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Editorial

Ezra Pound

" HAVE accepted the post of Foreign Editor of The Little
 Review: chiefly because:

0, s

NO. 1

I

I wished a place where the current prose writings of James

,]oyce, Wyndham Lewis, T. S. Eliot, and myself might appear

regularly, promptly, and together, rather than irregularly, spor-
adically, and after useless delays.
» My connection with The Little Review does not imply a sev-
erance of my relations with Poetry for which I still remain
Foreign Correspondent, and in which my poems will continue to
appear until its guarantors revolt.

I would say, however, in justification both of Poetfry and
myself, that Poetry has never been “the instrument” of my
“radicalism”. T respect Miss Monroe for all that she has done
for the support of American poetry, but in the conduct of her

* magazine my voice and vote have always been the vote and

voice of a minority.

24 recégnize that she, being “on the ground”, may be much
better fitted to understand the exigencies of magazine publish-
ing in America, but Poetry has done numerous things to which I
conld never have given my personal sanction, and which could
not have occurred in any magazine which had constituted itself
my “instrument”. Foetry has shown an unflagging courtesy to
a lot of old fools and fogies whom I should have told to go to
hell tout pleinement and bonnement. It nas refrained from

‘attacking a number of public nuisances; from implying that
_the personal charm of the late Mr., Gilder need not have been,
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of necessity, the sign manifest of a tremendous intelleet; f C
heaping upon the high-school critics of America the contem
which they deserve.

There would have been a littie of this contcmpt to spare for
that elder generation of American magazines, founded by medi-
ocrities with good intentions, continued by mediocrities without -
any intentions, and now “flourishing” under the command and
empery of the relicts, private-secretaries and ex-typists of the
second regime. ;

Had Poetry been in any sense my “instrument” 1 should
years ago have pointed out certain defects of the elder Ameri-
can writers. Had Poetry been my instrument I should never
have permitted the deletion of certain fine English words from
poems where they rang well and soundly. Neither would I
have felt it necessary tacitly to comply with the superstition
that the Christian Religion is indispensable, or that it has always
existed, or that its existence is ubiquitous, jor irrevocable and

.

eternal.
I don't mind the Christian Religion, but I can not blind
myself to the fact that Confucius was extremely intelligent.
Organized religions have nearly always done more harm thau
good, and they have always constituted a danger. At any ra
respect to one or another of them has nothing to do with good
letters. If any humian activity is sacred it is the formulation of
thought in clear speech for the use of humanity; any falsifica-
tion or evasion is evil. The codes of propriety are all local,
parochial, transient; a consideration of them, other than a
subject matter, has no place in the arts.
I can say these things quite distinctly and without in the
least detracting from my praise of the spirited manner in which
Miss Monrce has conducted her paper. She is faced with th
practical problem of circulating a magazine in a certain pecu
milieu, which thing being so I have nothing but praise for # !
way she has done it. But that magazine does not express m
convictions.  Attacks on it, grounded in such belief, and un” ‘



?kakm in the magnanimous hope of depriving me of part of my
ustenance, can not be expected to have more than a temporary
success and that among ill-informed pecple.
. Blast, founded chiefly in the interest of the visual arts, is of
* mecessity suspended. With Gaudier-Brzeska dead on the field
. of battle, with Mr. William Roberts, Mr. Wadsworth, Mr.
- Etchells, and Mr. Wyndham Lewis all occupied in various i
branches of the service, there is no new vorticist painting to
write about. Such manuscript as Mr. Lewis has left with me,
and such things as he is able to write in the briei leisure
allowed an artillery officer, will appear in these pages.

It is quite impossible that Blast should again appear until
Mr. Lewis is free to give his full energy to it.

In so far as it is possible, I should like The Litile Rewview to
aid and abet The Egoist in its work. T do not think it can be
too often pointed out that during the last four years The Egoist
has published serially, in the face of no inconsiderable difficul-
ties, the only translation of Remy de Gourmont's Chevaur de
Diomedes; the best translation of Le Comte de Gabalis, Mr.
Joyce’s masterpiece A Portrait of the Artist as a YVoung Man,

“~and is now publishing Mr. Lewis's novel Tarr. Even if they
o. had published nothing else there would be no other current peri-
~ -odical which could challenge this record, but The Egoist has

not stopped there; they have in a most spirited manner carried
cut the publication in book form of the Portrait of the
Artist, and are in the act of publishing Mr. Eliot’s poems,
under the title Mr. Prufrock and Observations.

I see no reason for concealing my belief that the two novels,

" by Joyce and Lewis, and Mr. Eliot’s poems are not only the

- most important contributions to English literature of the past

" three years, but that they are practically the only works of the
‘time in which the creative element is present, which in any
way show invention, or a progress beyond precedent work. The
mass of our contemporaries, to say nothing of cur debilitated
elders, have gone on repeating themselves and each other.
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Secondly, there are certain prevalent ideas to w.hlch I can
not subscribe. I can not believe that the mere height of the
Rocky Mountains will produce lofty poetry; we have had little
from Chimborazo, the Alps or the Andes. 1 can not believe \
that the mere geographical expanse of America will produce of
itself excellent writing. The desert of Sahara is almost equally
vast. Neither can | look forward with longing to a time when
each village shall rejoice in a bad local poetaster making bad
verse in the humdrum habitual way that the local architect puts
up bad buildings. The arts are not the mediocre habit of man-
kind. There is no common denominator between the little that
is good and the waste that is dull, mediocre. Tt may be pleas-
ing to know that a cook is president of the local poetry society
in Perigord,—there is no reason why a cook should not write
as well as a plowman,—but the combination of several activities
is really irrelevant. The fact remains that no good poetry has
come out of Perigord since the Albigensian crusade, anno domini
twelve hundred and nine. There being a local poetry soc1ety
has not helped to prevent this.

The shell-fish grows its own shell, the genius creates its ow
milien.  You, the public, can kill genius by actual physical star
vation, you may perhaps thwart or distort it, but you can xm
no way create it. i

Because of this simple fact the patron is absolutely at the
mercy of the artist, and the artist at the cost of some discom-
fort—personal, transient discomfort—is almost wholly free of
the patron, whether this latter be an individual, or the hydra-
headed detestable vulgus. ]

There is no misanthropy in a thorough contempt for the
mob. There is no respect for mankind save in respect for )
detached individuals, 5
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Eeldrop and Appleplex

T. S. Eliot
i

T ELDROP and Appleplex rented two small rooms in a dis-

reputable part of town. Iere they sometimes came at
nightfall, here they sometimes slept, and after they had slept,
they cooked oatmeal and departed in the morning for destina-
tionis unknown to each other. They sometimes siept, more often
they talked, or looked out of the window.

They had chosen the rooms and the neighborhood with great
care. There are evil neighborhoods of noise and evil neighbor-*
hoods of silence, and Eeldrop and Appleplex preferred the lat-
ter, as being the more evil. It was a shady street, its windows
were heavily curtained; and over it hung the cloud of a respec-
tability which has something to conceal. Yet it had the advan-
tage of more riotous neighborhoods near by, and Eeldrop and
Appleplex commanded from their windows the entrance of a
police station across the way. This alone possessed an irre-
sistible appeal in their eyes. From time to time the silence of
the street was broken:; whenever a malefactor was apprehended,
a wave of excitement curled into the street and broke upon the
doors of the police station. Then the inhabitants of the street
wottlld linger in dressing-gowns, apon their doorsteps: then
alien visitors would linger in the street, in caps; long after the
centre of misery had been engulphed in his cell. Then Eeldrop
and Appleplex would break off their discourse, and rush out to
mingle with the mob. Each pursued his own line of enquiry.
Appleplex, who had the gift of an extraordinary address with
the lower classes of both sexes, questioned the onlookers, and
usually extracted full and inconsistent histories: Eeldrop pre-
. served a more passive demeanor, listened to the conversation of
the people among themselves, registered in his mind their
oaths, their redundance of phrase, their various manners of

spitting, and the.cries of the victim from the hall of justice .
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within. When the crowd dispersed, Eeldrop and APPICPIC?C
returned to their rooms: Appleplex entered the results of his
inquiries into large note-books, filed according to the nature of
the case, from A (adultery) to Y (yeggmen). Eeldrop
smoked reflectively. It may be added that Eeldrop was a S
tic, with a taste for mysticism, and Appleplex a materialist with
a leaning toward scepticism; that Eeldrop was learned in the.:ol—
ogy, and that Appleplex studied the physical and biclogical
sciences,

There was a common motive which led Eeldrop and Apple-
plex thus to separate themselves from time to time, from the
fields of their daily employments and their ordinarily social
activities. Both were endeavoring to escape not the common-
place, respectable or even the domestic, but the too well pigeon-
holed, too taken-for-granted, too highly systematized areas, and,
—in the language of those whom they sought to avoid—they
wished “to apprehend the human soul in its concrete individu-
ality.”

“Why", said Eeldrop, “was that fat Spaniard, who sat at the
table with us this evening, and listened to our conversation
with occasional curiosity, why was he himself for a moment an
object of interest to us? He wore his napkin tucked into his
chin, he made unpleasant noises while eating, and while not
eating, his way of crumbling bread between fat fingers made
me extremely nervous: he wore a waistcoat cafe au.lait, and
black boots with brown tops. He was oppressively gross and
vulgar; he belonged to a type, he could easily be classified in
any town of provincial Spain. Yet under the circumstances—
when we had been discussing marriage, and he suddenly leaned
forward and exclaimed: “T was married once myself’—we
were able to detach him from his classification and regard him
for a moment as an unique being, a soul, however insignificant,
with a history of its own, once for all. It is these moments
which we prize, and which alone are revealing, For any vital
truth is incapable of being applied to another case: the essen- ;
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~ tial is unique: Perhaps that is why it is so neglected: because
. it is useleéss. What we learned about that Spaniard is incapable
~ ~of being applied to any other Spaniard, or even recalled
words. With the decline of orthodox theology and its admir-
able theory of the soul, the unique importance of events has
vanished. A man is only important as he is classed. Hence
there is no tragedy, or no appreciation of tragedy, wiich is the
same thing. We had heen talking of young Bistwick, who
three months ago married his mother’s housemaid and now is
aware of the fact. Who appreciates the truth of the matter?
Not the relatives, for they are only moved by affeciion, by
regard for Bistwick’s interests, and chiefly by their collective
feeling of family disgrace. Not the generous minded and
thoughtful outsider, who regards it merely as evidence for the
necessity of divorce law reform. Bistwick is classed among the
unhappily married. But what Bistwick feels when he wakes up
in the morning, which is the great important fact, no detached
outsider conceives. The awful importance of the ruin of a life
is overlooked. Men are only allowed to be happy or miserable
in classes. In Gopsum Street a man murders his mistress, The
important fact is that for the man the act is eternal, and that
for the brief space he has to live, he is already dead. He is
already in a different world from ours. He has crossed the
frontier. The important fact that something is done which can
not be undone—a possibility which none of us realize until we
face it ourselves. For the man’s neighbors the important fact
is what the man killed her with? And at precisely what time?
And who found the body? For the “enlightened public” the
case is mierely evidence for the Drink question, or Unemploy-
- ment, or some other category of things o be reformed. But
o ithe medizval world, insisting on the eternity of punishment,
expressed- something nearer the truth. =

“What you say,” replied Appleplex, “commands my meas-
ured adherence. I should think, in the case of the Spaniard,
and in the many other interesting cases which have come under
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our attention at the door of the police station, what we grasp
in that moment of pure observation on which we pride our-
selves, is not alien to the principle of classification, but deeper.
. We could if we liked, make excellent comment upon the nature
of provincial Spaniards, or of destitution (as misery is called
by the philanthropists), or on homes for working girls. But
such is not our intention. We aim at experience in the par-
ticular centres in which alone‘it is evil. We avoid classifica-
tion. We do not deny it. But when a man is classified some-
thing is lost. The majority of mankind live on paper curreacy:
they use terms which are merely good for so much reality,
they never see actual coinage.”
“T should go even further than that,” said Eeldrop. “The

majority not only have no language to express anything save -

generalized man; they are for the most part unaware of them-
selves as anything but generalized men. They are first of all
government officials, or pillars of the church, or trade union-
ists, or poets, or unemployed; this cataloguing is not only satis-
facory to other people for practical purposes, it is sufficient to
themselves for their ‘life of the spirit’” Many are not quite
real at’ any moment. When Wolstrip married, I am sure he
said to himself: ‘Now I am consummating the union of two
of the best families in Philadelphia.’ ”

“The question is,” said Appleplex, “what is to be our philos-
ophy. This must be settled at once. Mrs. Howexden recom-
mends me to read Bergson. He writes very entertainingly on
the structure of the eye of the frog.”

“Not at all,” interrupted his friend. “Our philosophy is
quite irrelevant. The essential is, that our philosophy should
spring from our point of view and not return upon itself to
explain our point of view. A philosophy ahout intuition is
somewhat less likely to be intuitive than any other. . We must
avoid having a platform.”

“But at least,” said Appleplex, “we are . .

“Individualists, No! ! nor anti-intellectualists. These alsp




il

:‘.a.re; labels. The ‘individualist’ is a member of a mob as fully
. as any other man: and the mob of individualists is the most
‘unpleasing, because it has the least character. Nietzsche was a

mob-man, just as Bergson is an intellectualist. We cannot

3 “escape the label, but let it be one which carries no distinction,
- and arouses no self-consciousness. Sufficient that we should
find simple labels, and not further exploit them. I am, I con-

fess to you, in private life, a bank-clerk.

“And should, according to your own view, have a wife, three
children, and a vegetable garden in a suburb,” said Appleplex.

“Such is precisely the case,” returned Eeldrop, “but I had
not thought it necessary to mention this biographical detail. As
it is Saturday night, I shall return to my suburb. Tomorrow
will be spent in that garden. o

“I shall pay my call on Mrs. Howexden,” murmured Apple-
plex.

(Next chapter in June nwmnber.)

Pierrots

Scene courte mais typique
(After the “Pierrots” of Jules Laforgue.)

John Hall

 Your eyes! Since I lost their incandescence

Flat calm engulphs my jibs,
The shudder of Vae soli gurgles beneath my ribs.

You should have seen me after the affray,
I rushed about in the most agitated way
Crying: My God, My God, what will she say?

My soul’s antennae are prey to such perturbations,
Wounded by your indirectness in these situations
And your bundle of mundane complications.
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Your eyes put me up to it.
1 thought: Yes, divine, these yes, but what exists :
Behind them? What's there? IHer soul's an affair for oculists.

And I am sliced with loyal asthetics.
Hate tremoclos and national frenetics.
In brief, violet is the ground tone of my phonetics.

I am not “that chap thete” nor yet “The Superb.”
RBut my soul, the sort which harsh sounds disturb,
Is, at bottom, distinguished and fresh as a March herb.

My nerves still register the sounds of contra-bass’,
I can walk about without fidgeting when people pass,
Without smirking into. a pocket-looking-glass,

Yes, T have rubbed shoulders and knocked off my chips
Outside your set but, having kept faith in your eyes,
You might pardon such slips.

Eh, make it up?—
Soothings, confessions;
These new concessions
Hurl me into such a mass of divergent impressions.
’ (Exit.)

Jodindranath Mawhwor’s Occupation

Ezra Pound

T[—IE soul of Jodindranath Mawhwor clove to the god of this
universe and he meditated the law of the Shastras.

He was a man of moderate income inherited for the most
part from his fathers, of whom there were sevevral, slightly
augmented by his own rather desultory operations of commerce.
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He had never made money by conquest and was inclined to
regard this method of acquisition as antiguated; as helonging
rather to the days of his favorite author than to our own.

He had followed the advice of the Sutras, had become the
head of an house in the not unprosperous city of Migdalb, in
a quarter where dwelt a reasonable proportion of fairly honest
and honourable people not unaverse to gossip and visits. His
house was situated by a watercourse, in lieu of new fangled
plumbing, and in this his custom was at one with that of the
earliest Celts. It was divided in various chambers for various
occupations, surrounded by a commodious garden, and pos-
sessed of the two chief chambers, the “exterior” and the “in-
terior” (butt and ben). The interior was the place for his
women, the exterior enhanced with rich perfumes, contained
a bed, soft, luscious, and agreeable to the action of vision,
covered with a cloth of unrivalled whiteness. It was a little
humped in the middle, and surmounted with garlands and
bundles of flowers, which were sometimes renewed in the morn-
ing. Upon it were also a coverlet brightly embroidered and
two cylindrical pillows, one at the head and the other placed at
the foot. There was also a sort of sofa or bed for repose, at
the head of which stood a case for unguents, and perfumes to
be used during the night, and a stand for flowers and pots of
cosmetic and other odoriferous substances, essences for per-
fuming the breath, new cut slices of lemon peel and such things
as were fitting. On the floor near the sofa rested a metal spit-
toon, and a toilet case, and above it was a luth suspended from
an elephant’s tusk, uncut but banded with silver. There was
also a drawing table, a bow! of perfume, a few books, and a
garland of amaranths. Further off was a sort of round chair
or tabouret, a chest containing a chess board, and a low table
for dicing. In the outer apartment were cages for Jodindra-
nath’s birds. "He had a great many too many. There were
separate small rooms for spinning, and one for carving in wood
and such like dilettantismes. In the garden was a sort of merry-
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go-round of good rope, looking more or less like a May-pole.

There was likewise a common see-saw or teeter, a green house,

a sort of rock garden, and two not too comfortable benches.
2.

Jodindranath rose in the morning and brushed his teeth, after
having performed other unavoidabie duties as prescribed mn
the sutra, and he applied to his body a not excessive, as he con-
sidered it, amount of unguents and perfumes. He then black-
ened his eyebrows, drew faint lines under his eyes, put a fair
deal of rouge on his lips, and regarded himself in a mirror.
Then having chewed a few betel leaves to perfume his breath,
and munched another bonne-bouche of perfume, he set about
his day’s business. He was a creature of habit. That is to
say, he bathed, daily. And upen alternate days he anointed his
person with oil, and on the third day he lamented that the mossy
substance employed by the earliest orthodox hindoos ‘was no
longer obtainable, He had never been brought to regard soap
with complaisance. His conscience was troubled, both as to the
religious and social bearing of this solidified grease. He suspect-
ed the presence of beef-suet, it was at best a parvenu and Mo-
hametan substance. Every four days he shaved, that is to

say, he shaved his head and his visage, every five or ten days

he shaved all the rest of his body. He meticulously removed
the sweat from his arm-pits. He ate three meals daily; in the
merning, afternoon and at evening as is prescribed in the
Charayana.

Immediately after breakfast he spent some time instructing
his parrots in language. He then proceeded to cock-fights, quail-
fights and ram-fights; froin them to the classical plays, though
their representations have sadly diminished. H,e‘slept some
hours at mid-day. Then, as is befitting to the head of an house,
he had himself arrayed in his ornaments and habiliment and
passed the afternoon in talk with his friends and acquaintance.
The evening was given over to singing. Toward the end of it
_ Jodindranath, as the head of his house, retaining only one friend
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- in his company, sat waiting in the aforementioned perfumed
and well arranged chamber. As the lady with whom he was at
that time connected did no arrive on the instant, Le considered
sending a messenger to reproach her. The atmosphere grew
uneasy. His friend Mohon fidgeted slightly.

Then the lady arrived. Mohon, his friend, rose graciously
bidding her welcome, spoke a few pleasant words and retired.
Jodinranath remained. And for that day, the twenty fifth of
August, 1916, this was his last occupation. In this respect the
- day resembled all others.

This sort, of thing has gone on for thirty five hundred years
and there have been no disastrous consequences.

S

As to Jodindranath’s thoughts and acts after Mohon had left
him, I can speak with no definite certainty. I know that my
friend was deeply religious; that he modeled his life on the
_ Shatras and somewhat on the Sutra. To the Kama Sutra he
had given minute attention. He was firmly convinced that one
should not take one’s pleasure with a woman who was a lunatic,
or leperous, or too white, or too black, or who gave forth an
unpleasant odor, or who lived an ascetic life, or whose husband
was a man given to wrath and possessed of inordinate power.
These points were to him a matter of grave religion.

He considered that his friends should be constant and that
they should assist his designs.
~ He considered it fitting that a citizen should enter into rela-
tions with laundrymen, barbers, cowmen, florists, druggists,
merchants of betel leaves, cab-drivers, and with the wives of
all these. :

He had carefully considered the sizes and shapes and ancient
categories of women; to wit, those which should be classified
as she-dog, she-horse, and she-elephant, according to their cubic
volume. He agreed with the classic author who recommends
men to choose women about their own size.

The doctrine that love results either from continuous habit,
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from imagination, from faith, or from the perception of exterior
objects, or from a mixture of some or all of these causes, gave
him no difficulty. He accepted the old authors freely.

We have left him with Lalunmokish seated upon the bed
humped in the middle. I can but add that he had carefully
considered the definitions laid down in the Sutra; kiss nominal,
kiss palpitant, kiss contactic, the kiss of one lip and of two lips
(preferring the latter), the kiss transferred, the kiss showing
intention. Beyond this he had studied the various methods of
scratching and tickling, and the nail pressures as follows: sonor-
ous, half moon and circle, peacock-claw, and blue-lotus.

He considered that the Sutra was too vague when it described
the Bengali women, saying that they have large nails, and that
the southern women have small nails, which may serve i
divers manners for giving pleasure but give less grace to the
hand. Biting he did not much approve. Nor was he very
greatly impressed with the literary tastes of the public women in
Paraliputra. He read books, but not a great many. IHe pre-
ferred conversation which did not leave the main groove. He
did not mind its being familiar.

(For myself I can only profess the deepest respect for the
women of Paraliputra, who have ever been the friends of brah-
mins and of students and who have greatly supported the arts.)

4.

Upon the day following, as Jodindranath was retiring for his
mid-day repose, his son entered the perfumed apartment. Jod-
indra closed the book he had been reading. The boy was about”
twelve years of age. Jodindra began to instruct him, but with-
out indicating what remarks were his own and what derived
from ancient authority. He said:—

“Flower of my life, lotus bud of the parent stem, you must
preserve our line and keep fat our ancestral spirits lest they be
found withered like bats, as is said in the Mahabharata. And
for this purpose you will doubtless marry a virgin of your own
caste and acquire a legal posterity and a good reputation. Still

A
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the usage of women is not for one purpose only, for what pur-
pose is the usage of women?”’ =

“The use of women,” answered the boy, “is for generation
and pleasure.” :

“There is also a third use,” said his father, “yet with certain
women you must not mingle. Who are the prohibited women?”

The boy answered, “We should not practise dalliance with the
women of higher caste, or with those whom another has had for
his pleasure, even though they are of our own ‘caste. But the
practise of dalliance with women of lower caste, and with
women expelled from their own caste, and with public women,
and with women who have been twice married is neither com-
manded us nor forbidden.”

“With such women,” said Jodindranath, “dalliance has no
object save pleasure. But there are seasons in life when ouae
should think broadly, There are circumstances when you should
not merely parrot a text or think only as you have been told by
your tutor. As in dalliance itseif there is no text to be followed
verbatim, for a man should trust in part to the whim of the
moment and not govern himself wholly by rules, so in making
your career and position, you should think of more things than
generation and pleasure.

“You need not say merely: ‘The woman is willing’ or ‘She
has been two times married, what harm can there be in this
business?” These are mere thoughts of the senses, impractical
fancies. But you have your life before you, and perchance a
time will come when you may say, ‘This woman has gained the
heart of a very great husband, and rules him, and he is a friend
of my enemy, if T can gain favor with her, she will persuade
him to give up my enemy.’ My son, you must manage your
rudder. And again, if her husband have some evil desiga
against you, she may divert him, or again you may say, ‘If I
gain her favor I may then make an end of her husband and we
shall have all his great riches. Or if you should fall into
misfortune and say, ‘A liaison with this woman is in no way
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beset with danger, she will bring me a very large treasure, of
which I am greatly in need considering my pestilent poverty
and my inability to make a good living.’

“Or again: ‘This woman knows my weak points, and if I
refuse her she will blab them abroad and tarnish my reputa-
tion. And she will set her husband against me.’

“Or again: ‘This woman's husband has violated my womesi,
I will give him his own with good interest.’

“Or again: ‘With this woman’s aid I may kill the enemy of
Raja, whom I have been ordered to kill, and she hides him.’

“Or again: ‘The woman I love is under this female’s influ-
ence, I will use one as the road to the other.

“Or:. "This woman will get me a rich wife whom I cannot
get at without her.” No, my Blue Lotus, life is a serious mat-
ter. You will not always have me to guide you. You must
think of practical matters. Under such circumstances you
should ally yourself with such women.”

Thus spoke fodindra; but the council is very ancient and is
mostly to be found in the Sutras. These hooks have been
thought very holy. They contain chapters on pillules and
philtres. 3

When Jodindranath had finished this speech he sank back
upon one of the cylindrical cushions. In a few moments his
head bowed in slumber. This was the day for oil. The next
day he shaved his whole body. His life is not unduly ruffled.

Upon another day Jodindranath said to his son, “There are
certain low women, people of ill repute, addicted to avarice.
You should not converse with them at the street corners, lest
your creditors see you.”

His son’s life was not unduly ruffled.

.
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~ Imaginary Letters
(Six Letters of William Bland Burn to his Wite)
Wyndham Lewis

: Petrograd, January 7, 1917
DEAR Lydia, :

Your amiable letter to hand. I am glad Yorke's cold
is better. He has not a throat of iron—tout comme son
pere. But 1 should not wrap it up—When he hears me in
the house he always comes leaping in my direction; but the
moment he sees me, he seems to grow old and sober, rather
than shy, and when he gets within about five yards of me,
makes some innocently aggressive remark. I wish I could see
him more. These long absences at the ends of the Earth pre-
vent that. He thinks me a casual beggar I believe.

I am’glad you ask me those questions. “Why not be happy ?”
The chief use of a wife, after love, is to disgust you with your
weaknesses, and to watch them constantly returning, by all sorts
of bye-ways, to the attack. Or rather they seem to regard a
wife as ideal “cover,” and a first-rate avenue of return. You
kick one out one day, and you find him the next skulking
beneath your wife’s petticoat waiting his chance. The conjugal
skirt is a trap from which, any day you feel like hunting, you
can return with a full bag.

“Why not be happy?” That is, why not abandon the plane
of exasperation and restlessness, and be content with the
approximations and seli-deceptions of the majority? Well, of
course happiness of that sort is not within my grasp, if 1 wished
it. But why expect from vou a perpetual discipline? That dis-
cipline is however, at least as easy for you as for me, if you
think of it. The serenity and ease with which you accomplish
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the most gruesome self-restraints at first surprised me—until I s‘
remembered that vou did- not take them seriously, like me, or —
suffer from their necessity. Not having a sense of values (very |
roughly a masculine corner) but only the complacency of an ‘
obedient mummer, you cover the harshest ground with Spartan ‘
face. Tt is only when you are left alone that you complain or
question seriously. You forget a little the intricacies of our
ceremonial dance, and find that worrying. Don't be offended at
what I have been saying. You need not be ashamed of being
calmly hypnotic. Yorke was older than you when he was born.
We should all be mad if our mothers did not invigorate us with |
the airs of a twinkling, early and sweet world, and feed us
with a remote “happiness.”

You want more “happiness,” though, for your child. Why? |
I would not be anything but what I am (unless I could find %
something “unhappier”) and why should he, in the future, wish “
to be anything but what I think he will become? There is an
intoxication in the vistas of effort and self-castigation which ‘
cannot be bought with “happiness.”” Again you might say,
“Why be so hard on this person or on that, and not accept him
as a2 “good fellow,” or take him at the valuation of the world,
and derive amusement and sentimental satisfaction from him,
Richards, Hepburn, Tom, Mrs. Fisher Wake etc.. etc. They
have all been “quarrelled with.” That is, I have not been civil,
and we do not see them. But I have left you a Menu of equally
amusing birds to while away life with. You would have quar- .
relied with the first lot in time and in due course on unreason-
able grounds, if 1 had not forestalled you. T have merely done
the job cleanly and reasonably. Clean is not the word, you
argue, for this cold-blooded process. It is not veiled in the f
forms and frenzies of life, but indecently done hefore people
shocked into attention. The intellect is cruel and repugnant. {
Dirty, that is. (Everything loathesome is related to dirt),

I am attributing a line of argument to you and a tone, which
your questions do not warrant. But I am taking them to their

\
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ok
ultimate development. I must always do this, c’est mon mal et

- ... mon gloire.

Thousands of beautiful women have spent their lives in
cloisters; there are millions of old maids. When I am with
you I show a full, if not excessive, appteciation of your sex.
You have a child. With a sort of lofty cunning you dote on my
cleverness and improve your own. You would not be with me
if you required anything much different from what you get.
But still you deplore some of my notions and habits. I sus-
pect my friend Villerant of having smiled at my naivete, and
also suggested that in some things I was cracked and difficult.

I will follow the line of argument that your questions imply:
“Why not ease off a little?” You would say, “You will admit
that it is wncomfortable to be at loggerheads with anybody.
You flatter a person by taking so much notice of him as to turn
your back.”

(At this point I interject: “It is nevertheless more com-
fortable for me, in the long run, to be rude than to be polite.
It is a physical discomfort not to show, after a time, my feel-
ings.)

You continue: “Being so easily disgusted with people sug-
gests a naive idealism. We are all ridiculous, looked at prop-
erly, by means of our little forked bodies. We are disgusting
physically (except a few in their fluffy and velvety youth). So
why carp, and glare, and sheer off? Take life, in the English-
civilizéd way, as a joke; our funny bodies and their peculiar
needs, our ambitions, greeds, as comic stunts of an evidently
gentleman-creator, who is most unquestionably “a sport.”

At this point, my dear lady, T am going to stop you, and
bring in the counter-flux; release the over-mounting objections.

First. T feel that we are obviously in the position of Ulys-
ses’ companions; and there is nothing I resent more than people
settling dgwn to become what is sensible for a swine. I will
still stalk about with my stumpy legs, and hold my snout high,
however absurd it may be. We must get through this enchant-
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ment without too many memories of abasement. We most need,
in the inner fact, changing back into men again! And I don’t
want the “happiness” of the swill-pail, but a perpetual restless-
ness until the magic 1s over! I set out somewhere on a legea-
dary expedition—= I do not date from Nineteen Two.=— [ do not
feel like sniggering over our plight. I am permanently in a
bad temperi= (I am not a “a sport.”)

So! So! So!

Society, most people, have their little bit of beauty and
energy which is a small compartment of life. The rest is the
gentleman-animal, which ambles along, the end-in-itself== oh
yes!

I do not like the gentleman-animal. Ile is a poor beast.
His glory is to belong to a distinguished herd. He prefers to
himself a Human Cliche of manners, catch-phirases, fashion-
able slang, herd-voice (when he Baas the well-instructed can
instantly tell that he comes from a wery distinguished herd; or
from =z quite good herd; or from a respectable herd; as the case
may be. When he hears a similar Baa he pricks his ears up, and
Baas more loudly and lispingly himself, to show his label and
that he is there, he prefers a code which is, most of it, imbecile
in its inductions, impracticable, and not holding water, Human
weakness, human need—is the worse for a gloss. You do not
agree? I have that feeling very strongly.

But I have amplified too much, and will return to what I
wished immediately to say= The best that most people can see
is the amiable-comic, the comfortable, the advantages of the
gentleman-animal. 1, who see beauty and energy so miuch that
they bulk and outweigh a thousand times these cowardly con-
tentments and pis-allers, why should you expect me to admit
society as anything but an organized poltrooney and forgetful-
ness? The gentleman-animal has his points. And it is just
when he is successful that we should dislike him most. For he
is the most cunning effort of society to close its eyes and clog
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its ears. He is the great sham reconciliation and justifying of
ease.

I must leave you at this, my dear woman, as I have to cor-
rect proofs wanted to-morrow and twice written for=: In
: glancing through what I have written in this letter, I find things
that, were I writing for any but a familiar ear, wouid require
restating. There is an implication, for instance, that enthusi-
astic herd-man could, if he would, produce some excellent ego
in place of his social self, and that it is this immoral waste of
fine material that I object to== whereas of course he is radically
boring and obnoxious. He is a perfect wmetis, the gentleman-
animal, having crossed consummately his human and inhuman
qualities. I like to see things side by side, perfectly dual aad
unmixed. Neither side of a man is responsible for the other.

But you know my ideas on these subjects and can dialogue
for me as I have for you.

I wish, Lydia, you were here, with your body rasping uader
mine now. We could beat out this argument to another tune.

Send me more of Villerant’s Aunt Sally’s, or anyhody else’s,
to bowl at. I like these immemorial phizzes stuck up within
easy reach. I have bags full of cocoa-nuts!

As far as I can see I shall be stopping over here at least
another six wecks. The war continues! I was sorry to hear
Grant had been blown up. It sounds like a practical joke. I
hope Pampas will take care of himself.= Much occurs here of
the strangest. The Russian factor is quite curious in this game.
- It is really, much more than the other countries, a theatre to
itself, carrying on a play of quite a different description. Kiss
Yorke for me. All love to yourself.

Yours, William Burn.
(Next letter of series will appear in June number.)
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Prose Cotonales
Morns Ward

To G. M. Chadwick

“I the reed was a useless plant; for out of me
grow not figs nor apple nor grape-cluster ; but man
consecrated me in the mysteries of Helicon, pierc-
ing my frail lips and making me the channel of a
narrow stream; and thenceforth whenever 1 sip
the black drink, like one inspired I speak all words
with this voiceless mouth.—From the Greek
Anihology. Anonymous.

1

The New Dawn

“You have slept long, oh heart! And you, my heart's dear
comrade, whom men call Beauty—why have you awakened me
once more and made my bed no longer roses but sharp thorns?”
—“Too many are yet asleep: they have slept overlong. You
must awaken now and once more, in this golden dawning, sing
to them and to this silence round about them out of your soul’s
rich pain, out of your body's weariness. Sing, then, sing!"—
“I will, dear my heart, my Beauty, I will! But oh, the silence,
this silence!”

, II
At Evening

The lamp shines low in the silent room, and the lonely poet
dreams of long-forgotien evenings. Putting aside the volume
in my hand I caress the sumptuous fur of the cat asleep on my
knees, crooning to myself the while an old old folk song. With-
out, stretching far away into the horizon, the fields of golden_
wheat sway to and fro under the moon’s full light; and on the
screen of the window a single moth clings motionless, its fire-
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ke eyes drinking long draughts of the light which it cannot
reach.—Oh moth! why should you love so well the thing that

seeks your death?
An Invocation

111

You who love Beauty as the bee loves the flower, as the bird
loves the air—hail! You who lie awake at night dreaming of
the Beauty that is in the world yet not of the world—all hail !
~ You whose life is like a broken song trailing through the cease-
~ less monotone of human things—hail and farewell!

We were not long together, but haply neither will soon for-
get. Almost we understood each other, and in all the world
there is no word that touches life so quickly as “almost”. And
on that word we parted.

Because you have not learned that Beauty never stops to

' - kiss her chosen ones. You do not know that with her sweet,
- too-sweet and awful breath alone does she condemn them to
journey forever from flower to flower by day, by night from
- star to star. Even as you journey, a frail, wondrous and
. ghostly being, pouring forth your pain-mad melodies, broken
melodies, ceaselessly yearning toward the verge of that perfec-
. tion . . . ah! and you would have me leap into those chill
- profundities, out of the world, out of your dear remembrance,

out of the bright sun’s warmth, forever!

Hear me, passionate stricken one! Hear me this once: then

if you wili forget me; if you can remember still—For T have
- pondered on the rune of dreams and therein I have read:

That Beauty is always in the search and in the seeker; it is

- a wandering and not a goal; a wave and not the sea; a flame

and not the candle:

It is that soul wh1ch is not man, nor woman, nor child, nor

anything at all save one long shattered cry echomg down the
% gallenes of stupendous night!

i
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It is this cry that I now send to you, valiant and wayward
one, my sister :——
This, and once more, this: “Hail and farewell.”

v

The Lover's Lament

Once in the waning of an autumn day, as I was reading
to my beloved from a little book of verse, I came upon the
lines: “They are not long, the days of wine and roses: out of
a misty dream. ”  But suddenly a flower-like hand cov-
ered the page from my eyes and the moment of sweet gladness
that was mine vanished like the saffron tints from the clouds
beyond, as I felt her arms steal about my Lody and saw her
mute poppy lips craving yet another kiss—yet another kiss.

\7

Wanderers

Dreaming one night of a triumphant journey along the
Milky Way, traversing the Infinite from world to world as
though on flaming cushions, I was awakened by a dull shuffling
noise outside my door. I listened for a moment: “Ah, it is
only the old blind woman across the hall, stumbling in the dark-
ness on the way to her room.”"—And I went to sleep again, but
my dream had gone forever.

VI

The Accursed
“Into the same river thou mayst not step twice!” Oh sage
grim one, weaver at a sable loom, Heraclitus,—arise from your
ashes and I will show you a woman so fair that looking on her
you will love, and loving, nevermore plait your sombre nets of
Change l—“Into the same river thou mayst not step twice!’—
Not even if the river’s name is Love? .Answer me, spirit of
desperation, ruthless passer-by: not even Love?—Silence, only
silence, and the continual hasting of waters down to the
sea.
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VII

 Ennui

1 am tired of dancing and song, of pictures and the words

" that men ceaselessy utter without need. ‘And of my own danc-

ing and song, of my own visions and unavailing speech [ am
more tired still.—If so it might be, [ would like to have a rocm

" at the top of a tower, far above the earth: a room consecrated

to silence, where only the night could enter. And there T would
sit forever by the window, receiving the benedictions of the
stars, and watching in the moon’s pale disc the reflections in
lovers’ eyes as they drank from one another at the sorrowful

“fountains of illusion.

VIII

The Rose-JTar

Rose-jar, soft to the finger's touch, rose-jar like a maiden’s
breast, thou chance issue from the womb of Beauty—what
coarse-mouthed potter turned thee on his wheel, shaping thee
from the inert clay? And in what ancient garden bloomed the
flowers now so dry within thy comely belly, now so very dry
but oh so fragrant to the nostrils of the poet?—Rose-jar, soft
to the finger's touch, rose-jar like a maiden’s breast—and even
thou some day will lie upon the earth and all thy loveliness and

- all thy perfume will return again unto the zlay . . . unto
- the clay beneath swift brutal feet.

IX-
Vesperal
Clear-eyed evening, and thou, dark shadows, children of the
moon, Iet’us d:_mce together a little while, and sing to one
another antique melodies, compounded all of passion and youth
and glad forgetfulness.—For soon the morning will come again

out of the fateful East—the morning with all its sullen
duties.
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Announcements for June

The June issue will contain:

Eight new poems by William Butler- Yeats

“An Anachronism at Chinon” by Ezra Pound

The second installment of “Imaginary Letters” by Wyndham
Lewis :

The second part of T. S. Eliot’s “Eeldorp and Appleplex”

James Joyce has written to say that he will be among the 4
early contributors. )

The next number will be increased to at least 44 pages.

The Little Review Book Shop.

The Little Review Bookshop is now open.
E You may order any book you want from us and we have the
< facilities for delivering or mailing it to you at whatever time
you specify.
You may come in and look over our stock and take your
selections with you.
Some of the bocks you will want are these: !
James Joyce's Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man. $1.50 11
Nexo's Pelle the Congueror., Four volumes, $6.0c .
Gilbert Cannan's Mendel, $i.50
Romain Rolland’s Jean Christophe. Three volumes, $5.00
D. H. Lawrence’s Prussian Officer and Tewilight in Italy,
$1.50 each. :
Ethel Sidgwick's Promise and Succession. FEach $1.50
Ezra Pound’s Memoir of Gaudier-Brzeska. $3.50
The Imagist Anthology, 1917. 75 cents
Verharen's Love Poems, translated by F. S. Flint. $r1.00
The Plays of Emule Verharen, transiated by Flint, Arthur
Symons, etc. $I150 g
Willard Huntington Wright's Modern Painting and The
Creative Will. $2.50 and $1.50
Tagore’s Remiiniscences and Personality. TEach $1.50
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The complete works of Anatole France. Per volume, $1.23

The Works of Henri Fabre. 6 volumes. Each $1.50.

' The Works of Mark Twain. 25 volumes, $25.00

 Creative Intelligence, by John Dewey and others. $2.00

Carl Sandburg's Chicago Poems. $1.25

Joseph Conrad’s The Shadow Line. $1.35

Maurice Hewlett's Thorgils. $1.35

Andrevev's The Little Angel, The Crushed Flower, etc.
$1.35 and $1.50

Kuprin's 4 Slave Soul. $1.50

Tchekoff The Kiss, The Darling, The Duel, The Black Monk.
Each $1.25

Gorky's Confession and Twenty-Six Men and a Gwrl. $1.35

Dostoevsky's The Eternal Husband. $1.50

Gogol's Dead Souls, Taras Bulba, The Mantle. $1.40, $1.35.

Sologtib’s The Sweet-Scented Name. $1.50

; i Artzibashef’s Sanine, The Millionaire, The Breaking-Point.
Each $1.50

The Works of Freud and Jung.

Max Eastman’s Jowrnalism wversus Art, Understanding Ger-
many. S$1.00 and $1.25

John Cowper Powy's Confessions, Suspended Judgments.
$1.50 and $z.00

Paul Geraldy’s The War, Madame. 75 cents.

Amy Lowell's Men, Women and Ghosts. $1.25

H. D’s Sea Garden. 75 cents.

e D. H. Lawrence's Amores. $1.25

e W. W. Gibson’s Livelihood.. $1.25

1 ; The Stories of A. Neil Lyons. Each $1.25

L Sherwood Anderson’s Windy McPherson’s Son. $1.40

I, Mary MacLane. $1.40

NOTE.—We have some interesting discussion for the Reader
Cnttc this month, but owing to lack of space it will have to be
held over until the next issue.
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TEASLUNCHES

We move to 3 Sheridan Square Tuesday, HCay
the fifteenth.  You are®cordially invited to have
lunch, iea, or dinner. Open from itwelve-thirty to

eight.
Orders Taken for Studio “Geas
3 Sheridan Square

STATEMENT OF OWNERSHIP, MANAGEMENT, CIRCULATION,” ETC., RE
UIRED BY THE ACT OF CONGRESS, OF AUGUST 24, 1912. A%

Of THE LITTLE REVIEW, published monthly at New York, N. Y., for April 1st,1916.

State of New York, Couniy of New York—ss.

Before me, a Notary Public in and for the State and county aforesaid, personally
appeared Margaret C., Anderson, who, having been duly sworn according to law, de-
poses nnd says that she is the Publisher, Editor, Owner, Business Manager of THE
LITTLE REVIEW, and that the following is, to the best of her knowledge and belief,
a true statement of the ownership, management (and if a2 daily paper, the circujation),
etc., of the aforesaid publication for the date shown in the above caption, required by
the Act of August 24, 1913, embodied in section #48, Postal Laws and Regulations.
printed on the reverse of this form; to wit: %
" 1. That the names and addresses of the pwublisher, editor, managing editor, and
business managers are:

Publisher, Margaret C. Anderson, 31 W.Fourteenth St., New York; Editor, Margaret
C. Anderson, 81 W. Fourteenth St., New York; Managing Editor, Margaret C. Ander-
son, 31 W. Fourteenth St., New York; Business Manager, Margaret,C. Anderson, 81
W. Fourteenth St., New York.

2. That the owner 1s, Margaret C. Anderson.

3. That the known bondholders, mortgagees, and other security holders owning or
hold}\?g 1 per cent. or more of total amount of bonds, mortgages, or other securities
are: None.

4. That the two parzgraphs next above, giving the names of owners, stockholders,
and security holders, if any. contain not only the list of stockholders and seourity
holders as they appear upon the books of the company but also, in cases where the
stockholder or security holder appears upon the books of the company as trustee or
in any other fiduciary relation, the name of the person or corporation for whom such
frustee is acting, is given; also that the said two paragraphs contain statements em-
bracing affiant’s full knowledge and belief as to the circumstances and conditions
under which stockholders and security holders who do not appear upon the books of
the company as trustees, hold stock and securities in a capacity other than that of a
bona fide owner; and this affiant has no reason to believe that any other person, &sso-
ciation, or corporation, has any interest direct or indirect in the said stock, bonds,

or other securities than as so stated by her.
: ) MARGARET C. ANDERSON,
Sworn to and subscribed before me this 9th d%y of April, 1917,
5 WALTER HEARN, Notary Public,
(My commission expires March 30th, 1918,)



limpid purity of the master's style.

When Mark Twain first wrote
of laughter.

a historian—a seer.

A Real American

Mark Twain was a steamboat pilot.
He was a searcher for gold in the far
West. He was a printer. He worked
bitterly hard. All this without a glim-
mer of the great destiny that lay before
him. Then, with the opening of the
great wide West, his genius bloomed.

His fame spread through the nation.
It flew to the ends of the earth, until
his work was translated into strange
tongues. From then on, the path of
fame lay straight to the high places.
At the height of his fame he lost all
his money. He was heavily in debt,
but though 60 years old, he started
afresh and paid every cent. It was the
last heroic touch that drew him close
to the hearts of his countrymen.

The world hasasked is therean Ameri-
can literature? Mark Twain is the an-
swer. He is the heart, the spirit of
America. From his poor and struggling
boyhood to his glorious, splendid old
age, he remained as simple, as demo-
cratic as the plainest of our forefathers.

He was, of all Americans, the most Ameri-
can, Free in soul, and dreaming of high
things—brave in the face of trouble—and al-
ways ready to laugh, That was Mark Twain.

: ECALL that golden day when you first read ““ Huck Finn "'?
How your mother said, ‘“ For goodness’ sake, stop laughing

aloud over that book. You sound so silly." i 4
Today when you read ‘‘Huckleberry Finn'’ you will not laugh so much. You will chuckle
often, but you will also want to weep.
never saw, as a boy, will appeal to you now.

But you couldn’t stop laughing.

The deep humanity of it—the pathos, that you
You were too busy laughing to notice the

NMARIK "T"WAIN

** Huckleberry Finn" this land was swept with a gale
When he wrote *“ The Innocents Abroad " even Europe laughed at it itself.

But one day there appeared a new book from his pen, so spiritual, so true, so lofty that
those who did not know him well were amazed.  ‘‘ Joan of Arc’
Mark Twain was all of these.
moment's fun, but the whimsical-humor that made the tragedy of life more bearable.

was the work of a poet—
His was not the light laughter of a

The Price Goes Up
25 VOLUME Novels—Stories — Humor

Essays—Travel — History

This i# Mark Twain's own set. Thigisthe set he
wanted in the home of each of those who love him.
Because he asked it, Harpers have worked to make
a perfect set at a reduced price.

Before the war we had a contract price for paper,
so we could sell this set’of Mark Twain at half price.

Send the Coupon Without Money

The liast of t;\e edition isin sight. The B RS
price of paper has gone up. There can Ao Y
be no more Mark Twain at the present HARPER &
price. There never again will be BROTHERS

Fraoklin Sq., N, Y.

any more Mark Twain at the pres.
ent price. Get the 25 volumes
now, while you can. Every
American has got to have a
set of Mark Twain in his
home. Get yours now
and save money.
Your children want

Send me, all charges
prepaid, a set of Mark
Twain’'s works in 25
volumes, illustrated, bound
in handsome green cloth,

Mark Twain. You stamped in gold, gold tops and
want him, Send untrimmed edges. Ifnot satisfac-
this coupon to, tory, I will return them at your ex-
ARV=OW— pense, Otherwise I will send you $1,00
while yon within 5 days and $2.00 a month for 12
are look- months, thus getting the benefit of your
ing at half-price sale, Little Review
it.



Special Offer
AMES JOYCE'S A Peortrait of the Artist as a Young Man
and a year's subscription to 7/e Little Review for $2.50.

We are happy to announce that through the courtesy
of Mr. Huebsch we are able to make the following
unusual offer, open to any one who sends in a subscrip=
tion (or a renewal) to The Little Review:

Mr. Joyce's Portrait of the Artist as a Y oung Man,
the most important and beautiful piece of novel writing
to be found in English today, retails for $1.50. The
subscription price of The Little Review is $1.50. We
will cut the latter to $1.00, for this special offer, and
you may have the book and the subscription for $2.50.
Or you may have Mr. Joyce's Dubliners instead.

This is an offer you cannot afford to miss. Send
your order at once to

THE LITTLE REVIEW
31 West 14th Street
New York City.

& b
Foreign Subscriptions

received at English office of

The Little Review

5 Holland Place Chambers

Kensington, London, W. 8.
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