make this effort,

21, A demoeratio state of mind.is cowardics or muddie-
headedness, This Is not to say that in certain perieds “ the
people” are not far preferable, individually, to thelr mastess.

22, The People are In thesame position as the Automoble.
They would smile sometimes, if they eonld!

28, But they cannot,

24, We go on calling them God.

C.

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

2. Iindicated in my notes some pages bask the nature of my
OW“&mmﬂwL

8. In what is one painting represntative and amether
non-representative ?

4. It a man is not representing people, is be not representing
clouds? 1fhels not ropresenting clouds, s ho Rot reprsseating
masses of bottles? I ho }s not ropressnting masses of Botties
1s he mot representing houses and masonry?} Or Is heTnot
representing in his most seemingly abstrast palntings, mixtures

REPRESENTING,

B. Now, It he Is M*dim,-‘
« abstract " pleture, and masonry In anothier, the
bottles pleture would, by ordinary humas taxdls,
interesting or important than the pieture made up

because houses are more interesting, or rather digaified, things,
for most folk, than bottles, 5

6. Bat, from the plastie and not-human point of view this

deslding fastor as to interest would not hold. !-.,L

7. And it Is no doubt wholesome, 50 long as the « too great

humanity” of humanity lasts, for erities to Insist on this .

Mmm;u.mnumumm
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an artist who has passed the test of seriousness in weeding
sentiment out of his work, and has left it hard, clean and
plastie, this consideration, proper, perhaps, to the eritis,
nood bo 0o part of his programme.

9, For the integrity of this movement, it Is necessary to
face all the objestions of those who would hustle us off the
sovere platform where we have taken our stand. by |

: 10, But we must not providereasonings for the compromisers
and oxploliers that any serious movement produces. On this
dangerous ground we cannot be too precise. R

11. Before proceeding, I would eonsider one point espeeially.
18, Kandinsky, doelle to the Intuitive fiuctuations of his

soul, and anxious {0 render his hand and mind elastic and
receptive, follows this unreal entity into its eloud-world, out

48, Ho allows the Bash-like will that resides In eseh good
artist to bo made war on by the slovenly and wandering Spirit,

14. He allows the rigid chambers of his Brain to become
s mystic houss haunted by an automatic and puerile Spook,
that loaves a delieate trafl like a snail,

18, n-m-—n—n-mumum-uu
1o have too many dealings with the Iiustrious Professional
Dead, known as Old Masters.

16. The Biavatskylsh soul Is another Spook which needs
laying, 1f 1t gots & vogue, just as Michael Angelo does. (Michael
Angslo 1s probably the worst spook in Burope, and haunts
English art without respite.) s

17, 1 roturn to the question of representation.

18, 101t is impossible, then, to avold representation in one
form or another:

19, I, as objects, the objects in your most abstract ploture
always have thelr twins in the material world :—they are
always elther & mass of bottles, elouds, or the square shapes
of some masonry,jfor instanee:—

i

»
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20, Is if, under these elreumstances, a fault or a weakness
it your shapes and objests. correspond with a poetry or a
sentigent, that In itself is not plastie, but sentimental? -

21, 1 would draw your attention to two things in this con-
nestion.

22, Pleasso, In his HOMME A LA OLARINETTE
(1912)—there are more siriking examples, but I have not the
titles—1s giving you the portralt of & man, N

23, But the charaster of the forms (that is the now fameus
Cubist formula) is that of masonry ; plastically, vo all intents
and purposes this is a house: the eolour, as well, helping
to this effeet.

24, The supple, soft and vital elements, which distinguish
animals and men, and whieh in the essential rendering of &
man or an animal would have to be fully given, if not insisted
on, are here transformed into the stolld masonry of a eommon
butlding.

25. The whole Cubist formuls, In faet, In its pure state, Is
a plastie formula for stone er for brick-built houses.

26. It may be objected that all the grandest and most
majestie art In the world, however (Egyptian, Central African,
American) has rather divested man of his vital plastic qualities
and ehanged him into a more durable, imposing and I every
way harder mashine ;¥ and thatfis true,

H.I‘Ml-m.ﬂh’ﬂ,'llb
unhuman charaster, the plastie, architestural quality, of art
Itself.

28, Ameynlmmhnmmmm
entity (as In the ease of ) has not prejudiced their
high place, or the admiration dde to, several great artists.

99, 1t 1s natural for us to represent a man as we would wish
him to be; srtists have always represented men as meore
beautiful, more symmetrically museular, with more command-
Ing"eountenances”thanthey usually,"in nature, possess.

0. And In our time it is natural that an artist should wish
to endow his « bonhomme *’ when he makes one In the grip
ﬂﬂm“mmdﬂ.lm,m
andVeffielency”of & mashine. L

H.anﬂn“wmm“ﬂh
omuaulnlc-shmnut.nnhmutu
admire this power fs, suboonselously, 8 selfish one, It is a
utyMMmm-numthMumlm
up, and fling it across a river,




82, In any herole, that Is, energetic representations of men

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

be reflected.

88, But, in the first place, Picasso's structures are not
ENERGETIC ones, In the sense that they are very statie
dwelling houses. A machine is in a greater or less
degree,a living thing. It's lines and masses imply
force and action, whereas those of a dwelling do not.

84, This deadness in | partly due to the naturalistic
method, of « cubing ”’ on & model, which ¥ have referred
to before, instead of taking the life of the man or animal
inside your work, and building with this life fluid, as it were,

85. We may say,  being so, that in Pleasso’s porirait
the forms are those of nry, and, properly, should only
be used for such. They are inappropriate in the construction
of a man, where, however rigid the form may be, there should
be at least the suggestions of life and displacement that you
get In a machine, If the method of work or temperament of
the artist went towards vitality rather than a caleulated
deadness, this would not be the case. -

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

87, A Vorticist, Iately, painted a picturo in which a crowd
of squarish shapes, at once suggesting windows, oceurred.
A sympathiser with the movement asked bim, horror-struck,
“ are not those windows?” « Why not?” the Vortieist
replied. «A window Isfor you actually A WINDOW: for me
it 1s a space, bounded by a square or oblong frame, by four
bands or four lines, merely.”

88, The artist, in certain cases, s less scandalized at the
comprehensible than is the Public.

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

40, Iam not quite sure, sometimes, whether it should not be

the Royal Academy where the severity of the abstract reigns,

- and whether we should not be conspleuous for our « Life "

and « Poetry "'—always within the limits of plastic propriety.
Life should be the prerogative of the alive.

41. To paint a recognisable human being should be the
rarest privilege, bestowed as a sort of « Freedom of Art.”

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

1t this ‘eould be decided we should know where we were, For
my part I would put the mgximum amount of postry into
" painting that the plastic vessel would stand without softening
and deteriorating : the poetry, Nlbh-,.tlﬂlﬂmnt
nnth.

2. Mbummtum.uhhd”
qualities as fine as Rembrandt’s, in Vincent Van Gogh. But
they remain side by side, and are not assimilated perfestly
o each other. ‘

s.onmouhua.mmrummmm-

musical analogies seem to be undesirable, even It feasible:
just as, although believing in the existence of the supernatural,
you may regard it as redundant and nothing to do with life.
mmdmm.m«,bmuvunn.mhm
most attached to life.

4, My soul has gone to live in my eyes, and like s bold young
lady it lolls in those sunny windows. Colours and forms ean
therefore have no DIRECT effect on it. That, I consider,
is why I am a painter, and not anything eise so much as that.

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

6. They will never forget that red is the eolour of blood,
thoulltnyl-uumnnllmmﬂ,dom-
peration.

7. They have a great deal of the coldness of the eat, its
supposed falsity and certain passion.

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

9. muuu.tMno-l.ltuln-ﬂdlIﬁtﬁ
art or anything else too pure « o seralt trompé de guichet "’
if 1t sought to move me,

10. But I have no reason to unmmuum-.mu

sort has been made,

11, So mueh for my confession. I do mot believe that thisis

only a matter of temperament. lmmtlhn,lul
deseribing the painter's temperament.

12. When I say poetry, m.l-nnth'-nl

3

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

- and men-representation.

o
ERY 1§ is representation, in one sense, even in the
.-WW the representation of a Vortieist
and of an Impressionist are in different planets.
{

3. What 1 mean, first of all, by this unavoldable representative

element, is not that any possible natural scene or person is'

definitely co-ordinated, but that the content, in detail, must
be that of the material universe: that elose swarming forms
approach pebbles, or corn or leaves or the objects in some
shop window somewhere in the world: that ample, bland
lu-mhmdﬁc”ddnﬁ,wlmot
mn.udmlhﬂl.

Lmﬂy.mmdnﬂdmmm
and masses of the pleture inevitably betray it into some
eategory or other of an organizsed terrestrial seene or human
grouping : especially as the logle and mathematios at the
bottom of both are the same.

5. It you are enthusiastieally for ‘‘ pure form " and
Eandinsky you will resist this line of reasoning ; if for the
Goupil Salon or the Chenil Art Gallery you will assent with
a smile of indecent triumph, soon to be chastened. We will
assume consent, however, hhlllthdunlnlt.‘

&hmmmmnmmmwutnm
to the appearance of surrounding Nature; landscape, houses
and men ?

7. Should you have & marked fundamental attachment to
the shapes of botties, and live 1n a 1and where there are only

‘questions of workmanship make it into a
soothing game.

and lttle
9. The essence of an objest is beyond and often in con-
tradiotion to, it's simple truth: and literal rendering in the
fundamental matter of arringement and logie will never hit
the emotion intended by unintelligent imitation. 3

10, Not oned in ten thousand times will it eorrespond.

11. 1% always the POSSIBILITIES in the. objeet, the
IMAGINATION, as we say, in the spectator, that nmn.
Nature itself is of no importance.

12. The sense of objects, even, is a sense of the SIGNIFI-
CANCE of the objeet, and not its avoirdupois and seientifieally
ascertainable shapes and perspectives.

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

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

16, For instance, because you live amongst houses, a
‘“ town-dweller,” that Is no reason why you should not
spocialize In soft forms, reminiscent of the lines of hills and
trees, oxcopt that familiarity with objects gives you a psycho-
logical mastery akin to the practised mastery of the workman's
hand.

17, But there is, on the other hand, no reason why you
should mot use this neighbouring material, that of endless
masonry and mechanical shapes, if you enjoy it: and, as
a practical reason, most of the best artists have exploited
the plastic suggestions found in life around them,

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

A )

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

20. But, to put against this, attempt to avold all repre-
sentative element is an equal absurdity. As much of the
material poetry of Nature as the plastic vessel will 2
should be inecluded. But nowadays, when Nature
itself expressed so universally in specialized
counterparts, and cities have modified our
plastic vessel, paraloxically, is more fragile.
human it becomes, the more delicate, from this point

i
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31, There s no necessity to make » sycophantish hullabulioo
about this state of affairs, or burn candles In front of your
telophome apparatus or motor ear. It Is even preferable
to have the greatest eontempt for these useful eentrivances,
which are no better and no worse than men.

ﬂhvumhmunﬁmlhokm‘
dthmnl-mu'wl,m'nmlmlln
Nature everywhere,

28. The patterned grains of stones, marble, etc., the fibres
of wood, have a rightness and nevitability that is similar to
mmmmmm.m/upuoanm

! umnmmtsfnmwm:n',nd,n
the result of your hunger and uneonseiousness, on getting up
you will find an air of inevitability about the way the various
objects, plates, eoffee-pot, etc., lie upon ‘the table, that it
would be very difficult 4o get conselously. It would be still
more diffieult to eon yourself that the deliberate arrange-
ment was natural,

25, IN THE SAME WAY THAT SAVAGES, ANIMALS
AND CHILDREN HAVE A " RIGHTNESS,” S0 HAVE

OBJEOTS CO-ORDINATED BY UNCONSCIOUS LIFE

AND USEFUL ACTIONS.
26. Use is always primitive,

7 I".(ﬂ quality of ACCIDENTAL RIGHT NESS, is one of
the prineipal elements in a good picture,

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

20, Beauty of workmansbip in painting and sculpture is
the appearance of Accident, in the sense of Nature's work,
or rather of Growth, the best paintings being in the same
category as flowers, insects and animals. And as Nature,
with it’s glosses, tinting and logical structures, is as efficlent
28 any machine and more wonderful; hand-made, as recommen-
dation, means done by Nature,

80, Imperfeet hands (most artists’) produce what might
be termed machine-made; as men were the first machines,
Just as inseots were the first artists,

81, The best creation, further, is only the most highly
developed selection and critieism.

ﬂ.ltbwllbnm_lythmﬁnu:nﬁmdm».

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

S
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Nature, only with the added persenal logie of Art, that gives
the grouping significance.

84, What Is known as “ Decorative Art " is rightly despised
by both the laborious and unenterprising imitators of Nature
on the one hand, and the brilliant inventors and equals of
Nature on the other,

85. The ‘‘Decorative” artist (as examples, the sort of
spirit that animates the Jugend, Rhythm, Mr. Roger Fry's
little belated ‘Morris movement) is he who substituies a
banal and obvious human logic for the co-ordination amd

architectures that the infinite forees of Nature bring about. -

86. These exterior ‘ arrangers,” not living their work, have
not even the reflected life that the photographer can elalm.

87. 'The only people who have nothing to do with atare

and who as artists are most definitely inept and In the same
box as the Romantic,—who is half-way between the Vegetable
and the God—are these between-men, with that most odious
product of man, modern DECORATION,

1. Toconelude :—The Whole of art to-day ean undoubtedly
be modified in the direction of a greater imaginative freedom
of work, and with renewed conception of asestheties in sym-
pathy with our time,

2. But I think a great deal of effort will automatically
nwmkhhmnmdlw-m-hmdﬂo
Abstract,

3. There have been so far in European painting Portrait,
Landseape, Genre, Still-life.

4. Whatover happens, there is » new section that has
already justified its existence, which is bound to influence,
and mingle with the others, -as they do -with each ether ;
that is, for want of a better word, the Abstzact.

6. This extremely moderate elaim and ‘view of our endes~
vour does not however, suggest. that 1t ‘weuld be * oqually
good” to paint Brangwyns, Nicholsens or' Poyuters. g

[ 6. The least and most ;vuigar Japanese’ print or lsland-
llnh:'h::-mmaamm
or a Poynter.

7, The whole standard of art in our commereial, chesp,

musical-comedy eivilization is of the basest and most vitisted

kind. ¢

4

8. Prastieally nothing ean b done, no Publle formed, untll
these false and flithy standards are destroyed, and the place
sanified.

9. The methods of Selence, prevalent all through life, will
gradually sccomplish this, We, however, would hasten It.

1o.' What 1 sald about only THE GOOD ARTISTS being

‘sllowed to ‘' represent,” or hm&m‘na«

'”’- 1

ﬂ.m h\mmmoom.umm
ment and Commerelal Art gemerally, were ABSTRACT, in
the sense that our paintings at present are, they would be
far loss harmful to the EYE, and thenee to the minds, of the
Publie.

12. There should be a Bil passed In Parfiament et
once FORBIDDING ANY IMAGE OR RECOGNIZABLE
SHAPE TO BE STUCK UP IN ANY PUBLIC PLACRH;
or as advertisement or what-not, to be used In any way
publiely.

ts.'om, after passing a most severe and-esoterle Board
and getting a CERTIFICATE, should a man be allowed to
represent in his work Human Beings, Animals, or Trees.

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

WYNDHAN LEWIS.

(u-m*-m-muuuuu-unm-mnnk of the Magasine)
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The-winter evening settles down ! ‘Q,; -

With smell of steaks in passage ways. )
Six o’clock. \ : >
The burnt out ends of smoky days.

And now a gusty shower wraps

The grimy seraps

Of withered leaves about your feet

And newspapers from vacant lots ;

The showers beat

On broken blinds -and chimney-pots,

And at the corner of the street

A lonely cab-horse steams and stamps.

And then the lighting of the lamps ! 5%

1L

The morning comes to consciousness
Of faint stale smells of beer

-From the sawdust-trampled street
With all its muddy feet that press

To early coffee-stands.

With the other masquerades

* That time resumes,

One thinks of all the hands

That are raising dingy shades

In a thousand furnished rooms.

118
You tossed a blanket from the bed,
You lay upon your back, and waited ;
You dozed, and watched the night revealing
The thousand sordid images
Of which your soul was constituted ;
They flickered against the celling.
And when the world came back
And the light crept up between the shutters,
And you heard the sparrows in the gutters, |
You had such a vision of the street !
As the street hardly understands ;
Sitting along the bed's edge, where
You curled the papers from your hair,
Or clasped the yellow soles of feet
In the palms of both soiled hands.

’
v

.

His soul stretohed tight across the skies
That fade behind a:eity block,
Orjtrampled by insistent feet

At four and five and six o'clock ;

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

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

1 am moved by fanecles that are curled
Around these images, and eling :

The notion of some infinitely gentle,
Infinitely suffering thing.

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




POEMS

. T. 8. ELIOT.

RHAPSODY OF A WINDY NIGHT.

é‘l"elvo o’clock,
Along the reaches of the street
Held in a lunar synthesis,
Whispering lunar incantations
Dissolve the floors of the memory
And all its elear relations,
Its divisions and preeisions,
Every street lamp that I pass
k Beats like a fatalistic drum,
< And through the spaces of the dark
Midnight shakes the memory
As a madman shakes a dead geranium.
Half past one,
The street lamp sputtered,
The street lamp muttered,
The street lamp sald, - Regard:that woman
 Who hesitates towardéyeu in the light of the door
- Which opens on her dike a.grin.
‘ You see the border of her-dvess
«Is torn and stained with sand,
“ And you see the cormer-of her eye
“ Twists ke a crooked pin.”
The memory throws up high:snd Adry
A crowd of twisted things;
A twisted branch upon the beach
‘Eaten smooth, and polished
As it the world gave up
The secret of its skeleton,
Stiff and white.
A broken spring in a factory yard
Rust that elings to the form that the strength has left
Hard and eurled and ready to snap.
Half past two,

B0

The sireet lamp sald,
« Remark the cat which flattens itselt ln the gutter,
« Slips out its tongue : =
« And devours a morsel of raneid butter.”
So the hand of a child, automatio,
Slipped out and pocketed a toy that was running along the qual.
I could see nothing behind that child’s eye.
1 have seen eyes in the street
Trying to peer through lighted shutters,
And a crab one afternoon in a pool,
An old erab with barnacles on his back,
Gripped the end of a stick which I held him.
Half past three,
The lamp sputtered,
The lamp muttered in the dark.
The lamp bummed :
« Regard the moon,
« La lune ne garde aucune rancune,
« 8he winks a feeble eye,
« She smiles into eorners.
« She smoothes the hair of the grass.
«The moon has lost her memory.
« A washed-out smallpox eracks her face,
« Her hand twists a paper rose,
« That smells of dust and old eologne. '
« She is alone
« With all the old nocturnal smells L
« That eross and eross across her brain.

« And dust In crevices,
lnclbuohumtltnthmut. /
« And female smells in shuttered rooms,
« And eigarettes in corridors
« And cocktail smells in bars.”
The lamp sald, :
« Four o'clock,
« Here is the number on the door.
+ Memory !
« You have the key,
« The little lamp spreads a ring on the stair,
« Mount.
Put your shoes at the door, sleep, prepare for life.
The last twist of the knife,

. L ek
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v MONOLOGUE.

My nishe In nenentity still grins

I iny kness, olbows plnloned, my slssp muttorings blunied agalnst a wall.

Pushing my hard head ilirough the hole of birih

T squeessd out with Intast bedy.

1 ashe all over. but asrobatls, T undortake the feat of oxistence.

Detalls of squipment delight me.

I admire my sivogant splked (resses, the disposition of my perpetually
ferssheriened limbs,

Alze the new mashinery that wislds the chains of muscles fitted boneath
my olose goal of skin.

On a pivol of contentinéind my balanced body moves slowly.

Inguisitiveness, a butierfly, eseapes.

It sping with drunken Inviiation. ¥ poke my fingers into the middies of
big sueenlent flowers.

My fingers are fortunatsly lpped with horn.

Tontacles of my sensss, subtle and hr—reuhln; drop spolls Into the vast

snck of my greed.

Stretohed sars prejeoting from my brain are gongs struck by vigerous
and brutal fists of aiv

Inte scoopsd nets of nostrlls glide slippery and salt sconts, I swallow
slowly with gasps.

In pursult of shapes my oyes dilate and bulge. Finest Instruments of
toush they rofuss to bifnic their pressure of objosts.

They dismember llve anatomles Innocenily.

They run around the polished rims of rvers.

With risk thoy pross against the out odgea o rooks and pricking pinnacles.

Pampsred appetites and ouriositles bocomo bloed-drops, their hot

. mouths yell war.

Sick opponenis dodging bohind sllence, echo alono shrills an oquivalont
threat.

Obsesslons rear their hoads. lhn;m their faces inte disos.

Striped malignitles spring upon me, and {attoo with incisions of wild olaws.

lnﬂuﬁwlluuhﬂ,llmuwﬁulmumuu

I stoop to liok the bright cups of pala and drop out of astivity.

I lie & slack bag of skin. My nose hangs over the abyss of sxhaustion,
my loosoned iongus laps sieop as from 2 bowl of milk-

JESSIE DISMOBR.




LONDON NOTES.
IN PARK LANE. : i
Long necked feminine structures support almost without grimacing the ele-
gant discomfort of restricted elbows. ;
HYDE PARK.
Commonplace, titanie figures with a splendid motion stride across the parched
plateau of grass, little London houses only a foot high huddle at their heels.

Under m@n the morning women sit sewing and knitting, their monotonous
occupation mpanying the agreable muddle of their thoughts.

In the Row. Vitality civilized to a needles-point; highly-bred men and horses
pass swittly in useless delightful motion; women walk enamoured of thelr own

umnplgod movements. =
BRITISE MUSEUM.

Gigantie eubes of iron rock are set in a parallelogram of orange sand.

Ranks of black columns of immense weight and immobility are threaded by

a stream of angular volatile shapes. Their trunks shrink quickly in retreat towards
the eavernous roof.

Innumerable pigeons fret the stone steps with delicate restlessness.
EGYPTIAN GALLERY.

In a rectangular channel of space light drops in oblique layers upon rows of
polished cubes sustaining gods and fragments.

: l:z::ﬁou human heads without backs protrude lips satisfied with the taste
o . :

Seductivegoddeses,cat-faced and maiden-breasted sit eternally stroking smooth

READING-ROOM.

This colossal globe of .achlevement presses upon two- hundred eosmopolitan

foreheads, respectfully inclined.

PICCADILLY.

L The embankmont of brick and stone is faneifully devised and stuck with flowers
and flags.

Towers of scaffolding draw their oriss-cross pattern of bars upon the sky, a
monstrous tartan. :

Delieate fingers of cranes describe beneficent motions in space.
Glazed cases contain curious human specimens.

Nature with a brush of green pigment ts rural landseape up to the
of the frame. ¢ s il . s

. mm‘do-lomﬂe hollows and hillocks are peopled by reality prestrate and
ostile.

FLEET STREET. . : -

Precious slips of houses, packed like books on a shelf, are littered all over with -
signs and letters. ’

A dark, agitated stream struggles turbulently along the channel bottom ;
elouds race overhead.

Curlously exciting are so many perspective lines, withdrawing, converging;
they indicate evidently something of importance beyond the limits of sight.

88
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'JUNE ' NIGHT.
% ’ e : i

Rodengo calls for mo at my Nttle dark villa. Iam walting with happiness and
mm up in.my bosom like two darling lap-uogs. Should I never
return to the place, they aresafe. Iam not good at finding my way back anywhere-

For Rodengo I have an ardent admiration. His pink cheeks, black beard,
and look half of mannequin and half of audacious and revengeful Corsican amuse me.
Ab, Rodengo| you are 100 .conspicuous for day-light; but on a night of opera,
this night of profound mutterings and meaningless summer lightning you are an
indispensable adjunet of the scenery.

No 48 bus : its advertisements all lit from within, floats towards us like a
juminous balloon. W eling fo it and climb to the top. Towards the red glare of
the illuminated city we race through interminable suburbs. These are the bare
wings and corridors that give on to the stage. Swiftness at least is exquisite.
But it makes me too emotional. Amazing, these gymnastic agitations of the heart !

Your blindness, my friend Rodengo, is your most intelligent attribute.

The Park, to our left, glimmers through strips of iron. Iis lawns of antique
satin are brocaded with elaborate parterres, whose dyes are faded beyond recog-
nition. Dark as onyx with rims of silver are the little pools that suck in the dew.
The tea-kiosk of whitened stueeo Is as remote as a temple shuttered up against the

night. My desires loiter about the silent spaces.

We stop for passengers at Regent's Corner. Here crowds swarm under green
eloctric globes. Now we stop every moment, the little red staircase is besieged.
The bus is really too top-heavy. It must look like a great nodding bouquet, made
lpdnmdnomandmothndllruwnhlhuplmh. I want to escape ;
but Rodengo is lasy and will not stop warbling his infurlating lovesongs. = Rib-
bons of silver fire start into the air, and twist themselves into enormous bows
with fringes of tiny dropping stars. Everybody stands up and screams. These
people are curious, but not very interesting ; they lack reticence. Ah, but the
woman in the purple pelisse is too beautiful! I refuse to look at her when she
stares round.

1t is hot for a night in June. <« Che, che, la donna.” llodenio, you have a
magnificent tenor volce, but you bore me. Your crime is that I can no longer
distinguish you from the rest of the world.

Surely I have had enough of romanties! their temperature is always
above 98}, and the accelerated pulse throbs in their touch. Cool normality and
classicalism tempt me, and spacious streets of pale houses. At the next arret I
hnm-ymb.llunmnownthm“nlnyouw 1 escape from
the unmannerly throbbing vehiele.




I take refuge in mews and by-ways. ‘nululuthklﬂ‘-dth
better nelghbourhoods. Creeping through them I become temporarily disgraced,
an outeast, a shadow that clings to walls. At least here I breathe my own breath.
A decresoendo of sound pursues me, and a falling spangle.

Now out of reach of squalor and glitter, I wander in the precinets of stately

urban houses. Moonlight earves them in purity. The presence of these greatand

rectangular personalities is a medicine. They are the children of colossal restraint,
they are the last word of prose. (Poetics, your day is over!) In admiring them
lhnutnng@thdduﬂllﬁuﬂulﬂu. 1 seok the profoundest teachings
of the inanima 1 feel the emotion of related shapes. Oh, diseipline of ordered
pilasters and porticoes ! My volatility rests upon you as a swimmer hangs upon a
roek.

Now the, pool of silenee reaches unplumbable depths. My dropping footsieps
create wi circles of alarm. After all, I do not know why I should be here,
Iam a strayed Bohemian, a villa-resident, a native of eonditions, half-sordid, half-
fantastic. I am the style of a feuilleton cherishing a hopeless passion for Latin
prose. This is an Interlude of high love-making. I must got back to the life of
the thoroughfares to which I belong.

Rodengo, you have long disappeared; but I think of your charm without

regret. I have lost my taste for your period. The homeward-going busses are
\__now thronged. Should T see you, I shall acknowledge you with affeetion. But
I am not returning that way.

'With other delisato and malisious children, s hords bright-
oyed with bodies easily tired, I fellow Curiosity, the retieent
and maldenly governess of our adoration.

* /i am surprised to observe, In a converging thoroughtare,
Hunger the vaigar usher, whipping up his tribe of sehoolboys,
whe, questing hither and thither on robust limbs, fill the alr
with loud and

The susplelon suddenly quickens within me that there is
an understanding, It is possible that we are belng led by
different ways Into the same prohibited and doubtful neigh-
bourhood.

no oquivalent In ocin, I will give you a shilling for your
pesuliar smile, and sixpence for the silken sweep of your dress ;
and for your presencs, the strange thing that I ean meither
grasp nor elude, I will give you another shilling.

R -

. MATILDA.

Strange that a beanty so dangerously .nmear perfestion
should choose life without happenings and hedged In eom-
plotely

-

By habits and hand-labours

Set In an ordered and commonplace rightness,

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

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

So that within a homespun so briety

The dread thing passes unperceived by most eomers,

And objefly sesure from self-recognition

By stralt bonds of chastity and duties ardently oherished, J




THE ART OF THE GREAT ACE

What shall we-say. comes from a pure fount of art?
Nothing, according to our notion, for. the purest art ls not
tyrannio but is continuous, and Tousgeniel's « Six Unknown "
always existed and always will exist.

Tourgentef, when'ssked wiiom Be'wrote for, sald « for the
Six Unknown.” ‘Tourgendel himself was merely one of them.
He wore more lightly than any of his countrymen e sver-

All times equally have witnessed what appeared to be a
eertain snobbish energy of Nature. Like a suburban Matron,
men think they catch her plagiarising their fashionable selves,
They laugh faintly with a distracted , or they tug
at their moustaches, and slowly their bottoms and trall
thelr feet, according to the period. But Osear Wilde publiely
denounced her. In following the soclal syntheses masters of

throw up in their works, flesh and blood appears to

have transformed itselt, and begome a tributary, blood-rela- powering psyehis Russian spirited
tion, and even twin of the . National Costume, t and ._-u-t

So Wilde eventually accused Nature point blank of plagiar-
fsm. « Nature imitates Art, not Art Nature.” H us take
up this old aesthetio quip, and set ourselves the light hollday
task of blasting it Indolently away.

temporaries mirrors. His figures sccumulsted by & natural
prosess, and for no reason. ‘They dragged all serts of burdens
of power with them, ‘They were lmmanse cuteasts, sifhoustted
at last in the sunshine of his piays. He whistied Musie Hall
airs as ho worked. Shakespeare was one of the Six Unknown.
though well enough known to the world. Ho was one of the
casily numbered race who were the first and only ecertalaly
future men, who are unknown to each other. His effest on
morals and appearances was as non-existent as Baech's.

First, however, it is advisable to become fixed on one point.
Artists do mot, « en tant qu'artistes,” influence breathing
humanity plsstieally, Bach moulded the respirations of his
art and its organs; but the behaviour or appear-
anoe of the young Viennese was moulded by other and less
precise hands. It is the human ‘and literary side of plastie
genlus that affeots contemporaries in this palpable way. In
ideas, 1t 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-schmersen
of the Sulcldal Teuton, The razors flashed all over the Teuton
world. The pistolsmoke went up from every village. He
had pressed a merve of a definite type of Teutonlc man, and
made a small desperate race suddenly active,

Montaigne, Shakespeare's master, gives, in his books, a
useless melancholy. Art is mot sstive; It euts away and
isolates. It takes men as it finds them, a particular material,
and works atit. It gets the best out of it, and it is the best that
it isolates. ‘The worst is still there too, to keop the man In
touch with the World, and freer because of the separation.

- Patlest art insists on this duality, and developes it. It ls for
' this veason and In this way, that the best art is always the
‘nearest 1o its time, as surely as it is the most independent
‘of it, “ It does not condescend to lead. But often, an artist,

Bach stepped with the zmx anonymity of Destiny. '
\ he takes hold of his time impassively, impar-

Heo squabbled with Monsieur el, got a job with some acu- simply
men In spite of somebody’s efforts. But ho did nok furm’. . . _ iy, without fuss, appears to be a confirmed protester;
Humanity into any new and equally futile way. No 77 sines that sctuality seems eccentric to these who wander and
talked more or less of his soul, or of his German soul, b 4 “inalt,

of this master, X
: il .. Another question, transpiring maturally from this first

Painting, with its persistently representative eloment, has: one, is whether the possession of this immediate popular
always had In the modern world more ethical effect. The Influence is as surely the sign of the inferior artlst as an
artist has the same moral Influence as the dressmaker. A eminence and unchallengeable power like Shakespeare's, com-
bird-like hat In process of time produces a bird, Painting bined with that large uncanny effacement, is the mark of the
to-day, In renouncing more and more the plcturesque and finest artist? That question can be best answered at the end
representative element, escapes also the embarrassments of of this essay. : .
its former influence, and the dangers of more and more plastie x
compromise, Bofore the Aesthetie blarney with Nature, lending Iteelf
to mook diagnosis, could be used, it was necessary to establish
To begin with, then, a Fablan young man, a John young the value of this influence to which Wilde referred.
lady (a painting young lady or s patronizing young lady),
Osoar Wilde's now degererate leavings, are not things that
originally eame from a pure fount of art.

As to Nature's unoriginality then, how loag would it take
Nature, In the form of her human children, to make a repliea

6o,
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lmﬂ‘! “-'l"mm.-'!-ur

n fiosh of the artist's work? She would have to begin im-
pesing hes will on the subjest chosen very young. But In the
a0 of the alleged imitation of Rossottl's type of woman by
‘Matare, Rossett] 1n his young days was not known to Nature

_ atlamge. 1418 at the moment of the artist’s fame that these

imitations suddenly appear, They appear at omes on all
hands lke mushr And 1t & painter of this buman and
politionl deseription bo unknown one day and eelobrated the

poxt, these simulsera in flesh of his painted figures will

appear ss though by magle.

ATl goes to prove the pre-existence of these types, and that
bmmuwmmh—mm
of common Iife, » hitherto seattered race, In oxaliing one
of 1ts most charasteristic typesintoa ot artistie eanon,
and giving It tho authority of his gonlus, Miss Siddall

behind thecounterin the Haberdasher’s in Loloester
Square long before the young Italian could have influenced
hor, or Nature have got towork on her with plagiaristie ardour.
The « long neoks” that Osear Wilde speaks of, witnessed

" to the 1deal tendenoy of thelr owners’ minds centuries before

Ressett] repeated them in his plotures.

1000 overy day In & cortain A,B.C, Shop at least three giris
who belong to & now and unknown race. ‘They would furnish
an artist looking for an origin with the model of a new man-
knd. And it would be as individual and apparently strange
a9 that genre of Englishwoman that attractod Rossettl. -

The John type of woman, our honoured and fair contem-
porary, more of less, poured burning ofl on the heads of plumed
assallants from the brand-new walls of 14th Cemtury

|
3! :

s

3 are now most drab but famous
armies. Jt numbers wore the dechsive fastor, they would
ecortainly rout any host brought against them, except those
gathored by & Religion.

The race that some of these political aesthetie creators
eall into life, overruns a eity or a continent,a veritable Invasion
come out of the ground ; risen In our midst, with the feroclous
aspest of the mailed and bedizened bodyguard of some bar-
barle comqueror. Others come to us bemeath the Aegis of

bloated disblesses and thelr attendant abortions, of Yellow
Book fame, that tyrannised over the London mind for sevesal
years, has withdrawn from the eapital, not to the delieate
savagery from which 1t was supposed to come, but certalnly
to & savage elime. In Germany some years ago I observed
In youthful state many figures of the Beardesloy stoek, as
vigorous and vampire-like as when the Ink was still undried
on Smithers’ catalogues.

When s man porirays and gives powerful literary expression
to a eertain type In a nation and milleu, he attrasts to him that
oloment in the race that he symbolises. These movements
are oceasionally accompanied with an enthusiasm ’m
resembles a national awakening or revival—but in sueh in-
stances, of & race within the Race. In the case of a great
writer, when It Is usually a moral type that is celebrated, the
commotion is often considerable. But when it is the personal
appearsnes that is In question, the peace may be definitely
disturbed. Every mation is composed of soveral or many
mmwncmnlﬂuomm
as each mation does,

mudmupmcnpmmnmd-,. payeho-

They are independent of elass, too. When those fresmason-
ries are_awoken, they exist without refesrsnce to thelr poet.
Some creators, In faet, find themselves In the position of the
Old Woman Who lived In a Shoe, This progeny may turm
out to be a race of cannibals and proceed to eat their poet.

There Is In every nation an inherently exotic cloment. Bat




the stress of this conselousness become aceentuated. So it 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 into one
all the types of humanity at large that each country eontains.
* We t have a universal poet when we cannot have a
national one, ¥

At present, In our mmhm masses of
men, called nations, where all art’and manners jostle hope-
lessly, with insane waste of vitality and health and ignoble
impossibility of ecomviction, the types are more than ever

xm, defined.

!um,u.m'-mt,iﬁomuummmnm
Empire, and in another person’s flat next door, a scheme of
decoration neo-Pharaohesque; across the street 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 elimate
and temperamental rightness in eurrent popular Art. Al
this is because the « present” is not ripe. There are no
“ ’* at all (only a few Milanese anutomobilists). But
there are Primitives of a Future equilibrium. And
Primitives are usually the most interesting artists. It is for
that reason that I have praised in this paper the valgarity
and confusion of our Time. When all these vast communities
have disintegrated ; when economic conditions have adjusted
thomselves, and standards based on the necessities of the
genius of the soil and the scope of life, have been fixed, there
will be a period of balanee 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 weleome 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 rotten or in bondage. And
then perpetual local and ploturesque bursts are phemomena
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 it. The art of the Great Raoce Is always an
abstract and universal art, for it is the result of a welding of
oloments and a synthesis of life, :

In this conneotion, it Is curious to remember that Rossettl,
mmmthNMqumhn

was an Ifalian, This showp the disruption and umreality
-at the root of this conselonsness more vividly than anything
else. Rossetti, the foreigner, found in England that intensely
English type of feminine beauty, the « Rossett! woman,”
and painted her with all the passion of the exotie semse, Yot

he was supposed to have invented her, and Nature to have

begun turning such out by the thousand!

One man living In a cave alone can be a universal poet,
In faet solitude Is art’s atmosphere, and its heaven Is the
Individual's. The abstract artist is the most Individual,
just as genius is only sanity. Only it is the Individual, and
not our contemporary “ Individualist,” whose individualism
consists in saying Booh! when you say Bah! Everyome
should be impelled to say Booh ! only or Bah! only.' And
1t would then depend only on the intensity of expression, the
strength of his lungs, or the delicacy of his ear, that wounld
enable one man’s Booh | to be more compelling than another’s
(Competition Is necessary for isolation), :

" The actual National Poet is a folk poet, and the politieally

souled Artist found at the head of local revivals or awakenings
is also a sort of Folk Poet. ‘This is his intellestual seeret. Y

certainly the next best thing to Bach. (The officlally « seri-
ous ”’ artists of any time, who practise « le grand Art,” come
well below « My Home In Dixie.’) Thus « folk-artists "’ form

Nationality is a congealing and conventionalising, a necessary
and delightful rest for the many. It is Home, definitely,
with its compromises and domestie genil.

The Great National Poet, like Shakespedre, is not national

A VISION OF MUD.

1.
mn@hummuﬂum: meum-unmn
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 body. ;
They fill ny mouth withit. Iamsick. Theyshovelitall back again.
.My eyes are full of it ; nose and ears, too.
1 wish I could feel or hear. Ishould not mind what It was.
My hand gropes out restiessly through the heat. By it's eurious movements
it keeps my body afloat. -
1t is grateful when it feels the sudden resistanee of an iron bar.
This bar is rectangular. It's edges are rather sharp. :
I twist my hand round the bar so that the edge saws gently at my wrist,
Iam; of the slight It is like a seeret. )
l:z‘-mwﬁummmmwumunu
It is something by way of an olive branch.
ltmbhlmh;d.- ]
The drums thud and pe on Up-
Mm“b”nﬂlﬂt“ﬁo“nv&pdmﬁp’ihﬂm
They want to tear jagged holes in the cloud. ‘
1 try to open my eyes a little. .
A:,nlclmm-hanmwaomm
m,uﬂmm-mhbm“lhnthMpl
shut down again. :
:’lelhlﬂﬂmﬂtl“hnhmom
Out of the holes stream Incessant eataraots 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.
!timhbnnthtuwmmmnmmomﬂuh. -
There is no sign of sinking.
It floats like a dingy feather on stagnation.
Where does this taste of honoy come from ?
::nlnl:..‘m.h-om: that Is why they have set up this vuigar
«Hydro” here.
1t is & health-resort.) :
lnv:mmmuamumumt.mmmmmmu
bodies bobbing about against me.




They also tap me underneath.

Every now and then one of these lollow-lnmtmlltlu bumps soffly against me.

1 should like to kil it. i

: mbmm:dpnmonﬁhlt. £p L%y
Perhaps some of them do kill one another.

But I am too proud and too lagy:

Solturnovy/ndthlnkotmymton.

Run falls in"the grave dllhnoe

You 'laugh' thiekly with delight at this ml. X

There are wet young flowers away to the West.

You smell weak moss, brown earth.

The wind-blows gently.

1y aucitrg and o pbil

%

(]
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T will ccnfine myselt prineipally to s consideration of the

Mir. Wadsworth, Mr. Roberis, Mr. Novinson, or Mr. Adeney,
-hml-ﬂm.“"m'n,
gemeral qualifieations.

Mr. Bawsrd Wadewort's BLACKPOOL sppoars to

"""‘I ‘m"‘"“""mmu

L of of toy trumpets, of dresses, are

m'.._,' dense essence of the seene. The harsh

well used, yellows, yellow-groens and reds are especially
, With the series of commerelal blues.
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ke a 15th Century engraving in appearance, worked out with
onishing dexterity and scholarship, it displays & power
that only the few best people possess In any desade.
. y the gust of homeur ot this Lard's
Supper. But Buonarotti is my Bete-Noir.

Mr. Roberis' painting ‘‘ Boatmen " is very different from
the drawing, It is a very powerful,

structure, based on a simple human mmn ﬂ“‘--.
heads, as well, have become, however, & .
mmnmwucwnu..“"-““‘ -
The line of colour oxploited is the cold, effective, between-
ecolours of modern Advertising art. The beauty of many of
the Tube-posters—at least when seen together, and when
organised by a eurlous mind—is a late dissovery. The wide
scale of eolour and m-,mm.umu
however, suggests flowers, as well. It is the most succsssful
painting Mr. Roberts has so far :

As to Mr. Novinson's work, an artist can only reselve fair
treatmuat at the hands of one completely in sympathy with
him. So it would not be falr for me to take Mr, Nevinson's

‘paintings for eriticlsm, side by side with Wadsworth's, for

Novertheloss, I can say that his  Marching

Instanece,
‘Soldlers” have a hurried and o]

-.'.'.“m-"--l-;m risen ca our
: (he insptly calls it the Earth, which it is not,) It
s still rather molten, and all sorts of objests and schools are
BXERT . s G Moo oL wipr. Soh oty
possi as a future luminary. Several yellows and rods
alane, and some of {¢'s more homogenous inha ,

make 3 fine painting. lh'l‘wn;-"mu
confirms me in this belief v

in form have great



 Mr. Jacob Epsteln’s “ Rook drill” is one of the best things
ho has done, The nerve-like figure porshed on the machinery,
with 1t's stralning to one purpose, is a vivid illustration of the

greatest function of life, I feel the combination of the white

figure and the roek-drill is rather unfortunate and ghosé-like.
But it’s lack of logic has an effectiveness of it's own. I feel
that a logical co-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 Eugéne Carridre in stone of the Mother, but treated
that head, too, with the plastic solidity of the baby’s head,
lﬂullhnudunlnum!’—iutm As itls,
¢ for the Baby's sake,” it is very fine.

Gaudier-Brzeska Is not very well represented. He Is
pymndmmm-&-mmnuuon
tlrumdl.lmnugk. As an archalsm it has
econsiderable beauty. The o little one In red stone has a
mi-dﬂm,lumm“muunwm
It is admirably condensed, and heavily sinuous. There Is
a suave, thiok, quite PERSONAL charaster about his
best work. It is this,that makes his seulpture what we would
mmmwhmdumhmlmud
future of this art, His beautiful drawing from the trenches of
» bursting shell Is not only a fine design, but a curlosity. It
1s surely & preity satisfastory answer to those who would kill

- uwswith bullets : who say, in short, that Germany, in

attacking pe, has killed spiritually all the Cubists,
Vorticists 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.

[T have now run through all the people I can more or less
unoonditionally admire. Among the Camden Town Group, I
sdmire 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
%0 notably among their co-sectionists, that I am optimistic as
to this virtue soon changing their kind too.

I have noticed that the art-crities praise rather indis-
-oriminately among the Camden Town Artists, Sometimes
Mr. This and Miss That is pioked out: sometimes Mr. That
and Miss the other. I don't think they are altogether to be
blamed. It must be rather difficult for eonverted reporters,
who enjoy a good dinner far more than a good picture, and
whose only reason, indeed, for lingering among pletures at all
is because of their subtle connection (when written about)
with good dinners, to diseriminate between one genre painter of
a numerous school and another, That Vortleists ard Cubists
should, like Chinaman * look all the same,” is equally natural.
80, curiously enough, the members of both sections of this
s o ) et

There seems o bo a eertain cogtusion In the minds of somo of
iymt-mmuaduuuummu
REALIST. They seem to read lato REALIST the
attributes of the word NATURALIST : for on various
oseasiods they have ealled themselves NEO-REALISTS.
By REALIST they evidently mean a man who scientifi-
cally rogisters the objects met in his every day life. But
NATURALIST is the word for this particular gentioman.
Reality is not the result of selentific registration, but rather
NATURE. Mr. Wadsworth, in his painting of BLACK-
POOL is purely “ realistic.”” That is the REALITY, the
mthlmth,dnnby.miin&dhlphﬂdm-
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 scenme, with the erudity of Time addedto
the spatial poorness of the Camera.

An early Futurist painting (the developed-Im pressionism of
the Sackville Galleries, that is) would get nearer to REALITY
insomuch as imitation is rejested by them, and they rebel
against the statie * Moment of Time,” and lsunch into what
they term simultaneous vision, But the natural culmination
of “ simultaneity” is the reformed and imaginatively eo-
ordinated impression that is seen in a Vortieist pleture. In

Vortieism the direst and hot impressions of life are mated with

Abstraction, or the combinations of the Will.

¥ mmumnmmmuummuu
have been mueh the same asusual. Two of them, however,

3
i

i

4

whieh eause misgivings in the unobservant as to our intentions,
are sesthetie phenomena : our goddess is Beauty, like any

Royal Academislan’s though we have different ideas as to.

how sho should bo doploted or earved : snd wo eat boelsteaks,
or what we can got (oxeopt human beings) like most people—
As to goosssiops, (the eritie compares “rigllity” to
“ gossstep ) a8 ad antidote to the slop of Cambridge Post

9 (Pest-improssionism 15 an insult to Manet
auy,qummu-m.mm

R

—
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such “ rigidity " be weleomed ? This rigidity, In the
process of Nature, will flower like other
simple and massive trunk or stem may be
are not Hindu magiclans to make our
balf an heur, It is too commonly suggested
ecannot flower without ' renouneing” o
itself be beautiful. At the all finest
dependent on 1t for life,

:iiii
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MODERN CARICATURE AND IMPRESSIONISM.

The ineffestiveness of earieature, especially the English

" vartety, is the direot resalt of Impressionism. ‘Tho naturalistio

method, with 1is atmospherie slop and verisimilitude, makes

_ a dzab asademy study of the best notion. Punoh is a national

i i "EF
i
Bl
Eelbi
ik
T

Opinion, are excellently telling drawings on
currentovents, * The German leaving Klou-Chou,” his ‘‘plase
fa the Sun" baving ﬂhb‘.,‘llﬂlm

Proprietor gather

}
;

To reform Punch would bo tmpossidle. It would be Hike
an attempt to resoulpt the Albert Momorial, Thereis no harm
whatover fn Punch, any more than in any other Vietorian
But that it should ropresent England to-dsy s
an abpurdity.

Leighton photographer’s robe, looks the most like Britannia,
must appear as our most suthoritative eonception of that
august abstrastion.

{We are not attacking the method of working from Natare
I that is done without any literary objestive, and only from
interest in the objest AS AN OBJECT, the result ean be
such as is found in Van Gogh, Manet or Oésanne. This at
least is respectable and inoffensive, and by accident or through
the natural resoures of genius, can becomse eomplstely satis-

England has prodused in the matter of imaginative drawing

Comis papers abroad. All the most gifted Pros draughtsmen
in Germany would admit that the influence of Aubrey Beards-
loy has been greater than that of any other European artist
during the last 15 years. But exeept for ridisulusly unintelli-
gent and literal imitations, his effest on England has been very

¥ 1t has boen"entirely the LITERARY sldo of his gentus,
which was the least important and whish contained all his

Beardsloy’s several versions of John Bull would be a good
model to set against the endless tiresomeness and art sechool
neutrality of some Alblon or Lord Kitchener by Bermard

Or compare oven John m“mﬂm"m
the latest dense attempt to rovive the success of that admirable
old eartoon, - WL
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© WISTORY OF THE LARGEST _
'mPEND/EN'I‘ SOCIETY IN ENG GLAND

¢ Most of us are agreed to see that the Allied Artists after the
war proooed as usual. -(Mwmuﬂl—
tion, and one espesially y large canvasses can Jegiti-
mtu-t.uhdwuﬂo-ny"ﬁm At each
oxhibition fresh contingents of more or less lively young
gentiomen and ladies come into it. Mr, Frank Rutter's
admirable initiative In starting it several years ago should
be carried 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
$0 many and very divergent elements are at present
included In machinery for organising it's exhibitions of
2 or 8 years ago Is rather out of date, and does not answer to
the new and comsiderable interests invoived.

When the Soslety was founded, painting in this eountry
uunmmcmtummtumnu
to-day. /The centres of emergy have shifted. This will be
ﬂ,uuduﬂﬂ,mﬁm“hyl
brief review of the suceessive rejuvenations of painting in
England. Fifteen or sixteen years ago THE revolutionary
m,.mmuamuy.ummmman.
1t was the home of a rather prettified andanglicised Impression-
ism, Mr, Wilson Steer appeared an outrageous fellow to the
eritie of the day, in his Prussian-blue pastiches of John
Constable, Mr, Walter Sickert was a horrifying personage
in ilustrations of * low life,” with it's cheap washing-stands
and immodest artist's models squatiing blankly and listlessly
on beds.

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

However, the earlier New English was about to recelve a
blow, In the shape of an eruption of new life. The day of that
decade was dome, A pecullar enthusiastic and sehool-boy
like individual of the name of Tonks told his students at the
Siade School to go to the British Museum and copy Michael
Angelo and Andrea. They all did. In their youthful eon-
elaves they all became figures of the Renalssance : they read
Vasarl; they used Immense quantities of red Itallan chalk
In pastiohing the talian masters of the Ginque Cento,

T Wi T enh

Stevens. But he did not, like Stevens, con
to the Sixiine, He tried his hand at the whole of Eurepsen
art, from Gilotto to Wattean and in Guys. Rodin
and Dégas marked the limit of his appe ¥ think.
lodhlﬂ.hm-mdﬁmmnl-ﬂd
his accomplishment, a great artist. He is one of the most
l-ﬂlﬂnulhﬂmnlmmmmﬂo
greatest personal horisons.

mhﬂhhh‘-mbm,hhlmm”
control of his moyens, and his genius seomed to’ promaturely
exhaust him. He was aesthetically over-indulgent in his fury
dMMy.M-'lu-oﬂ'hu’l
mate. (Mlnm-null.mﬁh&) At
present he is sometimes strangely Indistinguishable from
Mr. Nicholson, or an artist called, I think, Pride.

However It was John who insugurated an era of imaginative
mmwmwu“mu“
hp-iidblumm&b-lnﬁm
of genial eclesticism he bi-yearly belched forth, It was his
ll-lnlluqum‘du—nmmm
tynu-wu-u-uucmuql
Gitanas that madehim the wwhm
and Wilde, and, in exploiting the inveterate exoticism of
tho educated Englishman and Englishwoman, stampod himselt,
barbaric chevélure and all, on what might be termadidhe

thrilled to the bone with the doetrine of *
“ savage mature.” i ten

About {his time, Just aftor Johu's first grest sueoess,
Waltor Siekert founded his Saturday afternoon gatheriags in
Fitsroy luwﬁmuuhf'm.an
Group.” 3 v s

Fow new forees were stirring in Paris, which site Mr.
Slokert had vacated, andhis 1dea no doubt was (o rotsest fight-

Ing to England, and gather and intrench in these slow-movisg

B

. back to jmpresslonist

‘grest frondom,for a fow ,lhinl-lnlul'h-unduo
and serious body of in England. As a local

represéntiiion of Camden fown talent on the Cominitiss to
which 1 object. The Committee was originally elésted 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

denc The whole organization of the Society should be

just as she Is " they were a

healthy little dyke against the pseudo-gypsy hordes John
had launched against the town. They alsoheiped to complete
the destruction of the every day more effete New English
Art Club cronles.

And it was about this time that the Allled Artists’ was
founded (9 or 10 years'ago). :
Siape Bia b ]

Sifide then a great deal has happened. The gypsy hordes
bocome more and more languid and John is an institution
Jke Madsme Tussaud's, never, I hope, to be pulled down.
He quite deserves this classio eminenee and habitual security.

The ** Camden Town * element has servéd it's purpose, and
although intast: and not at all deteriorated, 1t s as a section
of the London Group that it survives. It contains, in my
oﬁqmwwmu—-mmmnd
Sickert in retirement. To contain two people who can be
called * excelient palnters’ is very considerable praise. Iclalm
no solltary and unique importance for the Vortieist or Cubist
painters. I do not see the contradiction that the Public
n"-nuldhaphﬂudvmumnuhm
same exhibition as a palnting by Mr. Gliman, As to their
uﬂnmub-nmnamnmu,
1t is not necessary for the moment togointo. With Mr, Steer's
protty young ladies on couches or Mr. Nicholson's groy and
“ tagteful ” vulgarities, 1 have a definite quarrel. I resent
Mr. John's stage-gypsies emptying their properties over his
sovere and often splendid painter's gift. But with the two
or three best of my Camden Town colleagues, I have no
partioular mental foud, though not agreeing with them.
niumywmammnuwmmn
lttle, and would undergo a brief course of training preseribed
by me, I would even AGREE with them.

-ltmmmmmuﬂunﬂ(!g»u
htﬂmtma-phlhnydnwim
of modern and uncompromising painters, it was e

proper that they should take hold of the it of the' .

Allied Artists’ Association, and Mr. Frank
tunatein disposing of their services. But to-day, all

sestion of painters should eertainly be represented, is
2o longer any excuse for their almost exclusively sontrolling

" the management of the Soclety. It is a very large Soclety,

and the newest additions to it are by no means the least alive.
1t 1s growing, that is, not only in sise, but quality. Therefore,
1t eould now do with 4 more representative artists’ commiftee,
oach vital unit of tendency being adequately represented.

Put it is not only the fast of the unnecessarily complete

.

overhauled, and a completely new Committeo eclected.

To my thinking, Mr, Gliman and Mr. Ginner are by far the
most important painters belonging to the Camden Town
section. And that sestion would be admirably and adequately
represented by them. Mr, Epstein or Mr. Brseska could be
intrusted with the sculpture. The pompiers should have a
couple of representatives, and most certainly the Vorticist
and Futurist sections should be looked alter by at least two
people.

1am firmly convinced that this Soclety will never come into
it's own, and have it's full weight, until it is HUNG IN
SECTIONS. agine the Indépendants in Paris, for
example, NOT hung in sections. It is only due to certain ob-
struetionists who are shy at being herded with their fellows, or
soea personal advantage in being scatiered about, that this has
not already happened. 1 do mot hap to have disoussed
this point with Mr, Rutter, but I am sure he would not be
averse to 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 certain is that until the
Committee is completely re-organized the question of these
reforms can never be usefully raised.

1 may add to this artiele a note on the question ol promis-
euous voting by head. Must we stick to the system by which
the dog with the biggest litter, though nof necessarily the
biggest dog, gets I's way?  The best is notoriously unprolifie.
And it is a faet, that in any open soplety like the Allled Artists
(as indeed In any soclety 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
l‘_nﬂu,omlr.mt‘llwm”y
would be outnumbered by 10 to 1. Yet Mr, Sickert is better
‘than a Pompier, though inferior to a Vortielst.

lqc very few lhz-mnln are numbered In this soclety.

' And that section is more or less listiess.

For the health and possibility for future growth of the

Allied Artists, they would do well to keep their *‘ advanced "

members. And as Vortielsts and Cubists are temperate
propagators, their Interests should not be measured by their
lmm-Mlmyhmlmmedum
men-at-arms, but as individuals, They should be recognizsed
a3 a necessarily seli-governing community, and given privileges

oqual at least to the privileges of numbers. WL




LIFE HAS NO TASTE.

The best artiet is an imperfect artist,

- The PERFECT artist, in the semse of “artist” par
excellence, and nothing else, is the dilettante or taster.

“ Pure art, in the same way, is dilettante art: 1t sannot
be anything else. X

1t 85, In faot, rathor the same thing to admire BVERY-
THING in Nature around you—mateh-boxes, print
dresses, ginger-beor bottles, lamp-posts, as to admire every
assthetie manifestation—oxampies of all schools of art.

Taste is dead emotion, or mentally—treated and preserved
emotion, Taste Is also a stronghold against barbarism ef
soul,

You should be emotional about everything, rather than
sensitive.

You should be human about EVERYTHING: inbuman
about only & fow things.

Taste { deoper and oxelusive : definitely &
ITROIBIEOLD—O point and not a lne,

v

»
.

AMERICAN ART.

American art, when i¢ comes, will bo Mongol, inhuman,
optimistle, sad very much en (he precicus side, a3 oppesed
to European pathes and selidity. 4

In this connestion you have ealy to consider the eharaster-
fstios of the best art so far produced morth of Mexieo sad
south of the Pole. >
Red-Indian
Edg. Allem Poo (sories of sinoore and eclomn binifs, Hetnossqo

Iyries, monotencusly abserbed In the toch-
niguo of romantle emotion). ;

' Esrs Pound Demoen pantechniesn driver, busy with

T2 HEW YORK
LPUBLIC LIBRARY|

ASTOR, LENOX
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e mlﬂlis- _

« + that Is to say of the contemporary form of that

And wheress the Calliisan was, nooccrding b-uuuo. .
plossant, wellopoken, imtalligent  petson,
o3 s commeon with mest of this seot was ia most sorts the ro-

the of groat to thegreat
i S e G U o Moot
lived on the summit of the hill at some and was Hittle
d@isturbed by the elatter, .

m.-wmnnm‘ -y --nuu:;
ek, M:mﬁ‘.u--u Tho eoslestastle !.u

of use for o told the hout 1o & sesttored peassatry, or
announsed & to 8 village without other chromometers,
now thoy persisi in 'thiskly’ popaiatod 'pottiohs of our elty,
withont wse, ‘ofber olfest than that of showing the
eeaiosiastionl in almiess annoysnoe of others.

-hmm‘““-‘h
ono shrine of Aphrodite popularis, lying within the radims
of this belfry eauso ises discord and leso bad tempor among the
distriet’s

4

‘The tntelisstual status of this Gallllean euit In our time may
bo well Judged when wo consider that you would seareely

atloast theringers must enforee their consummateineom petence
by pretending to prastics thelr discords, which are, very likely,
worse than any untrained hand eould aesomplish,

stolidity, The common or homo eanis snarls violemtly st
the thought of there being Idoas which he doesn’t know. He
dies a doath of lingering horror at the thought that oven after

| oven the nowest set of made 1deas; there will
otill be  Jdons, that the horrid things will grow, will go on
growing tn spite of Mm.

BLAST domw 5ot attempt to resoselle the homo canis
with Mmself. Of course the homo eanis will follow us. It




’

It has boen averred by the homo eanis that Blast is run
to make money and to attraet tion. Does one print a
paper half & yard square, in steam-calliope pink in order to
make 1t eoy snd Invisible? ! WIll Blast'belp'to Wapel the
opinion of the homo canis, of the luminaries of the ' British
m(mulry),umugo.m.,mcmmmnm
to please them? . okt

Wl the bomo eanis as & communal unit, gathered together
in his aggregate, endure being doprived of his accustomed
flattery, by Blast?

Does anything but the need of food drive the artist Into
contact with the homo eamls? ., i n Ui

Woutdla not rett b4'his sstachs f b Mol vem ¥ Womid'
ho not do his work quietly and lesve the human, btothethood:
to bemuek the exchanges, and to profit by his produetions,
m?uummmmmumum;m i
nity G\ LT iy
g mielie

The melansholy young man, the assthetis young map, the

-romantie young man, past fypes ; fablans, past ; simple

past. The present: a generation which oeases to flatter.

Thank god for our atrablions sompeniens, |
And the homo canis? e

Wil go out munehing our 1deas. wnu.

Vaguely one sees that the homo canis is divisible inte types.,
There is thesnariing typeand the . -,,,wm A
ome who * was unable to laugh * at the first number of 4
The entralls of some peoplo are not sirang enomgh, {0,
pormit them the passion of hatred. .

)y Jdisaadd:
1 pel

LAWBE!OE ll‘lYpl!t :

'ommtnuhht-uﬁihiﬁw"m»
Mr, Lawrence' Binyon,” for Mr. Binyon has not sufffelently
robelled, Manifestly he is not ome of the iguorant. Ho ls
far from being one of the outer world, but in reading[his work
nmmuylummm-mmunmnm
worst English poets. ‘We find himi in a disgusting attitude
of respest toward prode  whose intellect is vasily inferior
to his own, This is Mr, Binyon has theught
hh“‘hﬂbmdh-‘u‘!ﬂﬂ

%

. to pressnt the setual diseords of modern “ & ) tal kmowisdge, and yot his mind con-
DISCORDS now only too apparent In the 0| §' to some folly of mimetesnth eemtury
between toutonie atavism and unsatisfactory B § him as it were constantly restralning

&hmmmmh“hnmbﬁx
mm-ﬁﬁm&mnﬂ.mﬁ
umumm-mnmn.m
nearer to some Western precedent. Ah well | Mr, Binyon has,
indubitably, his moments. 'cn‘iu—lohn any mo-
ments whatover, and for the benefit of such readers as have
not sulfielenily respested Mr. Binyon for his, it would be well
to set forth; s fow; of them. . -They are found in his “ Fiight
of the Dragen,”’: s book otherwise unpleasantly marred by his
’v.l‘ﬁ.fl &t '.. U ."Ih!z ‘,.4.. .....'“ .4‘. “’M
nhrn. eontrolled, s the 'hnmm.mm
.' :.n*i e .A 4 .”‘mm'u‘ win "', ..X'nll“rpi
#48. '1n'a'bet painding the untis of form, mass, eclour,
are robbed of their potential energy, isolated, besause
7. {0. ark' 504 an adiunat o existones,  opronsiion
». 51 FOR INDEED IT IS NOT ESSENTIAL
H [HE. 1 T m

Gaosrasd tulet o3Hng osl i s

P. 81, Wou may say that the 'waves of Korli's fsmous
soren are ot ke 'Teal waves :' But' they move, thoy have

Jaaliott 1o gl rd txio bbRRAY b 3

P..90. . It would be vain to deny that certain kinds and
tones of colour have real correspondence with emotional

states of mind.
.l oot e pd enlssfo e paater
"‘M»MM‘IIMMNM iy« 1A 4

P.94.  Our thoughts about decoration are too much domin-
ated, I think, by the sonseptien of pattern as  sort of mesale, . .
oach cloment In the pastern being ropeated, s form without
lifo of 1ts own, something iners sad hounded by itsell. - Weget . .
a mechanieal susssssion which alms af rhythm, but doss mot
attaln rhythmie vitality.
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WYNDHAM LEWIS VORTEX No. 1.
' ART VORTEX.

' BE THYSELF.

You must talk with twoml!munotwllhtoumeonmion.

You must also learn, like a Circassian 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 objeet 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, I, you will admit,
an absurdity. .

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

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

Or, more sentimentally, you may postulate the relation of object and lts
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

Dbelng.

Do not marry it, either, to a maiden. -

Any machine then you like : but become mechanieal by mm.nul’gl_n
repetition.

For the sake of your good looks you must become & machine. i
Mnudnthhﬂbm“dmdumy.

The thought of the old Body-and-Soul, Male-and-Female, Eternal Duet of
m.nnhphotwpu you, if you hesitate still to invent yourself

properly.

No dnrutlhu,om)_tol condition of being dual and prolonged.
untaﬂﬁomndmhmwolmmuou: not

sottle down and snooze on an acquired, easily possessed and mastered, satisfying
shape.
We artists do not provide wives for you.

You have too many as it is.




BLAST

Brangwyn, Etcetera
Orpen, Etcetera
Mestrovic, Etcetera

W. L. George

Mrs. E. A. Rhodes
Iionn, and his dry rot
Pennyfeather
Birth-Control

The Roman Empire

(without exception)

Mr. Stormberg
Mr. Backbeitfeld

The Architect of the
Regent Palace Hotel

Oh! BLAST COLONEL MAUDE
"

BLESS

Koyetzu
Rotatzu

—e

Bottomley
A. 6. Hales

Basil Hallam
Bombardier Wells

War Babies
Selfridge

The scaffolding around
the Albert Memorial

The War Loan

All A.B.C. Tea-shops
, (without exseptlon)

Norton

MAX | Burgomaster
Linder

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

1914,

- ' LONDON, JULY.

Men drift in thrilling past the Admiralty, eold
night tide. Their throng eresps round corners, breaks faintly
here and there up against a ralling barring from possible
sights.  Local ebulliemce and thickening: some madman
disturbing their depths with baffling and reeondite noise.

THE POLICE with distant lcy contempt herd London.
They shift it in lumps here and there, touching and shaping
with heavy delicate professional fingers. Their attitude is as
though E universal erowds wanted some new vague
Suffrage. -

1Is this opposition correct? dramatie Suffragette analogy.
(For these crowds are willing to be « Furies "' in the humorous
male way.)

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

THE POLICE however are contemptuous, cold and dis-

_M

THE NEWSPAPERS already smell earrion. They allow
thomselves almost BLAST type already.

Prussia was invented for Newspaper proprietors. Her 3

theatrical instinet has saved the Crowd from ipesking wp for
tweaty years.

Bang! Bang!

Ultimatam to you!
Ultimatum to you!

ULTIMATUM ! i
From an Evening Paper: July—

« The outlook has become more grave during the afternoon,
Germany’s attitude causes comsiderable uneasiness. She
seoms to be throwing obstacles in the way.—The German
ambassador in Vienns has telegraphed to his government,
ote.”

Gormany, the sinister brigand and maughty egotist of
latter-day Europe, and of her own romantic faney, « mauvals
voisin " for the little French bourgeols-reservist, remains
silent and ominonsly unhelpful in her armoured cave.

Do the idiots really mean—?

THE CROWD.

THE CROWD:is the first mobilisation of a eountry.
THE CROWD now is formed in London. It is estab-
lished with it iis vague profound organs au grand eomplet,

It serpentines every night, in thick well-nourished eolls,
all over the town, In trople degustation of news and « stim-
wg.”’ :

THE INDIVIDUAL and THE CROWD:. PEACE and
WAR.

Man’s solitnde and Peace; Man's Community and Row.

The Bachelor and the Husband-Crowd. The Married Man
is the Symbol of the Crowd : his function is to set onegoing.
At the altar be embraces Death.

We all shod our small skin periodically or are apt to
sometime, atd ave pusged In big being : an empty throb.

Men resist death with horror when their time comes.

Death is, however, caly s form of Crowd. It is & similar
swyender. For most men belleve in some such survival,
children an aetive and definite one.

Again, the Orowd In Life spells death too, very often. The
Crowd s an ansesthetle towards Gesth. Duty
flings the will into this relaxed vorbex.

A fine dust of extinetion, a grain or two for each man, is
soatiered in any czowd dike these black London war-srowds.
Their pace is so mournful. Wars begin with this huge in-
definite Intorment in the eities.

S B b s e AN o s st I

hhw“ﬂmmhln-l-tm
barsh perpotual veles of & shell. 1Y you put W before1t, It
slways makes WAR!

_ It1s the Crowd chewring overywhero. Even woeks alter-
wards, when (ho Orowd has sorved its hour and dsscived,

g M’\mlﬁbﬂw_ will seom to hear this noise.
I fe N \

S

THOMAS BLENNER.
BLENNER was in Seotland st this time. Ho is s man
of 33, retired 15t Licutenant Indian Army with a little money.
He writes a Hittle, abusively as regards the Army. Leg In
splints, gotting better, from a fall from a horse, He motored
over with his friends to the nearest town. The others went
uﬂﬂ.h.'mlﬂblnlq-ohptﬂo“
papers.

The « Northern Dispatoh” 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
Olympisds. When War kmooks at the door, why should
you hurry? You are busy with an Olympiad ! So for a day
War must walt. Amasing English Crowds!
This erude violet lettering distMation of 1905 to 1915 :
Olymplads.

Suffragism. H. G. Wells. Morpeth
lo”llul- Edition of the ~ Dally Mall.”

i GERMANY DECLARES WAR ON RUSSIA.

With the words came a dark rush of hot humanity in his mind.
An immense humsn gesture swopt its shadow aeress him
ks & smoky cloud. « Germany Declares War on Eussis,”
seomed a roas of gums, He eaw active Mephistophelian specks
In Chancolleries. Ho ssw a rush of papers, a frowning rase.
« C'a y est,” thought Bleuner, with innate military exultaticn.
Tho ground seemed swaying a little. Ho Umped sway from
tho paper-chop, guiping this big morsel down with delighted
stony digaity. !

The party at the golf links took his « News,” « Malls,”

) snd « Miors,” & the run heme commencsd, with eareful

lolsarsitness and avoldanos of of indifference. Each
manifested his gladness at the bad nows in his own restrained

:
o8

mmy of the Stosk Exchange, announsed, suggested
a host of faseinating and blood-curdling changes in life, What

would a5 to the Banks? FPood supplies had better
bolaidin. What of invasion? -

mmn—tncumyummw
each. Personal cares mitigated it. But even this mitigation
was an additional pleasure. The satistastion chowed itself
In various disguises. ‘The next fow days was a gay Carnival
of Fear, psychologleally. :

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 whish they belenged.

Then all the London Newspapers began to be bought up
-l-lui.ul-mﬂtuh-um_

Blenner felt the need of the great Crowd. Here he got
imperfost Crowd. They had become Crowd in the house,
ﬁnﬂ”d“ﬂmd-»m
them In ease.

But the numbers being s slight, It was like a straining and
dissatisfaction in Blenner, the pale edge of the mass he knew
now would be forming, finding once more the jmmense eommon
mature of its being.

_THE JOURNEY TO ENGLAND.

Ho loft Sotland by the night train, on the seeond day of
the English Mobilisstion order. He had to walt for half an
hour at Geddes station for the midnight train from Ediaburgh.
Two English youths ta khaki with rifies were on the pistiorm.

*Soveral men arrived in s large car. Ome was very fall and
rathior fat. nmmwmmnﬁa
minutes, who was ovidently tellisig him of the pressutions
taken tn the neighbourhood, and bits of private nows s station
master might be supposed to kmow.

shsurdly bright |
dress and appearancs nautical and priestly at the same ime,
in guard over his portmantesu. The wide open eyes and
delioncy of skin between them and beard, gave a cortaln dis-
agresable softness to his face.

Blenner was a very moral character. His soul easily fell
1010 & condition of hard, selfish protest. ..l!ll“

“Ho watohed the large puppy schoolboy merriment of {he.
zyh:?- arrivals. Offiesrs packing off southwards




His sonsations and roflestions, eollested into thoughts,
would be ; « Stupid fatsnob | Too poor a chemistry to produce
anything olse.

The German officer is reported to have achioved the killing
of privates who omitied to salute him. I prefer the Prussian,
Ho does ai least read Clausewits when he is not making love,
nll-hhﬂl-tﬂyd&wm

Ho Is capable of doggerel easily.

¢ The perpetual sight of the amplest impermeability, like a
blaak fastory wall, and .mm"m food and
sport, eannot help but make of my sort a little
mad and very restless.

To livein a country where there is no chanee, not the faintest,
of over meeting that mature so common in Russia, which
Dostolovsky desoribes In Crotala |—Over the counter of the
pawnshop, faced with great distress, the girl's face Is illumin-
ated by the possibilities and weight of the allusion in the words,
« 1 am the spirit which wills the evil and does the good,”
dropped by the pawnbroker. AN this loneliness, like the
Russian ‘makes the individual a litle over-visionary,
and apt to talk to himself, as Multum says! The English
Publie is our Steppes—as he says.

[ Stupldity is unhygleale, (00, A stagnant and impoverished
mind roguires legislation.

‘Arrogant and crafty sheep! A Ia lanterne |

Talk about conscription belng a good thing for the physical
condition of the youth of the couniry ! Much more urgent
call to exereise thelr other faculties. But happily the masses
are not in such need of 1t as those dolts! Hard conditions
koop the souls of the poor, if not their minds, in training.”

Such sullen fulminations- were always provoked by sush
pressnces. And yot he spent a large part of his time limping
about ecireles where such people congregated. The joy of
protest was deeply ingrained In him, and he imstinetively
sought opportunities of feeding it. His beard was his naivest
omblem of superiority. &

The train came melodramatically into the station, and his
third class earriage delivered him from sulkiness.

He found sallors sprawled about in most eompartments,
Mobilisation was everywhere. The traln was quite full.

Ten poople, chiefly women, slept upright agalnst each other
In a carriage, revealing peculiar idlosyncrasies and modes of
slesp. They all appeared to have their oyes shut to examine
@runkealy some absurd fact within : or a little uncomfortably
@ead and mechanically protesting.

Neowecastle woke them up, but they shook it off easily:
they returned to churlish slumbers.

A squat figure In a stiff short coat got in, and made.an
eleventh beside Blemner, 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 apologetie,
eharacter : and as he sald he was answering the mobilisation
call, he must have been something to do with the Navy's
food.

«m not travelling for pleasure,” he sald aggressively,
later.

« No, I'm ealled up.

What are we' going for? " he asked, misunderstanding &
question, « Why, to take the place ofother men, as soom
as they're shot down!” The trenchant 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 l_m-m"

He was & man about 48, like a Prussian, but even harder,
and Jess imaginative. Must bo connected with provisions, for

Sea-grocer? The white apron of the German delieatessen

Cold resentment ; mear his pension, perhaps.

The warmth of the lady next to Bleaner appeared to him,
eventually, excossive. Hor log was fat, restiess and hot.
Then he noticed a thick wheese and a shawl. Other indica-
tions showed him that he was very closely pressed against a
sick woman. The heat was fever no doubt. :

il

|

i‘muma o slesp himself. He did not feel
b with hers, or choose her as

Ho 650 at last, rather ‘ashamed, went Into corridor, and
in between some slesping saflors in the next compartment.
Here the light was uncovered, and the men camped out, less
permanentily packed.

MI‘IMD\“NOMMIH‘”.

g

and talking to & mavvy. m'q.mmnmm

The sallor was a Scotshman from near Glasgow, as black as
s Lovantine, His features were aquiline and baggy In the
lm southern way.

little Millard balls, Hds like metal slides. One black eyebrow
was fized up with wakeful sagacity. His eyes were polite ;
his being civilised, astive and competent.

Blenner talked to him when the navvy left the train.

* He was & naval reservist who had been down to Chatham
for the Test Mobilisation a fow days before. No sooner baok,
and eongratulating himeelf on no more disturbance for some
ime to coms, than the real Mobilisation order comes.

“ The wife brings the letter in on Sunday morrening. I
gust tuk 1t and put 1t down by the side o’ the bed!” all In
the voice of Harry Lauder, with a nodding of head, humorous
ralsing of eye the r's rolling and sounding like per
potual chuekies. Many pauses, cagsed parily by obstruction
of these facetious R's.

« Then 1 turrened over and had another couple of hours !

Gosen people saw him off. His mother, a burly good natured
womas, kopt swaying from one foot to the other, A oon-

@i curled hor eloss mouth, sad with bor staring
ﬂu-ﬂ.udmuhuu
down the plstform. muta::l:::.m
eying behind his mother, one wiping 2 s very
small handierchief, snd an old man remainsd eloss under

il
b
|
!

-

But tho empty York plattorm, at 8 in the merning, snd this
*_y.m&'up-nmﬂﬁ
Mumm-ucuummn-
more. It hardly seemed worth while sending off ONE.
‘What could he do? The mother’s sarcastio grin and fized
mnlh&ﬂydﬁmﬁﬂkwipm
umlhudld'nhl&.ulﬁmm‘lﬂ.mut
easily forgotten. ltmpltlnllltmnﬂlpt
back her reservist som safe and well.

Two young men of twenty or 50 had got in. Their smooth
eanallle faces, Ameriean clothes, and general rag-time slop
of manner, and air of extraordinary solidarity, like members
dt”lﬂ“ﬁ“h”l"pbh”&
This nastiest soum of our cities bloeked up the window, talking
1o a third eome to seo them off.

Blenner did not want to make the sallor uncomfortable by

- 3 soene mado in his interest, or his boot would have found

mmnnmmummmuumm.

The train weat off, the new reservist took his place next
to the Scotehman, 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 eollar
and berri-like hat helping) was a like a Broton conseript sailor.
Ho had tobascso ecoloured, rather soft and staring eyes, &
nﬂﬂ-ﬁ“ﬂlh‘uﬂouﬂu“-
Ho filled and lghted his pipe with deliberate rather selt-
conselous movements. Ho turned to the Seotehman :

“ Are you going to Portsmouth?”

« Chatham ', sald the Seot, In flat desp solemnity,
n-pgun--u.nu-u.lbn—h&.

The York reservist began grumbiing about the upeet,
econventional thing to do.

Both the Seotchman snd he €ame from the Pits. The
‘Yorkshireman began telling of Dew German mashinery they
had gotin Iately. 1t only worked well under eertain conditions

talked about the pits.

Theso Crowd-proof sallors were the first bresk in
oontinuity of the Crowd-spirit that Bleomer had met sinco
war began blowing up seriously. In the same way his patriet-
fsm had boen suspended by his professional life In the srmy.




was o Syrisn gom of .eralt and Balanes,
The piiman was » handsome and intelligent man
- of the psople, such as you chiefly associate with Franoe.

" The former relarred to the real new Orowd In his messured
way, without respest : .

“ They were standing there till midnight, so thick I had to
go round by way of Tyne strest. You should have seen them.
T just look at the noties for reservists stuck up, and ves to

, mysell,  that's done 1t1”

Amhﬂ)m.u‘&ﬁm-hmm
woke up, rabbed his eyes with the back of his hands, like a
schoolboy, and grinned.

Very large, empty, rogular features, long pointed mose,
rather locherously twisted at mostrils, and mouth of cupid's

one's eyes the hair retreated on his head. Ho stared a great
deal of him, oye fixed, and sort of painful expression
Iike the stral of a perpetual natural funetion. He sprang
up frequently, dashed himself into the woodwork of the door,

the
sank, after a fow cutbursts of lsughter and a little chat.

A small wisened follow, who had been sleoping, ourled up
with his head on his service sack, woke up.

Ho 900 was & miner. Cross-examined s Hitle by the first
Beotsman, 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
for.. s

it | wthrgl got out of the carrlage for them!”
o sald, “ 1 went down the platiorm to get a drink. When I
eame back I didn’t Bave to look for my carriage. The
Bloomin post offies offielals filled the platform in fromt of it.”

The Yorksbireman felt it advisable here to put in a ples for
disarimination.

* Yes, when your family comes to see you off, well—Your
family—'

* ¥es, but you shonld have sesn them bloomin’ post offies
offielals,” remarked the Ssotsman.

" Bloomin’ Post Oftlos Offteldle,” he rolled out with sardals
Jorkiness, overriding his neighbour's half apology, snd @exter-
ously avolding sentimental embarrassments.

They none of them doubted that mobilisation meant war,

The ' Kayser Iu-u'ﬂom,dmhﬁ‘-.-l
“‘he'd got 1t this time right enough,” more than he bargained

KING'S CROSS was reached.

LONDON.

Something like a century old print, the perpetual morning
of «ooaching days,” fresh and econventional, sirack Blenner.
in the appearanece of the platform. Soldiers and saflors, many
porters, all very busy.

A big German with scarred pig-ince came down from the
gates looking for his luggage with a very acld comeentration
bohind his glasses.

He was another sort of reservist.

The journey had not done Blenner's leg much good. He
hobbled away with his portmantesu, and was foreed for the
noxt fow days to restriet his movements, take many taxis,

War came heavily on with a resolution no one had over
lflhlltilﬂ. The unbelievable was going to happen.

‘The Crowd was stfll biind, with a first puppy-like intensity.

Great National events are always proparing, the Crowd s
in its habitual ehildish sleep. It rises tc meot the grash halt
awake and struggiing, with voluptuous and viclent movements.

Every acquaintance Blenner met was a new person. The
only possibility of renowal for the individual s inte his
temporary Death and Resurrection of the Crowd.

Blenner was Rot 00 eritieal & man o penetrate thels e
guises or ferret out their Ego. He was giad to seeisp Mitle

The war was ke & great Now Fashion,

Multum was s man of Fashien, e

e

)

B

pgz’cn-ngquuuma-tuuc

'Ho had a rathor mystorious air; something wp his sloeve,
o M__\T -

Whenever the Crowd ralsed its head he bad this faintly
bantering mysterious air.

o appoared the only comselous stom of the Crewd. A
sposial privilege with him: to bo of the Crowd aad indivié-
ually oonseions. Ho was the King of the Futare, Ho seemed
to bo seying: i

* AR, 50 you've dealded to join us] thas Is & very naive
woseeding | A
' Should you openly answer “ Yes. But why are you in
that galive? lhv-ll“m

“ Bocanse I was born there.”

1 think England will bo at war soon ? ** Multum sald whea
they met,

“ It looks ke 1t.” Blsuner's oyes shone as theugh with

slightly. Dwﬂ-‘.’a“-u—n
bright shaft from the eyes—waiting to bo released. This
glow-worm, this distillatien of & mountain-spring of a friend |

“Will you be jolning your old regiment? How Is your
leg? Come and see me sometiime!”

Ho still stood In the attitude of shame and reverie.

Blenner took » taxi down to his solleitor's n Pall Mall,
and then, on coming out, as his log was burting, went hesk to
:l':‘ They were in Grest James Siveot, at tho top of

Ho opened the latest oditions of the Pall Mall Gastte and
Star. His ohildishly shining eyes suoked up Garvin sad the
latest mows frem the Chaneelleries.

 ¥io MoMiation was complato ot twelve o'clook to-day.”

Soma minds somoewhere already mado up. War being made
: _hm—s“ quarter.

-

unless to b

boing cuccemful? But thelr was 50 moderately sue-
oosstul that it seomed idiotie to ACT. But perhaps they
oould eenquer the werld.

Whether his eyes suggested Multum to him or not (they,
Instinetive beasts, recognising their effest on that young man
and putting their owner in mind of him) Blenner remombered -
his meeting in the Charing Cross Road.

books. The Boemb shep, small altreistie

stacked Multum, Strindberg’s Etornal Feminine, indefatis-

ably Vampire,—so spleadidly a-u-u;m s play—
tho edge of the pavement olothed

.-?‘M' m.-.vth.. 's industry.

:inmv BRYAN MULTUM.

THE OROWD MASTER. What might that mean?
His bright astonished oyes fized on the words, drinking wp e
cortain strength from them.

'An oppesition of snd welding of the two heaviest words
&“bh“nbmubbnh
other. :

Thit should bo sompihing! -

¢

“11965
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Did it really moan Master of the Growd in ihe stnse of o
Possessive domination by an Individual ? It meant sometbing
olse, 1t soomed ovident.

Moonoy and adrifi since his leap out of diseipline and life
out and dried, he gased at It in now habitual neurasthenie
hesttation, It was no ‘‘ mysterious insiinet*’ that came to
the assistanee of his will, but the y of brutal and enthus-
fastie astions like the buying of a In his inastive Hfe, to
keop him from eapitulation to Fate.

Buying a book with him was like some men's going to the
dootor : those who are cured by the passing of the professional
hall dooor. ‘There was no really the matter with Blenner.
The moment he had got the book, the expense was justified
He soldom 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 seriously. To take an Ameriean
seriously is the sign, In an Englishman, of the most refined and
exclusive wisdom. Blenner was as yot only a raw regimental
offieer, af|the beginning of his education ; only thirty-two.

He found In it, to begin with, an ingenious tirade agalnst
hair. To him It appeared to comtain the barbarous * go"
and raw pedaniry of that abominable and pesuliar race.

He had lately been adopting & rather artistio get-up. He
had superbly drifted into it through dirt, the natural romantie
reaction from the military state. The anti-hair eampaign,
then, touched him In a, fust then, delicate spot.

This Ameriean book spoke of the ‘soft conservatisms’ of

England as the really barbarous tbings, “ the anarehy and

of Past-Living.” It opposed to the English tory,

s sort of Red Indlan macbine, with a soul ke Walt Whitman,

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

“ Its instinet is to invent. Everything else is absorbed in
that. [Ktis in the making and creates (either in small or great)
o8 naturally as the Englishman stylises. Pure invention is
rawness. It desires change because it is in the making and
lives on the hither side of itself, and wants to go on living
there in the sun.

Sun only comes from ahead.

It invents when it desires, and moves away.

It Uves on the wing., Gemuthlichkelt and the Yule log

dopress i, and send » bloody sunset warmth into its bones. It
sees caverns of savages. It sees old ships struggiing with
whales, These nightmares are Reality.

3
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14 1s the bighest droaster, lor'é imagines sussessiul Mo, and
flies from the deop reality of fallure and tragedy that men have
chanted up till now. -

It explolts the anclent strength of resignation and despeir
to bufld up a Temple of Galety.”

Blenner was scandilized at this. n-r-;m-in-n.
an impropriety In an American speaking In this straln. An

American was—well, we all know what an American is. Where-

as an Englishman has him under his oye the whole way aleag,
hasn't he? It was like & white corpusele under the miere-
scope, suddenly begiuning to praise liself, drawing invidious
comparisons between itself and the observant studeat.

“J am & pawn In the world. Although I am so small, I
send powerful armies agalnst men, and speek for speck, sm
often the beiter being. I snap my fingers at your friendly
ecorpuseles. It will serve you nothing to squint at me through
that tube. If I eatoh you some day I will trouble you.”

“ Although I am solarge” this new Ameries, all through the
book, seemed to be saying, * I am not to bo despised. The
material clement has outstripped the spiritual: oh yes, of
course. But besause you see s thing coming baskways om,
don't form an opinion until you see it turn round.

1 am so huge and have no Past. I am like all your Pasts
and the Preseitt dumped Into one age together. Just se;
what is the matter with you Is the matter with me, caly mere
50, But I shall absord my elements bocause I am all living,
whereas you are 80 per cent. dead.

Yah! Booh! & ean omly put my tomgue out now. Bat
1 shall have an artistie snaky visiting card some day.

I am the vulgarest thing on Earth. Amen.”

Blenner then was mildly scandalised at all this. But at

" the same time hesmiledidly, for there was overy justification

for indulgence. Ho would have admitted the truik of many

of the eritlelsms about England coming from anyons by aa'

American. He roplied to the book with semee :

| congratulate you om your falth in the United Siates.
Only has America any single thing to show of interest to Ms?
Is'1t not universally admitted by Amerieans thiat am ariist
cannot live there? Do you mot put trousers on plane-lags ?
Does not your cant, optimism and impermeadility constitate
a greater doviation from human kind in the bad diresticns,
than anything that has cccurred simee the beginning of the
human rage? "

mnvpﬂpuicqﬁthmg&“

catechism,

{

Lih.,

. Untidy babis had taken hold of Mm. . His haiz had do-

I
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sallow, reflective, bis eyes appeared to shut down like teeth.

Blenner took him for some romantic charsster from a
Welsh glen of Borrow's Wild Wales, American origin gradually
dawning on him. y

Multum for his part felt himself an objeet of faseination to

the bright palr of eyes in front of him, and almost lsughed 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 Parls would that be ? "—Multam grinned
Httle, looking older in contrastion of tase.

- different things.

“”m?”.nw
“ That’s quite Hkely, [ am often there.”

They sat amicably grinning at each other, cach with hig
little joks, without saying anything.

Multam, 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 landseapes were sliding, like a White City by-show
worked by a strong dynamo. Sometimes things lieked out
of view with stoleal viclenos near the windows.

These Surrey countrysides lived in publie, deprived of overy
atomof privasy. The country is s garden or workshop. Milk,

por oent. of its value, and that the country between Folkestens
and London Is « lo plus attendrissant du mionds,”

"An-lmh—no.ly‘mﬁl'thmh
the first place,” Multum * and s ‘ attendri’ by
Northerners are affected by crange groves
and white mountains, and emergy. Stendbal, halling frem
the South, would look at these molst and pale flelds as though
they were pretty and ansemic children. Of course they
were not desentimentalised then to the same extent, elther.
As to the genius part of his saying, art and so forthTevidently

was no judge of gemlus. Ho was a judge of men, not of
genluses.”

A little uneertaln, and not to betray some igneranee,
Blenner lot the subject drop. When they arrived at Vietosia,
gotting out of the traln together, Multum put down his bag
and produced a card

BROWN BRYAN MULTUM.
8, Bristel Avenuo, Regent's Pack.




Bleaner lookod of 1t #0t undeéstanding for » momeat,

MULTUM. Hé fad' u-uﬂr::d.n.u This
mush horole
'.‘:...‘.:’.......‘.'.'.....u..-...-u,
respostful towards Lions, 3 )
X
« Horo s whore I Bve,” Multuin sald, Taking up bis bag
hio hurriod off, beskoning to & taxl,

Rienner ran affer him and sald:
 Mr, Multam 7—You wréte the Crowé-Master—"

“ Yes!” m-mﬂumm
nm.umduu

1 got it the other 46y, 1 cijoysd reading 1€ vedy aiiih,”
--—nmu-nnnnuum-;

“Im mnm. They stopped o miomsent grisihing.
“ Goodbyo!” The “bye” nuﬁclﬂ.‘h&‘u
nitie, -

He mmu&--m and teok a
sensua) pleasure in sacrifieing his antagonisms at cach mooting

 (thoy-died very dreamily an€ ot hard) to his briiant friend.
 Ho oscasionally would show coliottishly, with & movement

liisd ¢ho hondling of o skivt, & Mitlc diswmtiemt givald 18 Mis
soul, (s opv's Mrighthem would Dosems band dad amd-
“&.ﬁ“_ﬂl]n .

PRELUDES.,

Blennié¥ wad foresd Row to give his log o rest, as the journoy
amd tho smoast of Nobbilag about he hed dome, threatened
% My Bm up Gimlely agils if B were not careful, Ho
whudhlhmmwucﬂc
sont the earetaker’s wife out for papers overy hour or so up
to f o'dioek.

tmmﬂhwhﬁmmd““‘f]

L

EZRA POUND’'S NEW BOOK.
CATHAY: Transrations By Bzma Pounp. For the most part from the
Chinese of Rihaku, from the Notes of the late Ernest Fenollosa,

and’ the Decipherings of the Professors Mori and Ariga. Small '
crown 8vo. ls. net.

/
/

SONNETS AND BALLATE of Guioo Cavaicanti. Translated by Bzra
Pouxp. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. net.

In Two Volumes. 3s. 6d. net each.
BZRA POUND'S POEMS. Now first collected.

Voluthe 1. Biurritions, Fcap. 8vo.
% * " 'Volume TI. &um:——mm Crown 8ve.

; “debv&dmm'y
: Ahq&mmmdoopuhdmm,lc net,

LONDON: ELKIN MATHEWS, 'CORK STREBT.




A REVIEW OF THE GRBAT BNGLISH VORTEX.
** FIRST NUMBER

EDITED BY WYNDHAM LEWIS.

CONTRIBUTIONS BY

BZRA POUND. REBECCA WEST.
: EDWARD WADSWORTH.

/ GAUDIER-BRZESKA.

FREDERICK ETCHELLS. W. ROBERTS.

JACOB - EPSTEIN. CUTHBERT HAMILTON.
SPENCER GORE,

SOME PRESS OPINIONS.
““The frst futurist quarterly is a vast folio in covers, full of
S B o SR8 P

Mr. JOHN LANE'S PUBLICATIONS.

NEW POETRY.

sy EMILE CAMMAERTS

BELGIAN POEMS: ;
CHANTS PATRIOTIQUES ET AUTRE POEMES.

With Bnglish Translations by TitA BRan-CAMMAERTS, and a portrait in
m“m from a drawing specially made for this volume by VERNON

Crown Bvo. 4/6 net.
THE TIMBS.—*We have come to know him as the limpid singer of Belgi victorious in
m‘:&i"“h and -:..,hgin.u'n'u “wﬁb:imm::ed :
:n.u. nd “lput impl! {]
THE MORNING POST.—' The proceeds of the 1st Bdition to to the
%'Mummum...nqmﬁ.uﬁmmﬂ'm
O L e Vel L2 ottorings f fulth are in this et book.

sy LORD CURZON OF KEDLESTON.
WAR POEMS AND OTHER TRANSLATIONS.

This volume includes translations from the French, Italian, Latin and Greek
into English, and into Latin and Greek from the English. Crown 8vo. 4/6 net.
Mr. WILLIAM WATSON in the w'w.—" In his very faithful nndennﬁ::l the

work of . .. Bmile Cammaerts, the Belgian tragedy throbs through every AL

sy STEPHEN PHILLIPS.
. ARMAGEDDON. A MODERN EPIC DRAMA,

In a prol series of and an uwrittenparﬁ:n"pmmd

partly in verse. Recently wodqd at ew Theatre by N HARVBY.

Cloth. Crown 8vo. 2/6 net.

DAILY CHRONICLE.—*We come into touch with something like genuine human feeling
and the real significance of the War.”

BY THE SAME AUTHOR. |
PANAMA

AND OTHER POEMS.

With a frontispiece in photogravure from an Etching by Josspx PensLL.
Crown 8vo. 4/6 net. [Ready September.

~ JOHN LANE: Tur Booisy Heap, Vico Streer, w.




Mr. JOHN LANE'S PUBLICATIONS.

Y NEW MUSICAL BOOKS.

CARILLONS OF BELGIUM AND HOLLAND: TOWER
MUSIC IN THE LOW COUNTRIES.

By WiLLIAMiGORHAN Rice. With 32 Illustrations. Demy 8vo 6/- net.
** Mr, m.mmm-ﬂmmwm arg interested in the true art

of bell-music, A British Museum emslert &eu was no work on carillons in
istence, and he made up his mind to somehow.” —Morning Post.

LIVING MASTERS OF MUSIC snluss
GRANVILLE BANTOCK.
By H. O. AxperroN. Crown 8vo. 2/6 net.

‘* It gives an excellent picture of the mm-‘md&cm
and shculd'be valuable to tbo':e who want u:«'lmnd his art.”~

NATURE IN MUSIC, AND OTHER STUDIES IN TONE

POETRY OF TO-DAY.

By Lawaencs GiLmaN. Crown 8vo. 4/6 net.

“The article in which we have found most. is informative is
opera in English. :‘:Mr Onmn“ o nnh-wt:.:n&n me%
are truly interested in the subject. . ..Mluwmwu

BOOKS OF TRAVEL, Ete.

A PILGRIM'S SCRIP. By R. CampssiL THoMSON.

With 32 Illustrations from Photographs by theJAuthor. Domy 8vo. lzIO net.
“] would particularl

especially well witen, A Bilgrin's Scrip’ by K. Can
mpﬁemlwwh.udthhh ‘his

THE STORY OF NAPOLEON'S DEATH MASK.
ByO.L.doSt.M.WAmn. lllustrated. Demy 8vo. 6/- net.

lede-Hhtoq —w g : o

RUSSIAN REALITIES. By Jous H. Huseack.
With 16 Illustrations and a Map. Crown 8vo. 5/- net.

" “No lover of Russia and her will this most
°M people regret reading readable little

JOHN LANE: Tue Booiey Heap, Vieo Streer, W.

' JAFFERY. ByW.J. Locxs.

"‘Mr. JOHN LANE'S PUBLICATIONS.

=

' NOVELS at 6/-

MERRY-ANDREW. By KesLe HOWARD.

THE ASH!BL MYSTBRY. By Mrs. CHARLES BRYCE. Aufbor o; ‘I‘m.:ﬂg

THE RBDBMP’I'ION OF GRACE MILROY. DyCm'mn[R‘“ AHORL,

A SOUL ON FIRE. By Fraxcis FENWICK WILLIANS. [Rud’ Immediately.

THE JEALOUS GODDESS. By MancE MEARS.

LOVE-BIRDS IN THE COCO-NUTS. By Pster BLUNDELL. Auzba' of
“The Finger of Mr. BLee.” i

MRS. BARNBT—ROBBS. By Mrs. C. S. PEEL. Author of “The Hat Shop.”

GROCBR GRBATHBART By ARTHUR ADANS.

THE AUCTION MART. By SvonNev TREMAVNE.

AN EMPEROR IN THE DOCK. By WiLLen DE VEBR.

LOST SHEEP. By Vrs SHORTT.

THE SNARE. ByﬁnononVun(V‘mndcch-nuh),

THE GOOD SOLDIER. By Forp MApox HBUFFER.

THE TITAN. By THEODORS DREISER.

THE GRBAT UNREST. ByF. B. MiLLs Youna. (July).

MOBIE LANE & THBRBABOUTS- Amwnmym
NOVELS at 3/6 net. .

mu AOAIN. By Mrs. Joux Lans. Author of "%”m :F;

o{
MORE, ADVENTURBS Ol;_éﬂ. :‘.‘D.C B;wsnn.un

ITH THB IDLE RICH. By STePHEN

AmeApi ABYVENTUSES I, Y, L8
Drr 3
UNDER 'I'HB 'I'RIGOLOUR. By Pug&ul- 'I‘nuhud by B. DRILLIEN,
in
BARNAVMJX. B’T%MWB'W -uhlll'um’

MiLLg. Translated by | B. DRILLIEN,
Louls'%_ﬁln BARN AV AU X iRk, Crown ovo. \Ready immediately.

JOHN LANE: Tuz Boousy Hea, Vico Sreesr, W.
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