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VI. OBSERVATIONS PRELIMINARY T O A 

DEFINITION O F "IMAGINARY" 
B Y D . M A R S D E N 

I 

THE difficulties standing in the way of a satis
factory definition of imaginary very greatly 
exceed those presented by the term real, 

which was the subject of our last study. The reason 
is that the activities with which the latter is concerned, 
i.e. whether a name has been rightly or wrongly applied 
to a given phenomenon, can be expressed in terms 
which are comparatively superficial. The term 
imaginary, on the contrary, embodies a distinction 
between vi ta l activities so basic that an adequate 
consideration of them forces a definition of the term 
life itself. That is, the ontological questions which, 
with anything approximating to skil l one might 
successfully evade in considering real, become the 
ever-present substance of one's care in considering 
imaginary. I t is perhaps desirable therefore to state 
our motive for insinuating a study of imaginary 
between real on the one hand, and its opposite, illu
sory, on the other. Our justification is, that in order 
to close up certain leakages of meaning in the term 
real itself i t is necessary to do so. There exists a 
loosely held but widespread assumption, which 
psychologists themselves show no anxiety to under
mine and to which indeed the perfunctory manner 
in which psychology deals with imagination is directly 
due, that the imaginary stands in some sort of anti
thetical relation to the real. 

Yet that such assumption is erroneous is easily 
demonstrable. There is nothing in the meaning of 
either term to render the one exclusive of the other. 
On the contrary, both can be, and are, simultaneously 
applied to one and the same image : as when we quite 
correctly say of an image, "It is really imaginary.'" 
The two terms do bear a close relation to each other, 
but i t is not one of antithesis. The actual antithesis 
of real is, as we have already indicated, the term 
illusory. 

(2) The first preliminary to our study then wi l l be 

to indicate precisely what the relationship between 
imaginary and real is. I t w i l l be found that the 
ground has already been partly covered in our chapter 
on the real. It wi l l moreover be further covered i n 
connexion with illusory. A t this point therefore we 
shall merely have to state the relationship i n its 
categoric form. Thought is a special mode of applica
tion of the powers of imagination. When we think, we 
use imaginary images in a particular way. The 
element which distinguishes thought-inspired act ivi ty 
as against instinctive activity is the imaginative one ; 
and men's minds have rightly apprehended the facts 
of the situation when they, speaking of the power of 
thought in general, usually intend that one shall 
understand thereby imagination rather than thought 
as the more characteristic and inclusive term. 

(3) The characteristics which distinguish thought 
and imagination from each other can be reduced in 
words to very modest dimensions, though their issue 
in action involves a l l the difference which lies between 
the imaginary and the real. Fo r thought produces 
the last and imagination the first. We wi l l state the 
difference thus : In imagination the imaginary image 
combines with like imaginary images. In thought 
imaginary images pair, one by one, each wi th its 
corresponding external image. Thinking is therefore 
the interlacing of the imaginary with its external 
counterpart (as presumed). If when the latter is 
subjected to certain standard usages such presump
tion proves itself justified, upon the external image 
is superimposed a distinctive label. A s product half 
of the imaginary and half the external i t now consti
tuted a realized image. In such manner does the 
imaginary image intertwining with the external call 
into existence the world of reality. After a l ike 
manner also does i t create that of illusion. 

(4) When we compare external wi th imaginary 
images, we find many common points of likeness. 
B o t h alike are, felt. Bo th show liveliness and strength 
and both are equally capable of showing aspects of 
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keen pleasure and acute pain. Judged from the point 
of v iew of seeking an increase of satisfaction alongside 
a diminut ion of pain, however, an outstanding 
difference presents itself between them, in that 
imaginary images show an orderliness and intelligence 
of sequence i n pursuit of these ends which is constantly 
giving a lead to the external world. I t is the supe
r ior i ty of the imaginary in this very respect that 
gives purpose to the processes of thinking. Thought 
is a bridge which the human species has constructed 
as a means whereby the external order of images 
can be impregnated with something of the imaginary's 
particular quality i n this respect. The real world 
as the immediate issue of thought is man's ingenious 
and unique creation giving body and form to this 
precise intention, giving a lead to the external world. 

I I 
(5) H a v i n g dealt wi th the imputed antithesis of 

imaginary, our second preliminary wi l l be concerned 
wi th its actual antithesis. The conception which 
opposes and completes that of the imaginary image 
is an external one. S o ! A t the very threshold of 
our inquiry we are confronted with the riddle alike 
of philosophy and science—that of space. Whatever 
explanation one may be prepared to give of this 
element of disruption and cleavage operating among 
the total i ty of life's images, space must always 
remain the factor from which the imaginary derives 
its significance. No account of imaginary therefore 
can proceed any part of its course without giving 
some account of space also. We shall not pretend 
to offer here any detailed account of space. We 
shall merely hope to be able to indicate on what 
lines any such account must travel, the facts of life 
being what they are. 

(6) Le t the vital unit be described as the unit of 
feeling, the unit of cognition, life, the ego or the 
universe. B y whatever name i t is called, its essential 
characteristics wi l l i n each case be identical : i t wi l l 
comprehend within its borders distinction, difference, 
and division. Essentially, life is the unit which 
cannot be described (because it cannot be experienced) 
under a single aspect. Taken throughout its entire 
range from the cell which is simply a stomach to the 
complexest type of humanity, the number of elements 
under which the fact of life is expressible is threefold. 
W e can speak of life even as we can experience it , 
only as a trinity: the t r in i ty of organism, external 
world, and space. W e might say that these three 
represent in an unrupturable union life's two poles, 
together with the axis which at once joins and divides 
t h e m ! A n d just as one pole is meaningless save i n 
relation to the other and both meaningless save in 
relation to a dividing and unit ing axis, so is an 
organism meaningless apart from its world, and both 
together meaningless apart from space. Hence, 
whether we elect to say that life is the establishment 
of an organism, or the establishment of space, or the 
b i r th of the external world matters nothing. Each 
statement equally inplicates the remaining two. 
E a c h portends the same single but triune-faced fact 
of life, of a universe, and of an ego. 

Le t us once more traverse the selfsame fact. Let 
us begin by saying that the minimum of life is the 
establishment of a Self. Even so, the same logical 
chain promptly ravels down. Fo r the meaning of 
self exists only in relation to another term—the 
not-self, while the relation of a self to a not-self can 
be postulated only by postulating also the existence 
of some principle of division. A n d that brings us 
back to space aga in! Always the same three in one 
and one in three! 

(7) Before considering whether even this triune 
aspect of life exhausts the prime and ini t ia l postulates 
necessary for the bare statement of life, let us see 
whether i t is possible to assemble a set of conditions 

which could illustrate the facts as far as stated. 
Can we establish a unified system; a self-contained 
universe comprising within itself two worlds in t i 
mately combined and yet drastically alienated; alike 
yet opposite ; different yet interacting in mutually 
fitting adjustment one with the other? Let us t ry 
to construct after the dynamic model a logical replica 
of such conditions. Let us postulate a nodule of 
energy comprising force in a state of steadily increasing 
tension. The tension growing, let us say that finally 
i t reaches explosion-point; and the explosion effecting 
itself i t has to show as its sequel a disintegration of 
the ini t ia l force into two streams differing from one 
another as positive to negative, equal but opposite 
and inclining to opposite poles. Say that each 
thread of each stream has its own twin poles, and 
that the positive poles of al l the threads come together 
and meet round about a point, thus rendering the latter 
a nucleus from which the threads joining them with 
the negative poles strike outwards like radi i from 
the centre to the circumference of a sphere. A d d also 
that knots form in the outgoing threads, thus pro
ducing denser patches in the finer whole, and we can 
begin to allocate the rôles. 

(8) The cluster of intercommunicating positive 
poles represents the organism—the self. The fine 
threads extending divergently from the centre to a l l 
points of the universe are the substance of space 
along which travel the currents passing between 
their respective poles and to whose contact wi th the 
positive poles we give the name sensation. A t a 
relatively small distance from the actual centre, i.e. 
from the nuclei of the nervous system, there is woven 
out of the relatively dense and close-packed threads 
an outer line of defence—a system of l imited entrances 
and exits—by way of which as the sense-organs the 
currents pass inward from the negative poles. The 
expanse of space is the direct measure of the strength 
of propulsion existing in the total v i t a l system. The 
knots in the spatial substance are the furnishings of 
space : the objects comprising the external world. 
Life itself is the establishment and maintenance of 
space and the passage of the positive and negative 
currents travelling through space between their 
respective poles. Conversely must death be the 
shrinkage to vanishing-point of the threads of space. 
When " t o dying eyes the casement slowly grows a 
glimmering square," the last weak rays of space are 
swiftly shrinking, fading, fainting. Then suddenly 
they are no t ; and life's brief adventure is finished : 
Organism, World , Space, and Time alike involved i n 
the one common dissolution. 

(9) Which brings us to the rôle, in the logical 
scheme of things, which has been labelled Time. For , 
once the fact of life has been rendered capable of 
logical manipulation (if we may use such a conjunction 
of term) by the postulating of a self, a world, and 
space, i t becomes evident that this threefold rendering 
by no means exhausts the whole of life's prime 
aspects. It becomes clear that life is not merely a 
triune but a multi-featured fact ; so that when one 
of its forms (to w i t : man) is taken with a desire to 
paraphrase it by means of verbal symbols, these 
same symbols wi l l run to a lengthy list before they 
have taken account of even its most essential features. 
Accordingly, the rôle of Time equally with those of 
space and the world is inherent in the account already 
given wherein we paraphrased the life's beginnings. 
If, for instance, the pre-vital condition be one of 
tension between forces, the one of which has to secure 
a preponderance of strength before the v i t a l condition 
can establish itself, the system when so established 
wi l l stil l retain within itself, in, addition to forces of 
a v i ta l tendency, those forces which were ant i -vi ta l . 
Life indeed wi l l represent merely the domination of 
these latter forces by the former. That is, while the. 
latter are dominated so long as life maintains itself, 
they are not annihilated. Accordingly, throughout 
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the period of existence of every v i t a l system, certain 
forces wi l l remain within i t inimical to its preserva
t ion and maintenance. Not a l l currents therefore 
which travel between pole and pole can be equally 
v i ta l ly welcome; consequently the characteristic 
which we call preference w i l l hold a prime place in 
every system. I t is this fact of preference which 
constitutes the all-important v i ta l attitude of affir
mation and negation: the sense of Is and Is-not which 
attends in the nicest discrimination upon al l things. 
The same fact, too, yields the attitude of desire and 
repulsion: satisfaction and frustration; a l l of them 
primary basic v i t a l attitudes. As for t i m e : vital 
time must be the sustentation of effort: the actual 
yielding of the tol l levied upon a system's strength 
to the end that the forces within i t making for its 
maintenance shall prevail against those which are 
warring against i t . Thus time is the small change 
into which the v i ta l strength of the system converts 
itself, and the form in which from its advent to its 
close i t spends and exhausts itself upon its preferences. 

(10) The most obvious objection to any such 
paraphrase of the facts of life as the one just given 
is that i t makes space and time into mere items or 
adjuncts of the individual v i ta l system : beginning 
with i t and ending with i t . This objection, given 
force to as i t is on the one hand by consideration 
of the illimitable and abiding-seeming character of 
the spatial "universe," and on the other by the 
unending tale of the world's history, i n time looks 
sufficiently overwhelming. To our understanding, 
however, i t seems that in a complete statement of 
a theory on these lines these objections, while serious, 
can be shown to stop just short of total overwhelming-
ness. A n d at this point we must leave the subject 
for the time being. 

I I I 
(11) The first important corollary to such a concep

tion of space is that i t forces an immediate overhauling 
of the dualism with which Descartes handicapped 
modern philosophy at its inception, and which has 
preyed upon its strength from that day to this. The 
essential oneness in difference of the cognitional 
activity involving as i t does both " p o l e s " (positive 
and negative, subjective or objective, just as we 
choose to name them), lays a ban upon a division 
into a "mind-s tuf f" which cognizes on the one hand 
and a " s t u f f " of a different k ind which is cognized 
on the other. Descartes' first postulate of a res 
cogitans versus a res extensa is left without any logical 
base, and presents itself as a distortion of a l l that is 
characteristic of life as the unit of cognition and 
feeling. The attempt to set the " c o n t e n t " of 
cognition over against a cognitive " a c t i v i t y " 
abstracted by some asserted means from cognition 
as a whole, can hope for as much success as an analo
gous attempt to outline the course of an express train 
by constructing a stone wall across the railway-track. 
Such division, however, has obtained what practically 
we may call universal acceptance. The fact that i t 
has accounts for the paralysed condition in which 
philosophy finds itself and for the open and—shall 
we say—shameless confession of impotence which 
philosophy's most earnest and strenuous servants 
find themselves driven to make. We have already 
quoted Spencer's opinion that this dualism—whose 
genuineness he accepts as wholeheartedly as any 
transcendentalist—is one "never to be transcended 
while consciousness lasts." A writer of like mental 
complexion, D r . Tyndal l , says: " T h e passage from 
the physics of the brain to the corresponding facts 
of consciousness is unthinkable. Granted that a 
definite thought and a definite molecular action in 
the brain occur simultaneously, we do not possess the 
intellectual organ which would enable us to pass 
by a process of reasoning from the one to the other. 
They appear together, but we do not know why ." 

A n d Hux ley says, " I know nothing whatever, and 
never hope to know anything, of the steps by which 
the passage from molecular movement to states of 
consciousness is effected." 

(12) Among their very many differences and dis
agreements i n creed and temperament, the one count 
on which idealist and (latter-day) materialist opinion 
are at one is that the phenomena of thought and 
matter present nowhere a mutual point of contact. 
Bo th schools hold that the two sets of phenomena 
run parallel courses and, because parallel, they remain 
for ever apart. A difference in manners perhaps : 
a deeper estimation of the value of suavity may 
inspire idealist opinion to garb itself in a more soothing 
raiment, and it might say that though the antithesis 
of thought and matter is a positive and indeed 
supreme fact, nature would not be so unkind as to 
leave us without a reconciling principle somewhere ; 
that in fact there is a reconciling principle but that 
its place of residence is unfortunately outside the 
boundaries of Time and Space. Which is not much 
use to people whose interests al l lie within Time and 
Space ! 

(13) Obviously this dualism which modern philo
sophy has maintained from first to last is a matter i n 
which the imaginary has a paramount concern. Since 
we have claimed that imagination is the element of 
all that is essential in thought, we must be prepared 
to make the imaginary responsible for al l that has 
rendered thought as contrasted with matter a mystery. 
For us this dualism which we hold is not impossible 
of resolution wil l have to be described as that of 
imagination versus matter, rather than that of thought 
(or mind) versus matter. 

(14) While the working-out of the details of our 
position must be postponed unt i l we have dealt with 
imaginary itself, we can here state a number of 
conclusions which wi l l show what direction our 
argument is taking. In the first place, in accordance 
with the theory of space just outlined, we maintain 
that cognized images cannot be opposed to some 
cognizing activity which "ach i eves" them. There 
is nothing in experience to correspond with a res 
cogitans and a res extensa. Cognition, feeling, life, 
reduced to its very simplest element, constitutes a 
unity comprehending both aspects. Abstract from 
it either, and there remains—nothing! The spatial 
pole (if we may so describe it) is not one whit less 
involved in any single cognition than the organic 
pole, and vice versa. The current of movement which 
effects its course between the two achieves one single, 
unbroken, compound, cognitive fact. That com
pound creation we know under the description of 
things : of objects occupying space. Matter, that is 
thinghood, is the activity of both self and not-self 
acting as a whole. 

(15) I t is to be noted how persistently philosophy 
directs a bl ind eye upon this elementary fact of 
cognition. That every spatial fact is just as much 
a state of consciousness as is any inner or mental 
fact is always ignored in practice in spite of the l ip-
service which is paid to i t in theory. Philosophers 
speak of " t h e passage from molecular movement to 
states of consciousness," as though i t were possible 
to conceive of them as something other than states 
of consciousness. Ye t molecular movement has as 
much claim to be regarded as just such a conscious 
state as a state of bliss or of agony or any k ind of 
feeling whatsoever. In this respect there is no 
distinction to be drawn between the most ultimate 
ray of the remotest star or the instrument which 
fixes it , and the glow of exultation following upon 
the ray's discovery. A l l are states of consciousness 
equally. So too are the litt le shapes called figures 
under which the changes observed in a muscle are 
subsumed as quantities, together with the muscle 
itself, wi th the scalpel and the forceps and al l the 
multitudinous images which constitute the physical. 



20 THE EGOIST Feb rua ry 1917 

history of matter. In short, i t is not possible to 
pass from anything whatsoever to a state of conscious
ness, s imply because everything whatsoever is a 
state of consciousness. 

(16) Where then are we to look for the source of 
confusion? That such a source exists is plain. The 
antithesis of mind versus matter would not have 
been so readily accepted unless i t possessed some
th ing more than a mere show of speciousness. This 
is our theory : the mistaken distinctions as between 
a res cogitans and a res extensa has been inspired by 
the distinction genuinely obtaining between two 
orders of cognition, i.e. that between cognition and 
recognition. That we are in possession of the right 
clue i n holding that the dualistic distinction has to 
do wi th a new form of cognitional activity which 
contrasts wi th the more elementary form of cognition 
is supported at the outset by the fact that philosophy 
accepts without demur al l the facts of cognition. 
Otherwise how account for the easy, not to say glib 
way i n which philosophers refer to the facts of physics: 
a l l of them cognitive facts. I t is an activity which 
is l ike and yet unlike cognition which introduces 
uneasiness. I t is the act ivi ty which supplements 
cognition which presents the stumbling-block. That 
ac t iv i ty is recognition: the act ivi ty which has become 
possible because man has discovered the way to 
create imaginary images. In the slow evolution of 
life's forms the imaginary image has supervened upon 
the cognitional world, and life has found itself impreg
nated with a new power. It is this newly acquired 
power which as thought and mind has baffled men's 
understanding from the beginning of his history. 
This revolutionary development in which cognitional 
act iv i ty is supplemented by an activity higher and 
more complex than itself but not basically different 
from it , made its appearance in creation with the 
advent of man. The instrument by which it effected 
itself, and by which it st i l l develops from strength 
to strength, is that of S P E E C H . B y means of speech 
man has effected among his k ind—in a k ind of loop-
line extension at cognition's positive pole—a prolonga
t ion of the current which in instinctive activity 
eventuates in an immediate and forthright response 
whenever the latter is stimulated by a current running 
inward from the spatial pole. I t is in the mechanism 
of this " p a u s e " : rather in this extension of the 
current's circuit, that the substance of our theory 
of the imaginary is to be sought. 

I V 
(17) The foregoing section summarized amounts to 

t h i s : On grounds which we propose soon to develop, 
we conclude that the supposed antithesis of matter 
and mind is actually reducible to what amounts to 
no more than a mere distinction between two forms 
of cognition : cognition proper and recognition. These 
two activities can be represented by their distinctive 
products as those productive characteristically of the 
world of external objects and the world of imagina
t ion. Bo th these worlds meet and combine to make 
the world of thought; while going back to the origin 
of the entire distinction again we have to say that 
the development of recognition out of its elemental 
form cognition was made possible in man because 
with him began the era of Speech. In short, life's 
dualism is a mistake which can be explained while 
i t cannot be defended. 

(18) This side of the subject we now leave to deal 
wi th another subject quite different from dualism 
intrinsically, but one which in its application has 
become closely implicated in dualism's defence. We 
refer to the presentment of the theory of psycho
physical parallelism which has latterly secured a 
dominant position as that which explains most 
acceptably the theory of dualism. In our opinion 
the enormities of the explanation exceed even those 
of the theory which it seeks to explain, inasmuch as 

i t misconstrues the entire function of science and 
the whole meaning of knowledge. The theory main
tains that while no state of consciousness ever takes 
place without concomitant changes in the neural 
system, yet is there no causal connexion between 
the two. The neural changes run their course con
comitant with, and correlated to the changes i n 
consciousness, but neither course ever overflows the 
limits of its own self-contained system so as to 
establish direct connexion with the other. The 
passage from Professor James which we quote below 
wi l l describe the position : though i t should be noted 
that of parallelists there are two varieties: one might 
say a higher and a lower accordingly as each holds 
that the one or the other of the self-contained systems 
is the dominant one. 

" I f we knew thoroughly the nervous system of 
Shakespeare, and as thoroughly a l l his environing 
conditions . . . we should be able . . . to show why 
his hand came to trace on certain sheets of paper those 
crabbed l i t t le black marks which we for shortness' 
sake call the manuscript of Hamlet . We should 
understand the rationale of every erasure and altera
tion therein, and we should understand a l l this 
without in the slightest degree acknowledging the 
existence of the thoughts in Shakespeare's mind. . . . 
On the other hand, nothing in a l l this could prevent 
us from giving an equally complete account of . . . 
Shakespeare's spiritual history, an account in which 
every gleam of thought and emotion should find its 
place. The mind-history would run alongside of the 
body-history of each man, and each point in the 
one would correspond to, but not react upon, a point 
in the other. So the melody floats from the harp-
strings, but neither checks nor quickens its vibra
t ions; so the shadow runs alongside the pedestrian, 
but in no way influences his steps." 

(19) Now what k ind of reason is offered in defence 
of the bold assertion that phenomena, presenting 
themselves in such unvarying interconnexion as the 
theory of parallelism says neural and conscious pro
cesses do, stand in no sort of causal connexion the 
one with the other? We wi l l let its advocates speak 
for themselves. Professor Stout (who would be 
classified as of the "higher persuasion) puts the 
reason expressly in the passage in the subjoined 
quotation which we have marked by italics : 

" W h e n we come to the direct connexion between 
a nervous process and a correlated conscious process, 
we find a complete solution of continuity. The two 
processes have no common factor. Their connexion 
lies entirely outside of our total knowledge of physical 
nature on the one hand, and of conscious process on 
the other. The laws which govern the change of 
position of bodies and of their component atoms 
and molecules in space, evidently have nothing to 
do with the relation between a material occurrence 
and a conscious occurrence. 

"No reason in the world can be assigned why the 
change produced in the grey pulpy substance of the 
cortex by light of a certain wave-length should be accom
panied by the sensation red, and why that produced by 
light of a different wave-length should be accompanied 
by the sensation green. It is equally unintelligible that 
a state of volition should be followed by a change in the 
substance of the cortex and so immediately by the 
contraction of a muscle." 

The writer is here unmistakably arguing that 
notwithstanding the strict correlation and concomi
tance existing between the two processes, science 
must still further supply a satisfying answer to one 
particular why or be accounted incapable of establish
ing causal connexion between them. N o w let us 
note minutely what k ind of query this why represents. 
What the passage demands to know is why light of a 
certain wave-length should be accompanied by the 

(Continued on page 31) 
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PYGMALION 
B Y H . D . 

I 

S H A L L I let myself be caught 
in my own light, 
shall I let myself be broken 

in my own heat, 
or shall I cleft the rock as of old 
and break my own fire 
with its surface? 

Does this fire thwart me 
and my work, 
or my work— 
does it cloud this l i gh t ; 
which is the god, 
which the stone 
the god takes for his use? 

I I 
Which am I, 
the stone or the power 
that lifts the rock from the earth? 
A m I the master of this fire, 
Is this fire my own strength? 

A m I the master of this 
swirl upon swirl of light— 
have I made it as in old times 
I made the gods from the rock? 

Have I made this fire from myself, 
or is this arrogance— 
is this fire a god 
that seeks me in the dark? 

I I I 

I made image upon image for my use, 
I made image upon image for the grace 
of Pallas was my flint 
and my help was Hephaestos. 

I made god upon god 
step from the cold rock, 
I made the gods less than men 
for I was a man and they my work. 

A n d now what is i t that has come to pass 
for fire has shaken my hand, 
my strivings are dust. 

I V 

N o w what is i t that has come to pass? 
Over my head, fire stands, 
my marbles are alert. 

E a c h of the gods, perfect, 
cries out from a perfect throat : 
you are useless, 
no marble can bind me, 
no stone suggest. 

V 

They have melted into the light 
and I am desolate, 
they have melted 
each from his pl inth, 
each one departs. 

They have gone, 
what agony can express my grief? 

Each from his marble base 
has stepped into the light 
and my work is for naught. 

V I 

Now am I the power 
that has made this fire 
as of old I made the gods 
start from the rocks— 
am I the god 
or does this fire carve me 
for its use? 

JAMES JOYCE 
A T L A S T T H E N O V E L A P P E A R S * 

IT is unlikely that I shall say anything new about 
Mr . Joyce's novel, A Portrait of the Artist as a 
Young Man. I have already stated that i t is 

a book worth reading and that it is written in good 
prose. In using these terms I do not employ the 
looseness of the half-crown reviewer. 

I am very glad that i t is now possible for a few 
hundred people to read Mr . Joyce comfortably from 
a bound book, instead of from a much-handled file of 
E G O I S T S or from a slippery bundle of type-script. 
After much difficulty T H E E G O I S T itself turns publisher 
and produces A Portrait of the Artist as a volume, for 
the hatred of ordinary English publishers for good prose 
is, like the hatred of the Quarterly Review for good 
poetry, deep-rooted, traditional. 

Since Landor's Imaginary Conversations were ban
died from pillar to post, I doubt if any manuscript 
has met with so much opposition, and no manuscript 
has been more worth supporting. 

Landor is sti l l an unpopular author. H e is sti l l 
a terror to fools. He is sti l l concealed from the 
young (not for any alleged indecency, but simply 
because he did not acquiesce in certain popular follies). 
He, Landor, st i l l plays an inconspicuous rôle i n 
university courses. The amount of light which he 
would shed on the undergraduate mind would make 
students inconvenient to the average run of professors. 
B u t Landor is permanent. 

Members of the " F l y - F i s h e r s " and " R o y a l Auto
m o b i l e " clubs, and of the " I s thmian , " may not read 
him. They wi l l not read M r . Joyce. E pur si 
muove. Despite the printers and publishers the 
Br i t i sh Government has recognized M r . Joyce's 
literary merit. That is a definite gain for the party 
of intelligence. A number of qualified judges have 
acquiesced in my statement of two years ago, that 
M r . Joyce was an excellent and important writer of 
prose. 

The last few years have seen the gradual shaping 
of a party of intelligence, a party not bound by any 
central doctrine or theory. We cannot accurately 
define new writers by applying to them tag-names 
from old authors, but as there is no adequate means 
of conveying the general impression of their charac
teristics one may at times employ such terminology, 
carefully stating that the terms are nothing more 
than approximation. 

W i t h that qualification, I would say that James 
Joyce produces the nearest thing to Flaubertian prose 
that we have now in English, just as Wyndham Lewis 
has written a novel which is more like, and more fitly 
compared with, Dostoievsky than is the work of any 
of his contemporaries. In like manner M r . T. S. 
E l io t comes nearer to filling the place of Jules L a 
Forgue in our generation. (Doing the "nearest 

* A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man, by James Joyce . 
T H E E G O I S T L T D . R e a d y now, price 6s. 
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t h i n g " need not imply an approach to a standard, 
from a position inferior.) 

T w o of these writers have met with a l l sorts of 
opposition. I f M r . E l i o t probably has not yet 
encountered very much opposition, i t is only because 
his work is not yet very widely known. 

M y own income was considerably docked because 
I dared to say that Gaudier-Brzeska was a good 
sculptor and that Wyndham Lewis was a great master 
of design. I t has, however, reached an almost irre
ducible min imum, and I am, perhaps, fairly safe i n 
reasserting Joyce's abi l i ty as a writer. It w i l l cost 
me no more than a few violent attacks from several 
sheltered, and therefore courageous, anonymities. 

J A M E S J O Y C E B y R O A L D KRISTIAN 

When you tell the Irish that they are slow in recog
nizing their own men of genius they reply with 
street riots and politics. 

Now, despite the jobbing of bigots and of their 
sectarian publishing nouses, and despite the " F l y -
F i s h e r s " and the types which they represent, and 
despite the unwillingness of the print-packers (a word 
derived from pork-packers) and the ini t ial objections 
of the Dub l in publishers and the later unwillingness of 
the Engl ish publishers, Mr . Joyce's novel appears in 
book form, and intelligent readers gathering few by 
few w i l l read it , and it wi l l remain a permanent part of 
Engl ish literature—written by an Irishman in Trieste 
and first published in New Y o r k Ci ty . I doubt if a 
comparison of M r . Joyce to other English writers or 
Irish writers would much help to define him. One 
can only say that he is rather unlike them. The 
Portrait is very different from L' Education Sentimen
tale, but i t would be easier to compare it with that 
novel of Flaubert 's than with anything else. Flaubert 
pointed out that if France had studied his work they 
might have been saved a good deal in 1870. If more 
people had read The Portrait and certain stories in 
M r . Joyce's Dubliners there might have been less 
recent trouble in Ireland. A clear diagnosis is never 
without its value. 

Apa r t from M r . Joyce's realism—the school-life, 
the life in the Universi ty, the family dinner with 
the discussion of Parnell depicted in his novel— 
apart from, or of a piece with, al l this is the style, 
the actual w r i t i n g : hard, clear-cut, with no waste 
of words, no bundling up of useless phrases, no filling 
in wi th pages of slosh. 

I t is very important that there should be clear, 
unexaggerated, realistic literature. I t is very impor
tant that there should be good prose. The hell of 

contemporary Europe is caused by the lack of repre
sentative government in Germany, and by the non
existence of decent prose in the German language. 
Clear thought and sanity depend on clear prose. 
They cannot live apart. The former produces the 
latter. The latter conserves and transmits the 
former. 

The mush of the German sentence, the straddling 
of the verb out to the end, are just as much a part of 
the befoozlement of K u l t u r and the consequent hell , 
as was the rhetoric of later Rome the seed and the 
symptom of the Roman Empire 's decadence and 
extinction. A nation that cannot write clearly 
cannot be trusted to govern, nor yet to think. 

Germany has had two decent prose-writers, 
Frederick the Great and Heine—the one taught by 
Voltaire, and the other saturated with French and 
with Paris. Only a nation accustomed to muzzy 
writing could have been led by the nose and bam
boozled as the Germans have been by their controllers. 

The terror of clarity is not confined to any one 
people. The obstructionist and the provincial are 
everywhere, and in them alone is the permanent 
danger to civilization. Clear, hard prose is the safe
guard and should be valued as such. The mind 
accustomed to i t w i l l not be cheated or stampeded 
by national phrases and public emotionalities. 

These facts are true, even for the detesters of 
literature. For those who love good writ ing there 
is no need of argument. In the present instance i t is 
enough to say to those who wi l l believe one that 
Mr. Joyce's book is now procurable. 

E Z R A P O U N D 

AUTUMN RAIN 
THE plane leaves 

F a l l black and wet 
On the lawn : 

The cloud-sheaves 
In heaven's fields yet 
Droop, and are strewn 

In falling seeds of rain, 
The seed of heaven 
Over my face 

Fal l ing : I hear again 
Like echoes even 
That softly pace 

Heaven's muffled floor, 
The winds that tread 
Out all the grain 

Of tears, the store 
Of harvest bread 
From the sheaves of gain 

Caught up aloft, 
The sheaves of dead 
Men and their pain 

Now winnowed soft 
From the floor of heaven, 
Manna invisible 

Of a l l their pain 
From the floor of heaven 
Finely divisible 

Fa l l ing as rain. 

D . H . L A W R E N C E 
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THE EXILES* 
IT seems impossible that this war should have 

spared a breath of life in what lingered here 
and there of realism in a r t : that realism to 

which a l l representation is legitimate but which ever 
falls short of reality. 

The significance of tragedy has already undergone a 
metamorphosis. The tragic situations of our modern 
romantic and naturalistic schools were drawn from 
sources some of which have immutable values, others 
of which are of relative and transient value. These 
are already on the shelf with a number of sentiments 
and sentimentalities we can afford to accommodate 
no longer. The circumstances of war cannot subtract 
from the pathos of Dombey and Son or Tess or Jude; 
i t does not compete with Balzac. Not even Zola's 
divulgences are extinguished. Each continues in its 
peculiar sphere of drama. B u t the author to come 
finds himself faced by a world of unprecedented events 
which he cannot ignore if he persist in realistic 
evocations. 

The trivialities, offered to the public as a derivative 
from the war, are indicative of a vague, subconscious 
awakening even among the vulgarest to the impossi
bil i ty of measuring it with common sense. Fo r no 
common sense can measure the war. Fai l ing a higher 
ideal, the purveyors of the public's recreations supply 
it with diversions making no appeal whatever to the 
reason. Thus may one briefly explain the detestable 
futilities indulged in by all the belligerent countries' 
capitals and bigger agglomerations during circum
stances which call at the very least for flagellation, 
sackcloth, and ashes if any ever did. Thus may one 
excuse the antics entirely novel and most wonderfully 
unseasonable peculiar to the former capital of 
Puritania. 

The poets alone have a free field before them. For 
they, having their own code, may, like Kabalists . 
translate all themes. The prose-writers, the play
wrights, wi l l be constrained to make a review of their 
stock of subjects, problems and plots. The real 
tragedies, borne in the souls (and bodies) of the 
majority, are too bleeding and sore; they are like 
some of those unhappy wounded who, bandaged a l l 
over, do not present a patch of immune flesh by which 
one dare touch them : only the minor tragedies wi l l 
bear handling—therefore they won't deserve to be 
handled. A minor tragedy being no tragedy. Every
thing dwindles before the enormous facts defying 
comment and for which alone allegory has the neces
sary capaciousness. Probably a great upheaval, some 
violent transformation such as the one we are 
experiencing, provoked the Odyssey and Iliad. 

Most certainly an Arno ld Bennett or Pau l Bourget 
wi l l (or ought to) have little to say in future, though 
far be it from me to disparage their efforts hitherto, 
criticism of which should take into account the 
period for which, and in which, they wrote. Subse
quent to this war there wi l l , or should be, no room 
for a hybrid form of art combining imagination and 
realism. Between purely creative art and faithful 
records of facts I can see no occasion for compromise. 
To the former category alone genius can make answer. 
In the latter the war wi l l leave a vast bibliography 
which for sensation and emotions wi l l eclipse al l the 
novels and problem-plays any Wedekind or Shaw 
in the world can write. 

I t happens that these soliloquies were animated by 
a record of the k i n d : Au Sortir des Camps allemands; 
Soldats internés en Suisse, by Noëlle Roger. The 
writer, apparently a nurse tending the " e x c h a n g e d " 
French prisoners who are recuperating in the Alps , 
relates what she has seen as these things should be 
t o l d : wi th as little comment as description wi l l allow 

* Au Sortir des Camps allemands ; Soldats internés en Suisse, 
par Noëlle Roger (Ed i t i on A t a r , Genève). 

and without any fear of overloading her observations. 
Have you ever been shown a photograph of a prisoners' 
camp, for instance, without minutely examining the 
tiniest detail from the expression on the men's faces 
to the time by the clock on the shelf? Fo r what can 
be indifferent where a new world is concerned—a 
new species of men bred by new conditions, new 
sensations, new privations, new sufferings, new joys 
even? 

Mme. Noëlle Roger appears to have l ived in close 
contact with the French and English invalids who 
have been sent from the German camps to Switzer
land from the moment of their crossing the frontier. 
After such reminiscences as hers, what " f i c t i o n " 
can make us weep, what psychological conflict 
deserves examination? A story that wi l l cause you 
to smile twice is a good s tory; a narrative which 
can on two successive readings draw tears is unsur
passed in pathos: such a one as this, for example : 

The Engl ish came last. Château d'Oex . . . had been 
selected for them. 

" T h e Engl ish . . . we saw them at Constance [where the final 
medical revision is made and prisoners not considered i l l enough 
for sojourn in Switzerland are sent back to their camps]. They 
are in even worse state than us." 

The first convoy comprised 304 men, th i r ty of whom were 
officers. When they crossed the frontier, they too, l ike the 
French on the previous day and the preceding ones, saw, on the 
extremest point of Swiss soil , facing the German sentry, l i t t le 
groups of children waving flags and throwing flowers, and a 
crowd lined all along the railway-line cheering the passing 
train. 

A t Zur ich the enthusiasm was beyond words. The police were 
overwhelmed. The crowds had to be allowed into the stations. 
A t Berne refreshments were handed to the " T o m m i e s . " Then 
they continued on their t r iumphant way. W h e n at six o'clock 
i n the morning they arrived at Montreux, the roofs, the terraces 
were black wi th a cheering, weeping, laughing multi tude. 

The t ra in stopped. The notes of the Br i t i sh Nat ional A n t h e m , 
the same as the Swiss, resounded. A n d the soldiers in the 
carriages and the crowd on the quays sang i t together. 

W e saw these ta l l , th in fellows, wi th their hollow cheeks and 
drawn features, t r im i n their khak i uniforms or black prisoners' 
garbs, alight. They had put so many flowers i n their caps that 
they seemed wreathed wi th roses. Their procession was at 
once superb and pitiable : a l l those long, damaged bodies, 
those l imp and lame, paralysed, twisted, shortened legs which 
they seemed to carry before them like something cumbersome, 
all the crippled N .C .O. ' s ! Others were carried by on stretchers 
and so covered wi th flowers that their uniforms were completely 
hidden. Only the pale, smiling face was visible. 

The writer describes the arrival in the hotels, the 
assigning of clean, steam-heated rooms and beds 
with sheets on them, to men who had not known 
comfort or privacy for months, their emotion at 
the sight of these luxuries added to the effusions of 
the receptions—always spoilt by the haunting vision 
of the comrades left behind and those, especially, 
who at Constance saw the gates closed on them. . . . 

She alludes to the touching idea of the German-
Swiss peasants who received their French and English 
visitors silently at first, for, not knowing any other 
tongue, they feared that the sound of their Teutonic 
dialect would not be agreeable to them. 

Who said things would fall back into their old 
places? 

M U R I E L CIOLKOWSKA 

Peasant Pottery Shop 
41 Devonshire Street, Theobald's Road, W.C. 

(Close to Southampton Row) 

Interesting British and Continental 
: Peasant Pottery on sale 
Brightly coloured plaited felt Rugs 
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THE CHILD 
I . V I S I O N A R Y 

i 
F R O M the Ferry in the east to the Ferry in the 

west, 
The river and the grey esplanade, 

A n d the high white palisade 
Go on and on and on, three abreast. 
D o w n our lane, 
To the end of the esplanade and back again, 
Is as far as you can walk when you're four, 
L i k e me. 
Doors a l l along in the palisade, 
Doors that open and shut without handles or latches 

or anything else you can see; 
I must count every one, 
U p to seven ; I mustn't miss one; 
Because I 'm afraid 
Of the seventh door. 
(I don't know w h y : 
You ' r e like that when you're four.) 
Whi t e clouds going up from the river, and blue sky 

and the s u n ; 
Something wi ld in the air, 
Something strange in the s k y ; 
I saw God there 
In the clouds and the sky and the sun. 

i i 
I saw him with great joy and without any awe 
(Whatever that i s ) ; 
A strange, new bliss, 
Ut te r ly candid, pure from the taint of sin. 
Y e t I h id it a w a y ; 
I h id it as if it were sin, 
U n t i l one day 
I let i t out when I ought to have kept it in. 
There must be something odd 
About seeing G o d ; 
F o r they 
Go worrying, worrying, worrying all the way 
To make me confess that I saw what They think I saw. 
A n d i t comes to this, 
That I set my small face hard, as who shall say : 
I 'm sorry. B u t that's what I saw; 
I nod 
M y head with an obstinate glee; 
I grin 
W i t h joy that isn't utterly pure from s i n ; 
A n d at last I s a y : 
" D o n ' t you wish you were me, 
To be able to see 
G o d ? " 

i i i 
They are telling me now they wil l have to put me to 

bed, 
No t for anything specially wrong I've done, 
B u t for going on saying the naughty thing I've said. 
W e l l — I don't care 
If they do put me to bed. 
If I am more tiresome to-day than ever I've been, 
If they don't know what I mean, 
If nobody has ever seen— 
If they have put me to bed, 
If they have turned out the light, 
I f I am afraid of what conies and stands by your bed 

at night. 
I don't care. 
I know that I saw God there 
In the sky and the clouds and the sun. 

I I . P R I S O N - H O U S E 
T H E Y say 
God hides somewhere 

H i g h up, ever so high, 
Above the clouds and the s u n ; 
No use at a l l to t ry 
A n d see God up there. 
No one has ever seen him with his long white beard 

and his hair, 
A n d that funny thing the angels make him wear 
A l l undone. 
B u t if heaven is God's chair, 
A n d earth the little stool he kicks away, 
A n d the sky's al l stuck between, 
W h y hasn't somebody seen 
God's feet coming through? 
Sharp white feet tearing the blue. 
A n d there's another thing always puzzles me : 
They say 
There are three up there 
There's God—that's one ; 

A n d , Jesus, his little son ; 
That's t w o ; 
A n d the H o l y Ghost and the dove coming down from 

heaven: 
If you count the dove, that's more 
Than three, that's four. 
W h y — 
That must be what they mean 
B y the Three and One. 
Three and one does make four. 
(These are the things that bothered me when I was 

seven.) 

What do you say about somebody having seen 
God once, up in the s k y ? 
Oh no, it couldn't have been. 

Well—if I did—it was ever so long ago. 
I was only four, you know. 

I I I . F R I G H T 
F R I G H T . 
I have been naughty to-day. 
M y mother sits in her chair, 
W i t h the dark of the room and the light 
Of the fire on her face and hair. 
Her head is turned away, 
A n d she wil l not say 
Good night. 
I kneel at her knees; I try 
To touch her face; I throw 
M y body in torment down at her feet and cry 
Quietly there in my fright. 
For I think, perhaps, perhaps she wi l l die in the 

night, 
A n d never know 
How sorry I am. 
Surely, surely she wi l l not let me go 
Out. of her sight, 
L ike this, 
Without a word or a kiss? 
I was her little lamb 
Yesterday. 
I climb the last stair 
Where the gas burns always low ; 
In the big dark room my bed 
Stands very small and white— 
God—God—are Y o u there? 
I feel with my hands as I g o ; 
The floor 
Cries out under my t read; 
Somebody shuts the door; 
Somebody turns out the light 
A t the head of the s tair ; 
A n d I know 
That God isn't anywhere, 
A n d that Mother wi l l die in the night. 

M A Y S I N C L A I R 
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T H E FUTURE OF AMERICAN HUMOUR 

IT w o u l d be a n in te res t ing p s y c h o l o g i c a l s t u d y to 
t race b a c k h o w the so-cal led A m e r i c a n h u m o u r 
happened to b l o o m i n the g r i m , c o l d g r o u n d 

of the P u r i t a n m i n d . I n the ea r ly days i n A m e r i c a , 
w h e n people h a d to s t ruggle agains t the ever -com
ba t ive N a t u r e a n d Ind ians , to be o p t i m i s t i c , o r a t 
least to p re t end to be o p t i m i s t i c , was cons idered a 
p a r t most courageous, a n d the p l a y of h u m o u r was 
ce r ta in ly the best a n d most sensible se l f -protect ion 
f rom m o r a l degenerat ion. B u t i f we can say t ha t 
t he rea l t rouble w i t h the present A m e r i c a n s l ies i n 
n o t h i n g b u t the i r o p t i m i s m , nour i shed b y the i r 
has ty belief i n h u m a n i t y a n d carelessly endorsed 
a n d encouraged b y the i r newspapers, we w i l l have 
no hes i t a t ion to say t h a t the A m e r i c a n h u m o u r — 
harmless , doubtless, bu t often superf ic ia l a n d s l igh t— 
is a menace to the rea l deve lopment of m o r a l i t y . 
I find i t , i n eight or nine cases out of ten , to be mere ly 
a joke or horse- laugh not b a c k e d b y l ife 's t r agedy 
o r t e a r s ; wh i l e such a humour , u n l i k e the E n g l i s h 
h u m o u r w h i c h , as somebody sa id , was off ic ial ly 
c rea ted b y Punch, has an agreeable aspect of not 
p a t r o n i z i n g the readers, i t shows, o n the other h a n d , 
qu i t e an A m e r i c a n - l i k e character i n forc ing them 
in to i ts personal comprehension or confidence. I t is 
s i m p l e - m i n d e d because i t ra re ly c la ims more t h a n 
l a u g h t e r ; i t is again s imp le -minded because i t 
mere ly looks, as a n y t h i n g else i n A m e r i c a , u p o n the 
q u a n t i t y a n d not on the qua l i t y . I cannot take the 
w o r d s seriously w h e n we are t o l d tha t the so-cal led 
A m e r i c a n h u m o u r is the pr ide of A m e r i c a n hearts ; 
besides, I have seen proof enough tha t i ts effectiveness 
is often doubt fu l—indeed , the A m e r i c a n s forget 
somet imes the i r o w n pr ide of h u m o u r qui te p l a i n l y . 
H e r e is , a m o n g m a n y others, one example i n the 
" Q u e s t i o n between J a p a n a n d A m e r i c a . " W e are 
pe r i od i ca l l y t o l d of the wa r a n d the Japanese p e r i l i n 
A m e r i c a n papers, ye l l ow or wha t n o t ; a n d the o ther 
d a y we were t o l d t ha t a cer ta in A m e r i c a n senator 
h a d dec lared tha t to have Japanese inhab i t an t s i n 
C a l i f o r n i a meant to keep a n d feed ha tefu l spies i n 
t h e d o m a i n . W h a t a l ack of " t h e sense of h u m o u r " ! 
I r ead i n the first pa r t of the ar t ic le " T h e M i s s i o n 
o f H u m o u r , " b y a scholar ly A m e r i c a n l a d y , the 
fo l l owing w o r d s : " J u s t as the mos t effective w a y 
t o disparage an au tho r or an acqua in t ance—and we 
have often occasion to disparage bo th—is to say 
t h a t he l acks a sense of h u m o u r , so the most effective 
c r i t i c i s m we can pass u p o n a n a t i o n is to deny i t 
t h i s va luab le q u a l i t y . " Indeed the sense of h u m o u r 
is the most va luab l e q u a l i t y of one's l ife o r n a t i o n ; 
b u t w h y do some A m e r i c a n s a t least forget t he i r 
p r ide of h u m o u r towards us J a p a n e s e ? W h y does 
t h e i r sense of h u m o u r f a i l to appear w h e n i t s h o u l d 
a p p e a r ? I t is far f rom m y idea to say t ha t the 
A m e r i c a n h u m o u r of the present t ime is bu t a sort 
o f r e c r e a t i o n ; bu t I shou ld l i k e to say t ha t i t is 
fed b y the u n r e a l i t y of the so-cal led A m e r i c a n o p t i 
m i s m , a n d i t has, n a t u r a l l y , no foo t ing on l ife 's 
i n e v i t a b l e r ea l i sm. W h a t I w a n t to say is t h a t the 
A m e r i c a n h u m o u r needs to be aroused to conscious
ness of i tself, a n d to be t augh t a rea l p ropos i t i on 
t o w a r d l i fe . E v e n i n A m e r i c a the age of i r responsible 
l augh te r a n d o p t i m i s m is a l ready p a s s e d ; the t i m e 
has a r r i v e d w h e n h u m o u r also shou ld ac t a t rue p a r t 
i n l i fe . T h e A m e r i c a n h u m o u r is s t rong enough to 
cast off i t s superf ic ia l exaggera t ion , w h i c h as l i t e ra tu re 
is r e a l l y o ld- fash ioned a n d coward ly , a n d i t is o l d 
e n o u g h to l ea rn , as M e r e d i t h was h a p p y to say, the 
s m i l e of the m i n d . T a k e off y o u r c lown ' s p o w d e r 
a n d p a i n t a n d become rea l , y o u A m e r i c a n h u m o u r , 
t o steer a wise course a m i d the grave, confused m o r a l 
ques t ions . W e expec t m a n y th ings f rom y o u . 

W h e n I was s h o w n b y S i r O w e n S e a m a n of Punch 
a la rge r o u n d t ab le i n the office (w i th the c a r v e d 

names of T h a c k e r a y a n d m y be loved D u M a u r i e r 
a n d m a n y others) where once a week those E n g l i s h 
profess ional l augh te r -makers or , more t rue to say, 
the smi le -makers , serious a n d s i lent i n face perhaps 
more t h a n L a m b ' s Quakers , used to s i t for the 
manufac tu re of h u m o u r o r mer r iment , I a t once 
felt as i f I h a d d i scovered the t rue reason w h y 
the E n g l i s h h u m o u r was ra ther u n n a t u r a l , forced , 
a l w a y s ref lect ive a n d even ph i losoph ica l , bu t no t 
i m p u l s i v e ; i t is, u n l i k e the huge laughter of A m e r i c a n 
h u m o u r , a smi le dec ided ly sardonic , w h i c h is s t i l l 
a f r a id to lose i ts p r ide of a r i s tocra t ic s cho la r l ines s ; 
i ts fear of democra t i c open-mindedness makes i t 
unnecessar i ly lone ly a n d sad. I have m a n y a reason 
n o w to say t ha t the i m p o r t a t i o n of the so-cal led 
A m e r i c a n h u m o u r in to E n g l a n d w i l l do a great 
service i n b r igh t en ing u p the E n g l i s h l ife, w h i c h 
has been depressed a n d da rkened b y the present 
W a r . A n d at the same t i m e I shou ld say tha t i t is 
the v e r y t ime for the A m e r i c a n h u m o u r a t home to 
learn to stop i ts laughter o r j o k e ; th is is the t i m e 
to r e m i n d the A m e r i c a n s to free themselves f rom the 
i l l u s ion of an age of o p t i m i s t i c ex t r avaganza , n o w 
when they see such a h u m a n t ragedy i n a l l E u r o p e . 
A m e r i c a shou ld also enter i n to the age when no 
absolute independence i n a c t i on is to be to lera ted i n 
the so lu t ion of the p rob lems of h u m a n i t y a n d the 
w o r l d ; how can the A m e r i c a n h u m o u r alone h o l d 
i ts o w n o l d m a s q u e r a d i n g ? A s a piece of l i t e ra ture 
i t shou ld be ru l ed b y the mean ing of modern l i te ra ture , 
w h i c h has left r o m a n t i c i s m even for the rea l i sm of 
R u s s i a n f a s h i o n ; a n d to become the best l i te ra ture , 
of i t s o w n k i n d , i t should leave the quan t i t a t i ve 
s t anda rd a n d a i m at the t rue q u a l i t y . (I say th i s 
as i f I were speaking on q u a l i t y before q u a n t i t y for 
a n y other phase of A m e r i c a n life.) I say tha t the 
days of A r t e m u s W a r d , M a r k T w a i n , B i l l N y e , even 
the days of M r . D o o l e y a n d George A d e , are a l ready 
passing, not because they d i d not , as Ches te r ton 
desired i n his Defence of Nonsense, represent the 
a l legor ica l v i e w of the whole universe o r Cosmos , 
bu t because f rom the v e r y weakness of the i r be ing 
too o p t i m i s t i c they d i d not help m u c h for l i fe 's 
s p i r i t u a l d e v e l o p m e n t ; i n another w a y of s ay ing , 
f rom be ing ra ther outside of rea l l ife, t hey d i d not 
m a k e the A m e r i c a n life e i ther r icher o r intenser . 
T h e new h u m o u r of A m e r i c a shou ld not become a 
t h i n g to p l a y w i t h , bu t i t m u s t be a t rue l i t e ra ture 
b u i l t w i t h h u m a n b lood a n d s o u l ; a n d i t shou ld 
act to s t rengthen life 's conscience a n d force, keep ing 
the belief t ha t a l i t e ra ture grows more perfect a n d 
t rue as i t grows s impler . I t shou ld not , as i n the 
o lden days , be i ts office to amuse people, b u t to 
back h u m a n i t y a n d life (the na t ion , of course) w i t h 
i ts o w n belief shou ld be i ts greatest a i m . Y o u mus t 
no t t h i n k t h a t I w i s h to m a k e h u m o u r a s y m b o l of 
w i s d o m ; w h a t I w a n t to say is t ha t we w i s h to 
m a k e ourselves wise enough b y i t s th r i ce blessed 
q u a l i t y to l augh or smile , as somebody sa id , w h e n 
we shou ld otherwise be i n danger of c r y i n g . 

A s I s a id before, I do not bel ieve i n the A m e r i c a n 
h u m o u r of the present fo rm because i t has not r ea l i sm 
for i ts b a c k g r o u n d . I never mean to b reak the 
democra t i c aspect of the A m e r i c a n h u m o u r f rom 
a n y p o i n t ; b u t as the mean ing of A m e r i c a n democracy 
has changed to -day f rom the coun t ry ' s lo s ing the 
absolute sol i tar iness i n con tac t w i t h the i nev i t ab l e , 
d i s i l l u s ionmen t of the m o d e r n age, the A m e r i c a n 
h u m o u r too , as a l i t e r a ry demons t r a t ion , s h o u l d 
undergo the p r o p e r change qu i te n a t u r a l of the 
n a t i o n . T h e A m e r i c a n h u m o u r , a t least a t present, 
o n l y serves as a c l o w n a l o n g l ife 's h i g h w a y . 

I s h o u l d l i k e to r e m i n d the A m e r i c a n h u m o r i s t 
t ha t life a n d the w o r l d are no t so l i gh t -hea r t ed as i t 
often supposes ; the t rue h u m o u r is b u t ano the r 
phase of the r e a l tear l a u g h i n g l y in te rpre ted , a n d is , 
let me say, a t w i n sister o r b ro the r of the tear differ
e n t l y b o r n b y a t w i s t of e v o l u t i o n . I w o u l d adv i se 
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t h e w o r l d - f a m o u s A m e r i c a n h u m o u r t h a t i t shou ld 
be m o r e serious i f i t w a n t s to act , w i t h o ther phases 
of A m e r i c a n l i t e r a tu re , i n s o l v i n g the des t iny of the 
n a t i o n . 

Y O N E N O G U C H I 

N a k a n o , J a p a n . 

ENVY 

I E N V Y y o u , I e n v y y o u , 

a m i d the r u m b l e a n d hoot a n d c la t ter 

of L o n d o n ' s traffic. 

H a p p y p a i r ! 
Y o u r left a n d r i gh t hands drop 
a n d find each o ther 
a n d w r i n g each other . 

W h i t e i n the sun 
f rom h a t to shoes, 
o n l y the p i n k of y o u r ankles showing 
t h r o u g h the wh i t e s tockings . 

S t r a i g h t - l i m b e d , 
firm-bosomed, 
soft i n the folds of y o u r blouse. 

A n d y o u , O Y o u t h , 
w i t h the f lush on y o u r cheeks, 
i n y o u r eyes a h a p p y a d m i r a t i o n , 
I e n v y y o u . 

Y o u r hands seek a n d w r i n g each o t h e r ; 
y o u r l i m b s a t t r ac t each other 
t h r o u g h the i r c l o t h i n g ; 

a n d y o u w o u l d m a r r y 
i f th i s a n d t h a t concur red . 
F o o l i s h , oh f o o l i s h ! 
I t is no t y o u r y o u t h , 
y o u r s t raightness, y o u r cleanness, y o u r b l o o m , 
I e n v y ; 
i t is y o u r v i r g i n i t y . 
Y o u w o u l d pa r t w i t h i t in a burs t of j oy , 
a n d w o u l d not k n o w y o u r loss, 
p e r c e i v i n g i t . 

B u t beau ty ,— . . . 
do y o u not feel i t u p o n y o u ? . . . 
S t r i v e to reach the grape, bu t do not p l u c k i t . 
T h e gesture is a l l . 

F . S. F L I N T 

PASSING PARIS 

A P A S S A G E f rom M . P ie r re M i l l e i n his cha rming 
En Croupe de Bettone (Crès, 1 fr. 25) : 

" Y o u ' r e not cross wi th me at least, are y o u ? " 
" A n d why should I b e ? " 
" F o r being a refugee. F o r a refugee, I may tell you, is a 

man who sits down at your table, who eats as though he had 
been fasting for a fortnight, and sometimes he may have been. 
A n d who says afterwards: ' A h ! I don't feel at home.' . . . " 
H e was full of energy, certain of victory. The home, the works, 
wou ld be rebuilt . Things would go well after the war—business 
would be better than ever. A n d wi th the businesslike manner 
natural to his compatriots he pointed out what would have to 
be done to set things going again. B u t suddenly he interrupted 
himself : 

" D ' y o u know what moved me most, what won' t leave my 
h e a d ? " 

" N o . The ruins, the fires, the b o m b a r d m e n t ? " 
" I t should be that. A n d yet i t is something else. . . . I am 

almost ashamed to own up to i t , i t is almost t r iv ia l . . . i t was 
when they came i n , those Germans! They sang. . . . " 

" W e l l ? " 

" W e l l , I knew those people were stained wi th crimes, I knew 
they were the assassins of Belg ium ; but I could not help admir ing . 
I t was so beaut i fu l ! They marched parade-fashion i n tha t 
step which is so r id icu lous ; their uniforms, a d i r ty green colour, 
were covered wi th wine and grease—filthy! B u t a l l that was 
lost i n their song. Grave songs, i n three parts, semi-religious. 
N o t a voice was out of tune, all were in t i m e ; i n a word, music , 
real music, popular tunes, but not vulgar, simple and yet learned. 
A n d at that moment I was, I te l l you , more wretched than 
ever! I thought : ' W e shall be victorious, I am sure : we 
shall chase them from here, we shall impose peace terms wh ich 
shall keep them from doing harm—but that we shall never have! ' 
Can you explain to me why i t seems impossible to revive a 
popular sense of true music in F r a n c e ? " 

I could not explain, but i t seems to me too evident tha t 
most unfortunately he is right. Certain southern departments 
excepted, there is no doubt that our popular soul is to-day 
incapable of expression otherwise than by unisons, and what 
unisons ! Ninety-nine Frenchmen out of a hundred are unable 
to retain a single musical phrase which might happen to be— 
I wi l l not say complicated but a l i t t le long. . . . The popular 
French ideal of music takes the form of the most s tupidly senti
mental waltz on the one hand or, on the other, of the vulgar 
nigger chorus : degradation of both joy and melancholy, impo
tence in serene, grave enthusiasm. . . . 

So m u c h also for " T i p p e r a r y " a n d the B r i t i s h 
mus ica l n u l l i t y w h i c h M . P ie r re M i l l e tr ies to e x p l a i n 
away b y the subs t i tu t ion of b a r b a r i t y b y c i v i l i z a t i o n 
—an exp lana t ion w h i c h is l i k e a sortie de secours, o r 
an escape from a d i l e m m a . 

F r o m the same au thor : 

A l l that is terrible, and I s a y : " I t is terrible." B u t wha t 
is cruellest of a l l , most humiliat ing, is that my horror comes not 
from my senses, but from my reason, because my nerves expected 
it , knew it , have worn out their capacity of suffering and revol t . 
The refugee is not shocked by this callousness. 

" I am like y o u , " he s a i d . " W h e n I came there on the way 
from Hol land I was so well prepared for what I saw that i t 
didn' t touch me ; no, not in the least, not even to see m y house 
fallen into the cellar. I should never have thought that so 
much hardness of heart could be opposed to one's own pain . 
It 's probably because the calamity is too big, universal. One 
says to oneself: ' N o doubt, i t had to take place.' Or perhaps 
one fails to understand; i t is beyond one's grasp, l ike a noise 
which is so loud that i t stuns you. B u t there is one thing that 
tears the heart, all the same. Y o u may have seen everything 
without weeping ; but that must move you to tears. 

" O h ! i t is nothing, nothing at a l l . One blushes that i t 
should so impress one. . . . I don't need to tell you that i n tha t 
country every one has a dog : these for sport or as pets, those 
as watch-dogs. A n d they have stayed i n the town, these dogs,, 
when the inhabitants fled or were shot ; they have stayed i n a 
town where not a single stone is in its place. H o w they keep 
alive, how they do not die of starvation, I cannot tell you . N o 
doubt they do their own hunting, catch rats, scour the country . 
B u t they return as fast as they can and al l group together at 
the entrance to the town, on the road. 

" T h e r e may be two hundred of them, perhaps three—hounds, 
spaniels, sheep-dogs, terriers, even lapdogs, t iny r idiculous 
an imals ; and they wait , wi th their heads turned i n the same 
direction wi th a look of intensely sad and passionate interest. 
W h a t they are expecting is easy to understand. Sometimes one 
of the former citizens of the town makes up his m i n d and comes 
back from Hol land . The longing to see his country, to find 
out what has been made of his house, to rout among the ruins , 
is stronger than everything, than fear or hatred. A n d sometimes 
i t happens that one of the dogs recognizes him. H i s d o g ! I f 
you could see t ha t ! Could you but imagine i t ! Th i s flock of 
dogs, wi th ears pointing as far as they can, see a man on the road 
from Hol land , a man without a helmet, not in uniform. The pa in 
ful anxiety, the motionless anxiety of a l l these staring beasts, 
staring as hard as they can—dogs have not very good eyes— 
and who scent, scent at a long distance, because their noses 
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are better than their eyes. A n d at last the leap, the great 

leap, of one of these dogs when i t has smelt its master ; its w i l d , 

savage race on the road, ravaged and furrowed by guns and 

heavy motor convoys ; its joy, its joyful bark, its dancing t a i l , 

i ts sk ipping paws, its l i ck ing tongue, its whole body which is 

one tremor of j o y ! I t doesn't leave the man now, i t doesn't 

want to lose h im again. F o r a day, or two days, i t sticks to his 

back, wi thout eating, and leaves w i t h h im. B u t the others, 

what becomes of t h e m ? They are always on the road, always 

on duty. A n d when they see the dog leave, the dog which has 

at last found what they want always, what they want t i l l their 

last day, they a l l raise their snouts i n despair and whine, whine 

for ever, w i th great howls filling the heavens and which last 

t i l l there's nothing left on the road. Then they s top ; but they 

don't budge. They remain. They hope. 

" A n d you weep, monsieur, when you see t h a t : you weep 

like they do—floods of tears. I beg your pardon. . . . " 

T o be also especial ly r ecommended i n th is collec
t i o n : La Mort du Gentleman, where in i t is shown 
tha t conscr ip t ion makes an end of t ha t pecu l i a r l y 
B r i t i s h specia l i ty . 

* * * * 

T h e P r i x Goncour t has been awarded to M . H e n r i 
Barbusse , whose L'Enfer was r ev iewed i n these co lumns 
last year . F e w , i f any , o ther E n g l i s h pub l i ca t ions 
had , I believe, dealt w i t h i t . S ince then M . Barbusse 
has pub l i shed Le Feu, w h i c h ob ta ined the pr ize . The 
a t t r i bu t i on for 1914 has not ye t been vo t ed . 

* * * * 

The death has occurred of Théodule R ibo t , the 
ph i losopher—who resented be ing thus qua l i f i ed— 
author of L 'Attent ion, Les Maladies de la Volonté, 
Les Maladies de la Mémoire, etc., w h i c h went t h rough 
as m a n y edi t ions as popu l a r novels . O the r of his 
works s tud ied the Passions, the Logic of Sentiments, 
the Creative Imagination. Théodule R i b o t d i scovered 
two new pr inc ip les : p sycho-phys io logy a n d psycho-
p a t h o l o g y — w h i c h discoveries founded a school of 
invest igators . H e rea l ized tha t the s tudy of the 
unhea l thy cond i t ion was as essential i n psycho-
ph i lo soph ica l research as the s tudy of the hea l thy 
fo rm. 

M . C . 

EZRA POUND 

T R A N S L A T E D F R O M T H E F R E N C H O F J E A N D E 

B O S S C H È R E 

I I 

NOW we come to the Lustra of E z r a P o u n d . 
I t is the m o m e n t to get a w a y f rom myse l f 
a n d ask w h a t o ther people t h i n k about P o u n d . 

W h a t pos i t ion has he i n the c r o w d of p o e t s ? I n 
the " p o r t r a i t " of P o u n d I ske tched out an apprec ia
t i o n of his w o r t h , b u t M r . C a r l S a n d b u r g has l o o k e d 
a t the poet 's w o r k from a great d i s tance—from across 
the A t l a n t i c . H i s j u d g m e n t is concerned ra ther 
w i t h the w o r k or the a t t i t ude of the m a n t h a n w i t h 
the m a n h imsel f . M r . S a n d b u r g wri tes : 

I f I were dr iven to name one ind iv idua l who, i n the Eng l i sh 

language, by means of his own examples of creative art i n poetry, 

has done most of l i v ing men to incite new impulses i n poetry, 

the chances are I would name E z r a Pound . 

Th i s statement is made reservedly, out of knowing the work 

of P o u n d and being somewhat close to i t three years or so. . . . 

If, however, as a friendly stranger i n a smoking compartment, 

y o u should casually ask me for an off-hand opinion as to who 

is the best man wr i t ing poetry to-day, I should probably answer, 

" E z r a P o u n d . " A l l ta lk on modern poetry, by people who 

know, ends by dragging i n E z r a P o u n d somewhere. H e may 

be named on ly to be cursed as wanton and mocker, poseur, 

trifler, and vagrant. O r he may be classed as filling a niche 

to-day l ike that of Kea t s i n a preceding epoch. The point i s , 

he w i l l be mentioned. 

T h a t is t rue . F i r s t of a l l , P o u n d w i l l be men t ioned 
because he is the bes t -known poet of his genera t ion . 
Is i t because he is the best poet? W h o is the greatest 
F r e n c h , G e r m a n , R u s s i a n , or I t a l i a n poet t o - d a y ? 
O n e m i g h t ask th is quest ion of the Academies , of the 
N o b e l t r i buna l s . T h e i r answer w o u l d ce r t a in ly n o t 
be the same as ours. N o t because we shou ld g ive 
another name, b u t a whole l i s t of names, where 
p r o b a b l y the one quo ted b y the wiseacres w o u l d no t 
be found . 

E v e r y good poet has a group of qual i t ies w h i c h 
m a k e h i m a poet. Is he who possesses a l l those we 
k n o w of the truest p o e t ? Is i t he who, l a c k i n g i n 
several , possesses a new q u a l i t y i n an u n u s u a l degree? 
Is there a h ie ra rchy a m o n g these q u a l i t i e s ? Is there 
a cer ta in in fe r io r i ty of ta lent for w h i c h the finest 
gifts w i l l not atone? D o not let us t r y to class 
P o u n d or a n y other poet. 

B u t there is a po in t at w h i c h one can define. W e 
can say w i t h a l i t t l e more ce r ta in ty i n wha t degree 
such a n d such a poet has one of the poet ic qual i t ies . 
I t remains to be seen whether we are a l l agreed as 
to the va lue of th is q u a l i t y , or whether i t is the k i n d 
tha t w i l l shine out i n the woof of the poet ic fabr ic . 

I f the name of P o u n d comes in to a l l discussions 
on ar t i t is because he has, to a n unusua l degree, 
cer ta in qual i t ies , a n d tha t at least t w o of t hem are 
v e r y apparent , a n d grea t ly apprec ia ted . 

H e is free a n d w i thou t rhe tor ic—no one more so. 
H i s v i s i o n is d i r e c t ; he does not use the image , 
b u t shows the th ings themselves w i t h power . T h i s 
is indeed a qua l i t y of the Imagistes. H i s indepen
dence comes f rom the fact tha t he has dug in to the 
past w i t h a keener m i n d , a n d more p ro found ly t h a n 
is necessary for o rd ina ry cul ture . T h e n u m b e r o f 
influences he has passed under have also freed h i m , 
a n d he has made his depar ture from the k n o w n w i t h 
rare audac i ty . 

Formulae a n d rules no longer l i m i t a n d cut off 
his perspectives, bu t are a pre text for b r e a k i n g 
loose. H e does not respect or iginals . H o w indeed 
can a poet be made out of any one w h o has not 
des t royed or p u l l e d d o w n eve ry th ing , i f o n l y for a 
few hours? 

The poet is a sceptic m a d l y i n love , w h o wants i n 
spite of e v e r y t h i n g to create his d ream, U p to n o w 
P o u n d has beaten out a p a t h for his c rea t ions ; he 
uproots weeds of aesthetics a n d m o r a l s ; he makes 
one look i n front , not to the side, or t h rough a v e i l of 
passive acceptance. E v e r y w h e r e his poems inc i t e 
m a n to exis t , to profess a becoming egot ism, w i t h o u t 
w h i c h there can be no r ea l a l t r u i s m . 

I beseech you enter your life. 

I beseech you learn to say " I " 

W h e n I question you. 

F o r you are no part, but a whole ; 

N o port ion, but a being. 

T h a t a t least is the i l l u s i o n he gives at m o m e n t s 
w h e n one wan ts to see the w o r l d as a poet ; t ha t is 
t o say i n one's mos t l u c i d a n d h u m a n moment s . 
O n e m u s t be l ieve i n one's o w n existence, a n d t h i s 
f a i t h begins w i t h negat ion . One mus t be capable 
of r eac t ing to s t i m u l i for a m o m e n t , as a rea l , l i ve 
person, even i n face of as m u c h of one's o w n powers 
as are a r r a y e d against one, ba l anced b y an immed ia t e 
a v o w a l : 

A n d who are we, who know that last intent, 

T o plague to-morrow w i t h a testament ! 

B u t a k i n d of disease ca l l ed hope cannot be cu t 
ou t of a man ' s hear t . H e goes on be l i ev ing i n the 
successive momen t s . I t is great poe t ry , the i n t i m a t e 
d r a m a of t h i s s truggle, to go o n b e l i e v i n g i n spite 
of the appearance of empt iness . T h e groans, the 
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v i r i l e c o m p l a i n t , the r evo l t of the poet , a l l w h i c h 
shows h i s e m o t i o n — t h a t is poe t ry . 

Speak against unconscious oppression, 

Speak against the ty ranny of the unimaginative, 

Speak against bonds. 

B e against a l l forms of oppression, 
G o out and defy opinion. 

T h i s is the o l d c r y of the poet, bu t more precise, 
as a n express ion of f rank disgust : 

G o to the adolescent who are smothered in family. 
O , how hideous i t is 

T o see three generations of one house gathered together ! 
I t is l ike an o ld tree without shoots, 
A n d w i t h some branches rotted and failing. 

E a c h p o e m holds ou t of these cries of revol t or 
d i sgus t , bu t t h e y are the result of his s t i l l h o p i n g 
a n d fee l ing : 

L e t us take arms against this sea of stupidities. 

B u t despi te the i r o n y , one feels his emot ion : 

O W o r l d , I am sorry for you. 
O most unfortunate age ! 

Never the less , he often rises i n to peace a n d the 
i m p e r s o n a l : he wan t s to de tach himself , a n d says : 

W h y should we stop at a l l for what I th ink ? 

P o u n d k n o w s v e r y w e l l wha t awai t s h i m . H e has 
exper ience of the fo l ly of the Ph i l i s t i ne s who read his 
verse . R e a l p a i n is b o r n of th i s s t u p i d in te rpre ta t ion , 
a n d one does not real ize h o w deep i t is unless one can 
feel , t h r o u g h the e jacula t ions a n d laughter , wha t 
has caused these wounds , w h i c h are made deeper b y 
w h a t he k n o w s , a n d w h a t he has lost . 

I n a crude poem he has also expressed his surprise 
a n d anger : 

O m y fellow-sufferers, songs of m y youth , 
A lo t of asses praise you because you are " v i r i l e " ; 
W e , you , I ! W e are " B e d B l o o d s " ! 

Imagine i t , m y fellow-sufferers— 
Our maleness lifts us out of the ruck ; 

W h o ' d have foreseen i t ? 

O my fellow-sufferers, we went out under the trees, 
W e were i n especial bored wi th male stupidity. 
W e went forth gathering delicate thoughts, 
Our fantastikon delighted to serve us. 
W e were not exasperated wi th women, 

for the female is ductile. 
A n d now you hear what is said to u s : 
W e are compared to that sort of person 
W h o wanders about announcing his sex 
A s if he had just discovered it . 

L e t us leave this matter, my songs, 
and return to that which concerns us. 

H i s appea l to s t rength a n d l i be r t y can o n l y be under
s t o o d b y such Ph i l i s t i ne s as a sort of pornography , 
o r a t least, as an appea l to bru te force. 

III 

T h e verses I have quo ted show how far he is 
f r o m a n y decep t ion . H i s tone is admi rab le when 
he thus speaks the t r u t h . I t is f ami l i a r , bu t so 
p e r m e a t e d w i t h t r u t h tha t i t seems harsh . T h e 
i r o n y o n l y decreases to m a k e w a y for mischief, a n d 
t h e n misch ie f gives w a y to sarcasm. 

T h i s tone, w h i c h is at once j o c u n d a n d keen, is one 
o f P o u n d ' s qua l i t ies . O v i d . Ca tu l lu s—he does not 
d i s o w n t h e m . H e o n l y uses these accents for h is 
f a m i l i a r s ; w i t h the others he is o n the edge of 
p a r a d o x , pamph le t ee r ing , indeed of abuse. W h e n 
he comes out of his d i s t r ac t ion he seems to end by 

t a k i n g one's a r m . Of ten his m a n n e r is more b ru sque . 
E l sewhere he pa in t s i n a h o m e l y w a y , somet imes w i t h 
co r roded colours . A n d somet imes he speaks b e h i n d 
the scenes. 

" L e t there be commerce between u s , " he says to 
W a l t W h i t m a n . " I m a k e a pac t w i t h y o u , W a l t 
W h i t m a n — I have detested y o u l o n g e n o u g h . " 

T h e n he is c h a r m i n g . " O r w i t h t w o l i g h t feet, 
i f i t please y o u ! " 

B u t nowhere do the m o v e m e n t a n d the tone un i t e 
so w e l l to create a sense of strange life as i n the 
verses where he announces H e r m e s . T h e y pan t , 
they are h u r r i e d ; he foresees t ha t he is not a lone ; 
t ha t H e r m e s , the ingenious rasca l , the m a l i c i o u s 
ca tcher of men, fol lows h i m : he foresees m o c k e r y , 
a n d tha t one mus t speak despite the presence of 
the god : 

The fricksome Hermes is here ; 

H e moves behind me 
Eager to catch m y words, 
Eager to spread them wi th rumour, 
To set upon them his change 
Crafty or subtle ; 
To alter them to his purpose ; 
B u t do thou speak true, even to the letter. 

T h i s emphasis , th is brusque note, a n d his w a y of 
p u t t i n g th ings are an i m p o r t a n t par t of his t e chn ique— 
if there be here a technique. 

I have sa id tha t his images are designs f rom na ture , 
not t ransposi t ions , metaphors , nor fragments of 
allegories, de r ived from elements of s y m b o l i s m . 

B e a d th is modern p a i n t i n g , h a r d as a t r i ang le . 
I g ive i t bo th for the r h y t h m a n d the h a r d , c lear 
out l ine , w i t h i ts colours of an O r i e n t a l m a r k e t : 

T H E S T U D Y I N A E S T H E T I C S 

The very small children in patched clothing, 
Being smitten wi th an unusual wisdom, 
Stopped in their play as she passed them 
A n d cried up from their cobbles, 

Guarda! Ahi, guarda ! ch' è be' a! 

B u t three years after this 
I heard the young Dante, whose name I do not k n o w — 
For there are, i n Sirmione, twenty-eight young 

Dantes and thirty-four Catu l l i . 

A n d there had been a great catch of sardines, 
A n d his elders 

Were packing them in the great wooden boxes 
F o r the market in Brescia, and he 
Leapt about, snatching at the bright fish 
A n d getting in both of their ways ; 
A n d in va in they commanded h im to sta fermo! 
A n d when they would not let h im arrange 

The fish in the boxes 
H e stroked those which were already arranged, 
Murmuring for his own satisfaction 

This identical phrase, 
Ch' è be' a. 

A n d at this I was mi ld ly abashed. 

I quote these other lines a n d no more. 
" I have seen the i r smiles f u l l of t e e th . " " A n d 

the fish swim i n the lake a n d do not even o w n c l o t h 
i n g " (from Salutation). " T h y face as a r i v e r w i t h 
l i g h t s . " 

H e r e the image is opposed to the object , as i n a 
d y p t i c h . l ike H o m e r , bu t i t is t r i u m p h a n t l y s i m p l e . 
Some poems are fo rmed of an u n i n t e r r u p t e d succes
sion of clear, b o l d pat terns . E l sewhere , a m o n g 
abs t rac t thoughts , he th rows ou t a s p l e n d i d phrase , 
l i k e the stroke of an axe , a flash of s i lver . " U n k i l l -
able infants of the p o o r , " he says, w i t h a shake of 
the head . " B l a c k l i g h t n i n g . " " B u t seems l i k e a 
person just gone " — a l ine w h i c h is a t rue image . 



February 1917 THE EGOIST 29 

T h e poem Salutation, f rom w h i c h I have quo t ed 
t w o verses, is a series of de l igh t fu l ly o r i g i n a l mots. 
I n short , I repeat, i n spite of a l l h is l i t e r a ry i n sp i r a 
t ions a n d a l l h is conscious i m i t a t i o n , P o u n d is the 
mos t o r i g i n a l of l ife 's spectators. I n the anc ien t 
w o r l d of verse he is se ldom o l d . 

(To be concluded) 

[ N O T E . The drawing of M r . Pound in the last issue of T H E 

EGOIST was by M . Jean de Bosschère, the writer of the article.— 

E D I T O R . ] 

TARR 

B Y W Y N D H A M L E W I S 

P A R T V 

A M E G R I M O F H U M O U R 

C H A P T E R V 

T A R R soon regret ted th is last a n t i - c l i m a x stage 
of h is adventure . H e w o u l d have left K r e i s -
ler alone i n future, b u t he felt t ha t b y fre

quen t ing h i m he c o u l d save B e r t h a f rom someth ing 
disagreeable. W i t h d isquie t a n d m i s g i v i n g every 
n igh t now he sat i n front of his P r u s s i a n f r iend. 
H e wa tched h i m g radua l l y i m b i b i n g enough spir i ts 
to work h i m up to his p i t c h of charac ter i s t ic madness. 

" A f t e r a l l , let us hear r ea l ly w h a t i t a l l means, 
y o u r K r e i s l e r s tunt , a n d K r e i s l e r ! " he sa id to her 
four or five days after his reappearance. " D o y o u 
k n o w tha t I act as a d a m , or r a the r a d y k e , to his 
outrageous flood of l iquorous spi r i t s every n i g h t ? 
O n l y m y ins ignif icant fo rm is between y o u a n d 
des t ruc t ion , or y o u a n d a v e r y unpleasant K r e i s l e r , 
at any rate.— H a v e y o u seen h i m w h e n he's d r u n k ? 
— W h a t , after a l l , does Kreisler m e a n ? Sat is fy m y 
c u r i o s i t y . " 

B e r t h a shuddered a n d l ooked at h i m w i t h d r a m a t i 
ca l ly wide-open eyes, as t hough there were no answer. 

" I t ' s no th ing , Sorbert , n o t h i n g , " she said, as 
though K r e i s l e r were the b u b o n i c plague a n d she 
were m a k i n g l i gh t of i t . 

Y e t a protest h a d to be made . H e h a d ra ther 
neglected the coincidence of his a r r i v a l a n d B e r t h a ' s 
refusal to see K r e i s l e r . H e m u s t a v o i d finding 
h imsel f manoeuvred in to appear ing the cause. A 
t r a n q u i l a n d sen t imenta l revenant was the rôle he 
h a d chosen. U p to a p o i n t he encouraged B e r t h a 
to see his boon c o m p a n i o n a n d re l ax her sudden 
exclusiveness. H e hes i ta ted to ca r ry out t ho rough ly 
his pa r t of go-between a n d reconci ler . A t l eng th he 
began to m a k e inqu i r i e s . A f t e r a l l , to have to h o l d 
back his successor to the favours of a l ady , f rom 
go ing a n d seizing those r ights (presumably t e m p o r a r i l y 
denied h i m ) , was a strange s i t ua t ion . A t a n y m o m e n t 
n o w i t seemed l i k e l y t h a t K r e i s l e r w o u l d t u r n o n 
h i m . T h i s w o u l d s i m p l i f y mat ters . B e t t e r leave 
lovers to fight ou t t he i r o w n quarrels a n d not t ake u p 
the ungra te fu l rôle of interferer a n d v o l u n t a r y pol ice
m a n . A l l h is re t rospec t ive pleasure was be ing spoi l t . 
B u t he was c o m m i t t e d to r e m a i n there for the present. 
T o get over h is sensat ion of dupe, he was more sociable 
w i t h K r e i s l e r t h a n he felt . T h e G e r m a n in te rpre ted 
th is as a n h y p o c r i s y . H i s con tempt a n d suspic ion 
of the pecu l i a r r evenan t grew. 

B e r t h a was t e m p t e d to e x p l a i n , i n as d r a m a t i c a 
m a n n e r as poss ible , the s i tua t ion to T a r r . B u t she 
hes i t a ted a l w a y s because she t hough t i t w o u l d lead 
to a fight. She was often, as i t was, anx ious for 
T a r r . 

" S o r b e r t , I t h i n k I ' l l go to G e r m a n y at once , " she 
Said to h i m , o n the af ternoon of his second v i s i t t o 
Renée L i p m a n n ' s . 

" W h y , because y o u ' r e a f ra id of K r e i s l e r ? " 
" N o , b u t I t h i n k i t ' s be t te r . " 

" B u t w h y , a l l of a s u d d e n ? " 
" M y sister w i l l be home f rom B e r l i n , i n a day o r 

t w o — " 
" A n d y o u ' d leave me here to ' m i n d ' the d o g . " 
" N o . — D o n ' t see K r e i s l e r any more, Sorber t . D o g 

is the w o r d i n d e e d ! H e is m a d : ganz verucht!— 
P r o m i s e me, S o r b e r t " — s h e took his h a n d — " n o t t o 
go to the café a n y m o r e ! " 

" D o y o u w a n t h i m at y o u r door at twe lve to 
n i g h t ? — I feel I m a y be p l a y i n g the pa r t of—goose
ber ry , is i t — ? " 

" D o n ' t , Sorber t . I f y o u o n l y k n e w ! — H e w a s 
here th is m o r n i n g , h a m m e r i n g for near ly ha l f a n 
hour . B u t a l l I ask y o u is to go to the café no more . 
There is no need for y o u to be m i x e d up i n a l l 
th i s . I o n l y a m to b l a m e . " 

" I wonder w h a t is the rea l e x p l a n a t i o n of K r e i s l e r ? " 
Sorber t said, p u l l e d up b y w h a t she h a d said. " H a v e 
y o u k n o w n h i m long—before y o u k n e w me, for 
i n s t a n c e ? " 

" N o , on ly a week or two—since y o u went a w a y . " 
" I mus t ask K r e i s l e r . B u t he seems to have v e r y 

p r i m i t i v e not ions about h imse l f . " 
" D o n ' t bo ther a n y more w i t h tha t m a n , Sorber t . 

Y o u don ' t do a n y good. D o n ' t go to the café to 
n igh t ! " 

" W h y t o - n i g h t ? " 
" A n y n i g h t . " 
K r e i s l e r ce r t a in ly was a " n e w l i n k " — t o o m u c h . 

T h e chief cause of separat ion h a d become an element 
of ins id ious rapprochement. 

H e left her s i len t ly apprehensive, s ta r ing a t h i m 
m o u r n f u l l y . 

So t ha t n ight , after his second v i s i t to Fräulein 
L i p m a n n ' s , he d i d not seek out K r e i s l e r at his u s u a l 
headquarters w i t h his first en thus iasm. 

C H A P T E R V I 

A L R E A D Y before a considerable pi le of saucers, repre
sent ing his evening 's m e n u of d r ink , K r e i s l e r sat qui te 
s t i l l , his eyes ve ry b r igh t , s m i l i n g to himself . T a r r d i d 
not a t once ask h i m " w h a t K r e i s l e r mean t . " " K r e i s 
ler " l o o k e d as t hough i t meant someth ing a l i t t l e 
different on tha t pa r t i cu l a r evening. H e acknowledged 
Ta r r ' s a r r i v a l s l igh t ly , seeming to inc lude h i m i n h is 
reverie . I t was a sort of si lent i n v i t a t i o n to " c o m e 
i n s i d e . " T h e n they sat w i t h o u t speaking, a n unpleasant 
a tmosphere of pol ice-cour t romance for T a r r . 

T a r r s t i l l k ep t his re t rospect ive l u x u r y before h i m , 
as i t m a i n t a i n e d the K r e i s l e r side of the business in 
a desired perspect ive . A n a s t a s y a , w h o m he h a d 
seen t ha t evening , h a d come as a d ivers ion . H e got 
back , w i t h her, i n to the sphere of " r e a l " t h ings 
again , not fanc i fu l re t rospect ive ones. 

T h i s w o u l d be a r ep ly to K r e i s l e r (an A n a s t a s y a 
for y o u r Ot to ) a n d restore the balance. A t present 
they were ex i s t i ng on a sort of three-legged affair. 
T h i s i nc lus ion of the four th p a r t y w o u l d m a k e 
th ings so l id a n d less precar ious aga in . 

T o m a i n t a i n his rôle of i n t e rmed ia ry a n d go o n 
m o m e n t a r i l y keep ing his eye on K r e i s l e r ' s th rea ten ing 
figure, he mus t h imse l f be defini tely engaged i n a 
new d i rec t ion , b e y o n d the suspic ion of hanker ings 
after h is o l d love . 

D i d he wi sh to enter i n to a new a t t achment w i t h 
A n a s t a s y a ! T h a t c o u l d be dec ided later . H e w o u l d 
m a k e the first steps, r e ta in her i f possible, a n d ou t 
of th is c h a r m i n g expedient pleasant th ings m i g h t 
come. H e was compe l l ed to requ i s i t ion her for the 
m o m e n t . She m i g h t be regarded as a t r a v e l l i n g 
c o m p a n i o n . T h r o w n together i n e v i t a b l y on a stage
coach journey , a n y t h i n g m i g h t happen . D e l i g h t , 
adven ture , a n d amusement was a lways ach ieved : 
as his i t c h to see his humorous concubine is t u r n e d 
i n t o a " r e t r o s p e c t i v e l u x u r y , " visits to the L i p m a n n 
c i rc le , mys te r ious r e l a t ionsh ip with K r e i s l e r . T h i s , 
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i n i t s t u r n , s u d d e n l y t u r n i n g r a the r p r i c k l y a n d 
p e r p l e x i n g , he n o w , t h r o u g h t h e m e d i u m of a beau
t i f u l w o m a n , t u r n s i t b a c k aga in i n t o f u n ; no t 
ser ious enough for B e a u t y , des t ined, therefore, 
r a t h e r for her subt le , r o u g h , sa t i r i c sister. 

O n c e A n a s t a s y a h a d been re legated to her p lace 
r a t h e r of exped iency , he c o u l d t h i n k of her w i t h 
m o r e f reedom. H e l o o k e d f o r w a r d w i t h gusto to 
h i s w o r k i n he r d i r e c t i o n . 

T h e r e w o u l d be no h a r m i n a n t i c i p a t i n g a l i t t l e . 
S h e m i g h t a t once be b r o u g h t o n to the boards, as 
t h o u g h the affair were a l ready se t t led a n d r ipe for 
p u b l i c i t y . 

" D o y o u k n o w a g i r l c a l l ed A n a s t a s y a V a s e k ? 
S h e is t o be f o u n d at y o u r G e r m a n fr iend 's , Fräulein 
L i p m a n n ' s . " 

" Y e s , I k n o w h e r , " sa id K r e i s l e r , l o o k i n g u p w i t h 
u n w a v e r i n g b lankness . H i s in t rospec t ive smile 
v a n i s h e d . " W h a t t h e n ? " was i m p l i e d i n his look . 
W h a t a fe l low th i s E n g l i s h m a n was, to be s u r e ! 
W h a t was he after n o w ? A n a s t a s y a was a m u c h 
m o r e de l ica te p o i n t w i t h h i m t h a n B e r t h a . 

" I ' v e jus t got to k n o w her. She's a c h a r m i n g g i r l , 
i s n ' t s h e ? " T a r r c o u l d no t qu i te m a k e out K r e i s l e r ' s 
r e c e p t i o n of these innocen t r emarks . 

" I s s h e ? " K r e i s l e r l o o k e d at h i m a lmost w i t h 
a s ton i shmen t . 

T h e r e is a p o i n t i n l ife b e y o n d w h i c h we mus t 
h o l d people responsible for accidents a n d the i r uncon
sciousness. Innocence t h e n loses i ts mean ing . 
B e y o n d th i s p o i n t T a r r h a d transgressed. W h e t h e r 
T a r r k n e w a n y t h i n g or not , the essential r ea l i ty was 
t h a t T a r r was b e g i n n i n g to get a t h i m w i t h A n a s t a s y a , 
j u s t h a v i n g been for a week a p rob l ema t i c a n d officious 
figure sudden ly appea r ing between h i m a n d his p rey 
of the Rue M a r t i n e . T h e hab i t of c i v i l i z e d res t ra in t 
h a d k e p t K r e i s l e r baffled a n d passive for a week. 
A n n o y a n c e a t B e r t h a ' s access of se l f -wi l l h a d been 
c o n v e r t e d i n t o a n g r y interest i n his new self-elected 
b o o n c o m p a n i o n . H e h a d been p repar ing la te ly , 
t h o u g h , to b o r r o w m o n e y f rom h i m . A n a s t a s y a 
b r o u g h t o n the scene was another ke t t l e of fish. 

W h a t d i d th i s T a r r ' s proceedings s a y ? T h e y s a i d : 
" B e r t h a L u n k e n w i l l have n o t h i n g more to do w i t h 
y o u . Y o u m u s t n ' t annoy her a n y more. I n the 
m e a n t i m e , I a m ge t t ing o n v e r y w e l l w i t h A n a s t a s y a 
V a s e k ! " 

A ques t ion t h a t presented i tself to K r e i s l e r was 
whe the r T a r r h a d hea rd the whole s tory of his assault 
o n h i s la te fiancée? T h e pos s ib i l i t y of his k n o w i n g 
th i s increased h i s con tempt for T a r r . 

K r e i s l e r was d i s a r m e d for the m o m e n t b y the 
r e m e m b r a n c e of A n a s t a s y a . B y the person he h a d 
regarded as p e c u l i a r l y accessible becoming p a r a d o x i 
c a l l y ou t of his reach , the most d i s tan t a n d inacces
s ib l e—such as A n a s t a s y a — seemed to be d r a w n a 
l i t t l e nearer. 

" I s Fräulein V a s e k w o r k i n g i n a s t u d i o ? " he 
a sked . 

" S h e ' s a t Serrano 's , I t h i n k , " T a r r t o l d h i m . 
" S o y o u go to Fräulein L i p m a n n ' s ? " 
" S o m e t i m e s . " 
K r e i s l e r reflected a l i t t l e . 
" I s h o u l d l i k e to see her a g a i n . " 
T a r r began to scent another mys te r ious mudd le . 

W o u l d he never be free of H e r r K r e i s l e r ? Pe rhaps 
he was go ing to be fo l lowed a n d r i v a l l e d i n th is t o o ? 
W i t h de l ibera te m e d i t a t i o n K r e i s l e r appeared to be 
c o m i n g r o u n d to T a r r ' s o p i n i o n . F o r his pa r t too, 
Fräulein V a s e k was a n ice y o u n g l ady . " Y e s , she 
is n i c e ! " H i s m a n n e r began to suggest t h a t T a r r 
h a d p u t her f o r w a r d as a subs t i tu te for B e r t h a ! 

F o r the rest of the even ing K r e i s l e r ins i s ted u p o n 
t a l k i n g a b o u t A n a s t a s y a . H o w was she dressed? 
H a d she m e n t i o n e d h i m ? etc. T a r r felt i n c l i n e d 
t o say, " B u t y o u don ' t u n d e r s t a n d ! She is for me. 

Bertha is yo.ur y o u n g l a d y n o w ! " O n l y i n re f lec t ing 
o n th i s possible r emark , he was confronted w i t h the 
obv ious r ep ly , " B u t is B e r t h a m y y o u n g l a d y ? " 

(To be continued) 

CORRESPONDENCE 
D R E I S E R P R O T E S T 

To the Editor of T H E E G O I S T 
M A D A M , — I n your December number " A Member of the Au tho r s ' 
League of Amer ica " at tacked me for m y outspoken cr i t ic ism of 
my own disgraced and unfortunate country. I have not replied 
unt i l now, as I wished to learn something of this " A u t h o r s ' 
League." I am now able to supply from their own official 
stationery a l ist of their " Counc i l , " " E x e c u t i v e B o a r d , " etc. 

I beg the reader to witness the number of professional " r e d -
bloods," and of writers of the sentimental-suggestive, boudoir-
and-delicious caresses type of novel , who have N O T supported 
the Dreiser protest. These leading lights of Amer ican Democracy 
are banded together presumably for the protection of the rights 
of authors and of literature. M a n y of them have not only 
failed to support Dreiser's fearless and unexaggerated real ism, 
but cowering before the successor to A n t h o n y Comstock of foul 
and ridiculous memory, the majori ty of them have combined 
together and D I S M I S S E D the former secretary of their society 
B E C A U S E he showed himself too active i n organizing the 
protest against the suppression of Dreiser's book. 

O patria mia, vedo le mura e gli archi as usual, and the cowardice 
of a servile democracy, also as usual, and the pus i l lan imi ty of 
America 's popular writers, also as usual, and the inactive t i m i d i t y 
of America 's " e lde r generation of literati," also as usual, and 
my contempt for these national characteristics remains unaltered 
—as usual. 

I append the list of officials and have starred those who have 
signed the protest : seventeen out of a council of s ix ty . 

E Z R A P O U N D 

January 22, 1917. 

T H E A U T H O R S ' L E A G U E O F A M E R I C A ( I N C . ) 

3 3 W E S T 4 2 N D S T R E E T , N E W Y O R K 

President Vice-President. 
* W I N S T O N C H U R C H I L L T H E O D O R E R O O S E V E L T 

Honorary Vice-Presidents 
J O H N B U R R O U G H S H A M L I N G A R L A N D 
R E G I N A L D D E K O V E N B R A N D E R M A T T H E W S 
M A R Y E . W n . K i N S F R E E M A N A U G U S T U S T H O M A S 

Council 
• S A M U E L H O P K I N S A D A M S M A R G A R E T M A Y O 
• G E O R G E A D E G E O R G E B A R R M C C U T C H E O N 
• G E R T R U D E A T H E R T O N • S A M U E L M E R W I N 

G E O R G E B A R R B A K E R • G E O R G E M I D D L E T O N 
R E X B E A C H C L E V E L A N D M O F F E T T 

• T H O M P S O N B U C H A N A N • M E R E D I T H N I C H O L S O N 
E L L I S P A R K E R B U T L E R • H A R V E Y O ' H I G G I N S 

• W I N S T O N C H U R C H I L L W I L L I A M H . O S B O R N E 
E D M U N D V A N C E C O O K E • W I L L P A Y N E 
G E O R G E C R E E L C H A N N I N G P O L L O C K 
J A M E S O L I V E R C U R W O O D M A R Y R O B E R T S R I N E H A R T 
W A L T E R P . E A T O N E D W I N M I L T O N R O Y L E 
H A M L I N G A R L A N D R O B E R T H A V E N S C H A U F F L E R 
D A N A G A T L I N L E R O Y S C O T T 
W I L L I A M J . G H E N T • U P T O N S I N C L A I R 
E L L E N G L A S G O W W I L L I A M M . S L O A N E 
R O B E R T G R A N T E . H . S O T H E R N 
H E N R Y S N Y D E R H A R R I S O N * I D A M . T A R B E L L 

• A V E R Y H O P W O O D • B O O T H T A R K I N G T O N 
E M E R S O N H O U G H A R T H U R C . T R A I N 

• R U P E R T H U G H E S L O U I S J O S E P H V A N C E 
W I L L I R W I N B A Y A R D V E I L L E R 
B U R G E S J O H N S O N K A T E J O R D A N V E R M I L Y E 
O W E N J O H N S O N F R A N K H . V I Z E T E L L Y 
A R T H U R I . K E L L E R C H A R L E S S T O K E S W A Y N E 
C H A R L E S R A N N K E N N E D Y S T E W A R T E D W A R D W H I T E 
B A S I L K I N G R O G E R B . W H I T M A N 
P E T E R B . K Y N E • J E S S E L Y N C H W I L L I A M S 

• J A C K L O N D O N O W E N W I S T E R 
P E R C Y M A C K A Y E H E L E N S . W O O D R U F F 

Executive Committee 
G E O R G E B A R R B A K E R A R T H U R I. K E L L E R 
R E X B E A C H L E R O Y S C O T T 

• T H O M P S O N B U C H A N A N L O U I S J O S E P H V A N C E 
E L L I S P A R K E R B U T L E R K A T E J O R D A N V E R M I L Y E 
G E O R G E C R E E L H E L E N S . W O O D R U F F 
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(Continued from page 20) 
sensa t ion red, wh i l e ano ther of a different wave
l e n g t h s h o u l d be accompan ied b y t ha t of green. 
N o w w h y i n d e e d ? T h e whole m e a n i n g a n d p u r p o r t 
o f science is i n v o l v e d i n the answer. 

(20) W h a t is i t t ha t science does? I t watches 
t h ings h a p p e n i n order to enable i t se l f to say W H E N 
t h e y happen . T h e e luc ida t i on of the " w h e n " of 
events is the whole business of science. I t seeks to 
k n o w unde r jus t what conditions assembled specific 
events t ake p lace . T h a t i s : the business of science 
i n a n y g iven case is to t ake note on a n event ' s con
comi tan t s . I t s m o t i v e i n do ing so is obv ious . T h e 
a m b i t i o n of science is to be able to issue guaranteed 
recipes for r ep roduc ing a l l events whatsoever . I t s 
ent i re a t t i t ude is c o n s t r u c t i v e ; i t seeks to d o ; i t 
reproduces by reassembling the i n v a r i a b l y concomi t an t 
condi t ions of a n y e v e n t : w h i c h same concomi tan t s 
i t calls the event 's cause. T h u s the process of science 
consist of t w o s tages : (1) of desc r ip t ive assert ions 
s a y i n g wha t events occur , g i v i n g all the concomi t an t 
condi t ions whenever t hey occur , a n d (2) of descr ip t ive 
assertions of the same event under v a r y i n g condi t ions 
g i v i n g on ly such concomi tan t s as i n v a r i a b l y recur 
under all condi t ions . W h e n science has de l ive red 
i tself of th is last desc r ip t ion i t holds tha t i t has 
furnished the event ' s cause; a n d i t w o u l d c l a i m 
tha t b y reassembling jus t those cond i t ions the event 
cou ld moreover be made a n d remade aga in a t w i l l . 
T h e first stage m i g h t be ca l l ed t ha t of desc r ip t ion , 
a n d the second stage the e x p l a n a t o r y ; b u t o b v i o u s l y , 
a t root, b o t h stages are descr ip t ive equa l ly a n d solely. 
E x p l a n a t i o n is de ta i l ed a n d compared desc r ip t ion . 
I t is descr ip t ion v e r y careful ly done. S o : for science, 
th ings happen—thus a n d thus—whereupon science 
obedien t ly recites how. Science accepts happenings . 
I t asks n o t h i n g a n d gets to k n o w n o t h i n g as to why 
t hey happen . Obedience a n d accep ta t ion of the 
inexorableness of events is science's whole a t t i tude . 
I n tha t w a y , a n d i n tha t w a y on ly does i t find i t can 
b r i n g t hem to t e r m s ; for science apprehends t ha t 
wh i l e t hey are inexorab le , t hey are p l i a n t a n d manage
able w i t h i n the l i m i t s of the i r inexorableness. 

(21) L e t us reci te some of the s imples t assertions 
science makes . I t says, for instance, t ha t every 
par t i c le of ma t t e r i n the universe a t t rac ts every other 
par t i c le w i t h a force of fixed potent ia l i t ies for a l l 
g i v e n cases. I t says t ha t two gases, H a n d O , 
combine unde r ce r ta in condi t ions a n d i n ce r ta in 
propor t ions as water . I t says tha t l i qu id s become 
gases under definite condi t ions . I t tel ls tales of mag ic 
l i k e t h i s : " R u b a glass r o d w i t h a s i lk handkerchief . 
T h e r o d w i l l t hen have power to a t t r ac t a p i t h - b a l l . 
T h e handkerchief w i l l h ave l ikewise . B u t once let 
the r o d touch the b a l l a n d lo a n d beho ld , the hand 
kerchief w i l l repel the p i t h - b a l l ! " O r i t w i l l say 
t ha t i f the t ips of t w o ca rbon penci ls to w h i c h are 
a t t ached wires charged respect ive ly w i t h negat ive 
a n d pos i t ive electr ic currents are b rought a lmos t 
together a b r igh t flame w i l l es tabl ish i tself be tween 
t h e m . O r i t w i l l say t ha t i f y o u b r i n g a s m a l l quan
t i t y of gunpowder in to contac t w i t h a t i n y spark , 
y o u w i l l get a n exp los ion d i sp ropor t iona te ly large 
compared w i t h e i ther of t hem. A n d so on , a n d so 
o n . L e t the ta le be s imple or complex , mos t c o m m o n 
place-seeming or the mos t recondi te magic , the basic 
charac te r i s t i c of every ins tance is the same. A l l are 
assertions as to w h e n th ings happen . N e v e r are 
t h e y s ta tements e x p l a i n i n g why th ings happen . 

I f w h e n science has pushed i ts observat ions deeper 
a n d deeper a n d is able to g ive a n account of the 
when o n a l e v e l w h i c h grows cor respondingly wide as 
i t grows deep, the when of a more superf ic ial happen ing 
m a y . for convenience i n reference be regarded as a 
c o r o l l a r y of the w i d e r genera l iza t ion . B u t tha t is 
m e r e l y a m a t t e r of economy of s ta tement a n d enume
r a t i o n . I t does no t m e a n t ha t the superf ic ial hap
p e n i n g is caused b y the more comprehens ive ly s ta ted 

h a p p e n i n g i n the sense tha t the l a t t e r affords a 
reason w h y the former happens. 

W h a t science calls a l a w is mere ly a compendious 
w a y of g r o u p i n g a vas t number of s tatements about 
specific happenings under one b i g " g e n e r a l " state
ment . T h e asser t ion e m b o d y i n g w h a t is ca l l ed a 
u n i v e r s a l l a w differs f rom tha t e m b o d y i n g a n isola ted 
h a p p e n i n g i n i ts q u a n t i t a t i v e bear ing o n l y . I n kind, 
b o t h are i d e n t i c a l . B o t h are assertions to the when; 
nei ther has a shred of bear ing on any why. 

(22) I f ou r account appears doubt fu l let us r e tu rn 
to our scientif ic instances a n d charge in to them w i t h 
a p h a l a n x of " w h y ' s . " Why do a l l part icles of 
ma t t e r a t t r ac t one another? W h y do they not 
ra ther fly apar t ? W h y do not bodies flee the e a r t h ? 
W h y do not H a n d O combine as someth ing other 
t h a n w a t e r ? W h y shou ld l i ke electr ic poles so 
pers is tent ly r e p e l ? " N o reason i n the w o r l d can 
be assigned " w h y they should not be th ink themselves 
a n d attract. W h y do the two opposi te currents 
pass ing t h rough the ca rbon t ips create a flame? 
W h y do they not ra ther p l a y a t u n e ? W h y does 
not gunpowder greeted b y a spark graceful ly dissolve 
as a dewdrop or a sweetly e x c i t i n g odour? W h y , 
oh w h y ? A s the ch i ld ren say, " B e c a u s e ; they do 
because they do, a n d they don ' t because they d o n ' t " : 
w h i c h be ing t rans la ted means tha t the no t ion of 
cause has here outs tepped i ts p rov ince . T h e i n t r u 
s ion here of a why is an absu rd i ty . These are not 
the c i rcumstances i n w h i c h science knows of a n y 
why. Science knows o n l y of when's, a n d i f the t e rm 
why makes a n y appearance whatsoever a m o n g the 
causal connexions inves t iga ted b y science i t is a c tua l l y 
the t e rm when i tself wear ing a disguise. O f the 
why used as the au thor w h o m we quote uses i t , i n 
the sense of motive or reason, scientific inves t iga t ion 
reveals not a t race. A n in teres t ing chapter i n 
ph i losophy indeed awai ts the w r i t i n g . I f the task is 
unde r t aken b y a wr i t e r of the o l d school, the chapter 
t h rough sheer persis tency of hab i t w i l l appear as 
' T h e t rue na ture of cause." I f i t is w r i t t e n b y one 

of the new school i t w i l l be " T h e func t ion of the t e rm 
w h y : a d e f i n i t i o n " ! 

(23) T h e inference we shal l d raw herefrom i n 
reference to psycho-para l le l i sm is obvious . I n the i r 
desire to r ema in fa i thfu l to the dual i s t ic concept ion 
of phenomena, phi losophers have been d r i v e n to t r u l y 
desperate proceedings. T h e y have i n the first p lace 
been d r i ven to conceive a n d acknowledge such condi 
t ions of concomitance , correspondence, a n d corre
l a t i o n between neura l a n d conscious facts as in 
themselves fulf i l a l l the requirements necessary to 
es tabl ish the re la t ionship of scientific cause a n d 
effect ! H a v i n g done so, a n d as the i r sole answer to 
the obvious , t hey have thereupon d i s to r ted the whole 
mean ing of science b y demand ing f rom i t a n answer 
to a species of quest ion w h i c h i t is an absu rd i ty to 
a s k ! S t i l l no t content w i t h the i r explo i t s , some of 
t h e m have added insu l t to i n j u r y a n d declared tha t 
o w i n g to a na t ive defect i nhe r ing i n the h u m a n 
in te l lec t , a r i dd le has been p ropounded too subtle 
for so lu t ion whi le consciousness l a s t s ! I n our 
op in ion , however , there is a ve ry m u c h shorter w a y 
w i t h r iddles of th is descr ip t ion . 

P O È M E S 
Par A N D R É S P I R E 

Author of "Versets," "Vers les Routes Absurdes," etc. 

A little book of unpublished poems written just 
before and during the war. M. Spire has been 
in Nancy, near the firing-line, since August 1914 
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POETS' TRANSLATION SERIES 
1. (Ready) The complete poems (25) of Anyte of Tegea, now 

brought together in English for the first time: translated by 
Richard Aldington. (8 pages) 2d. net (3d. post free). 

2. (Ready) A n entirely new version of the poems and new 
fragments, together with the more important of the old frag
ments, of Sappho: translated by Edward Storer. (12 pages) 
4d. net (5d. post free). 

3. (Ready) Choruses from the " Iphtgenia in Aulis " of 
Euripides : translated by H . D. 6d. net (7d. post free). 

4. (Ready) A choice of the Latin poetry of the Italian Renais
sance, many now translated for the first time, by Richard Alding
ton. 4d. net (5d. post free). 

5. (Ready) The Poems of Leonidas of Tarentum, now collected 
—and many translated for the first time in English—by James 
Whitall. 6d. net (7d. post free). 

6. (Ready) The "Mosella" of Ausonius, translated by F. S. 
Flint. 6d. net (7d. post free). 

Al l the pamphlets—except the first—are twelve to twenty-
eight pages long and cost 4d. or 6d. net ; sd. or 7d. post free. 
The series of six 2s. net post free. 

To be obtained from : The Egoist, Oakley House, Blooms
bury Street, W.C. 

The Second Series is unavoidably postponed. 

EDITORIAL 
Le t t e r s , etc., i n t e n d e d for the E d i t o r of T H E 
E G O I S T shou ld be addressed to O a k l e y H o u s e , 
B l o o m s b u r y Street , L o n d o n , W . C . 

TERMS OF SUBSCRIPTION. 
Y e a r l y , 6 /6 ; U . S . A . $1.60. 
S i x mon ths , 3 /3 ; U . S . A . $ .80. 
T h r e e months , 1/9 ; U . S . A . $ .40. 
S ing le copies 7d . , post free to a l l countr ies . 
Cheques , pos ta l a n d money orders, etc., shou ld 
be p a y a b l e to T H E E G O I S T , L I M I T E D , a n d crossed 
" P a r r ' s B a n k , B l o o m s b u r y B r a n c h . " 

ADVERTISEMENT RATES. 
P e r page £4. Qua r t e r page £1 Is . Od. P e r 
i n c h single c o l u m n , 4s. H a l f rates after first 
i n se r t ion . A U adver t isements mus t be p repa id . 

ORDER FORM 
A P O R T R A I T O F T H E 
A R T I S T AS A Y O U N G M A N 

P U B L I S H E D P R I C E , 6s. (5s. net, postage 4d. 

Please send me cop of 

A P O R T R A I T O F T H E A R T I S T A S A Y O U N G 

M A N , by J A M E S J O Y C E , published by T H E 

E G O I S T L T D . , for which I enclose 

Name 

Address 

O R D E R S , A C C O M P A N I E D B Y R E M I T T A N C E , S H O U L D B E 
S E N T T O 

T H E E G O I S T , L I M I T E D , 

O A K L E Y H O U S E , B L O O M S B U R Y S T . , L O N D O N , W . C . 

The Little Review 
L I T E R A T U R E , D R A M A , MUSIC, A R T 

MARGARET C. ANDERSON, Editor 

T h e new monthly that has been called " the most unique 
journal in existence." 

T H E L I T T L E R E V I E W is a magazine that believes 
in Life for Art's sake, in the Individual rather than in 
Incomplete People, in an Age of Imagination rather than 
of Reasonableness ; a magazine interested in Past, 
Present, and Future, but particularly in the New 
Hellenism ; a magazine written for Intelligent People 
who can Feel, whose philosophy is Applied Anarchism, 
whose policy is a Wil l to Splendour of Life, and whose 

function is—to express itself. 

One Year, U.S.A. , $1.50 ; Canada, $1.65 ; 
Great Britain, 7/-

THE LITTLE REVIEW 
917 Fine Arts Building, Chicago, U.S.A. 

Enclosed find Seven Shillings for one year's sub
scription, beginning 

Name 
Address 

T H E C O N T E M P O R A R Y SERIES 
I M A G E S - O L D A N D N E W 

By Richard Aldington 
T H E only volume of verse by one of the most important 
contemporary poets. 

F I V E M E N A N D P O M P E Y 
By Stephen Vincent Benet 

A S E R I E S of dramatic portraits, being moments in the 
lives of Sertorius, Lucillus, Cicero, Caesar, Crassus, and 
Pompey, outlining the drama of the Republic's fall. 

T H E E N G L I S H T O N G U E 
By Lewis Worthington Smith 

W A R poems—a group of inspiring and fiery lyrics of the 
modern ballad type. 

HORIZONS. By Robert Alden Senborn 
A F I R S T volume of poems in which many critics see 
unmistakable signs of genius. 

J U D G M E N T . By Amelia J. B u r r 
P L A Y in one act in verse, by the author of The Roadside 
Fire. A poignant tragedy of Salem witchcraft days. 

T H E H O M E C O M I N G 
By Paul Eldridge 

Two one-act plays of the Great War. 

E A C H volume about 5 by 7 inches; printed on heavy 
antique paper; bound with coloured wrapper over 
boards; covers ornamented with designs. Send for 
complete descriptive catalogue. Price 60 cents each at 
all booksellers. Postage extra. For sale at The Poetry 
Bookshop, London. 

T H E F O U R S E A S C O M P A N Y , P U B L I S H E R S 
Cornh i l l , Bos ton , U . S . A . 

Pr in t ed at T H E C O M P L E T E P R E S S , West Norwood, and published by the Proprietors, T H E E G O I S T , L I M I T E D 
at Oakley House, Bloomsbury Street, London , W . C . 
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