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TWO SKETCHES

RALPH GIBSON
H. ALWYN LEE

SOUTH WALES, 1928

A long, winding valley. A narrow space at the
bottam, with just raom enough for the three essentials
—road, river, and railway, A regular network of
coalpits, some of them “finished,” many of them idle
through “bad trade.” Along cither slope long rows
of square white houses, and above them a hillside
stripped bare of trees or shrubs, with a few sheep
grazing here and there,

It is midsummer 1928, the last week of July. Men
are still being turned off unemployment benefit in
their thousands for “not genuinely seeking” work
that is not available. The Rhondda has been worse
hit than most places, and about a third of the miners
are unemployed. Those in work just get over £2
a week if they are lucky.

This valley has been the home of proud, indepen-
dent-minded men, the very vanguard of the British
working class movement. Here, for example, is the
village of Perth, where A. J. Cook lived for twelve
years during the period when he was still a worker
and fighter. A few miles away is Tonypandy, once
the scene of an exciting struggle between miners and
police, when the miners marched round breaking shop-
windows to divert the police from their task of pro-
tecting “scabs” in the pit. IHard times have made
many militants in this area. There is a village a few
miles distant where literally everyone is out of work,
and where the Communist Party has won many re-
cruits. The name of the village is Maerdy, but the
neighbours call it "Little Moscow.” It is the home
of Arthur Horner, -one of the leading figures in the
party.

Nightfall. An outcrop of coal in the hillside. Six
or seven unemployed miners tramp up ready for work.
They have obtained permission to get what coal they
can from this outcrop, whether for sale in the village
or for their own use. They enter slowly, tramping
through pools and mud, backs bent, with a minimum
of air and no light but candles. There is no question
of walking upright, for this is an emergency job, and
no one is hewing out more earth than necessary.

Someone stumbles over a bag. What is it? Haven't
all the eoal bags been removed? No. This is ane of
the “royalty” bags set aside for the landlord. The
landlord, from the kindness of his heart, has allowed
the men to ward off starvation by the use of his land,
but only on condition that every sixth bag of coal
shall be paid to him as tribute. Not one, but a long
line of these bags can be scen alongside the outcrop
Thase bags are not for the workers who have filled
them. Nor are they for the millions of ather workers

who ean’t keep their houses warm in winter. They
are for the Marquis of Bute. They are for the gentle-
man who already owns half the valley, and lives in
a splendid castle overlooking and dominating the main
street in Cardiff. These dirty-looking bags of coal,
filled by hours of toil and struggle, now showing dimly
in the candlelight, are the foundation on which that
splendid edifice has heen reared. Out with the candles |
They are promoting discontent. They are spreading
sedition.

Stripped to the waist, with drops of water falling
on their backs from above, the men work through
the night. Outside: fresh air, mountain showers,
Tights twinkling in the valley. Inside: only the eandles,
the slow dripping of water, the shining seam of coal,
the “muck” around it, the clanging of picks, sweat,
hunger, and the forced labour of slaves who have
not yet shaken themselves free.

Sunday evening. A meeting of the Militant
Minority Movement in the hall at Tonypandy. Tom
Mann is speaking. He is over seventy now, but fear-
less and vigorous as ever. His voice rings in every
corner of the crowded hall, proclaiming the struggle
against the capitalist class, the treachery of the Trades
[Tnion Congress, the determination of Capitalism to
fight, the necessity for the workers to fight harder
<till. As he warms up to his final appeal, the working-
class movement seems already to have become an
army, with this hall as a recruiting depot. The over-
powering atmosphere of gloom and despair begins to
he dispelled. Cheers echo through the hall.

The main strect of Cardiff. Same evening. War
memorials, commemorating the miners who gave their
lives tn save England for the people who owned it.
The Marquis' castle, built and maintained on the de-
spair and destitution of mining families. Statue of
the same gentleman's grandfather Stars and stripes
hung out in honour of a shipload of visiting Ameri-
cans, welcome mainly for their dollars, who have come
to attend the Eisteddfod, or Welsh national musical
festival. Churches with pulpits dedicated to the ex-
tirpation of Communism, materialism and class-war.
What dire things might not happen in this street if
the worker hesan fighting, and hghting for material
ends? The Marquis’ castle used as a holiday home
by the miners? The streets policed by Rhondda pro-
fetarat? The Marquis and the minister working side
by side in the docks? No. Patriotism must be pre-
seryed at il costs. Let us pray.



IE CHINESE SOVIETS

‘On the Honan-Hupeh-Anhwei border a slogan Has origls
w Tun the

nless all schools are suspenie

11
R R S aially cléand v
niﬁl;l!_a{mg details of the Red armics, which now
@’ntru{_ over ﬂne:sixlh of China's area, are given by
AY. in The China Forum for May, 1932, "Every

man, woman, and child in the et distriets,” writes

AY, Uis a fighter of the Revolution, Aside from

the | lar Red armies, whose total ranks do not ex-
~ ceed 51000 men, there are the Red Guards and
Youth Pioneers in every hsien or district under Soviet
 contral. There are the Women's Relief Corps, Tntelli-

N d First-Aid Corps. The number of these runs
gtge llions, since there are 50,000,000 people in the

hinese Soviet Republic, They are all part and par-
cel of the organisation which has been built up for
the defence and extension of the Red districts.

The Red armies work in full co-operation with
these local forces. The latter are used as auxiliary
corps. They are utilised to harass the White columns,
“ta convey information, to carry supplies and aid 10
the mobile Red regulars. In time of peace—which
is seldom enough—they concentrate un tilling the soil
“and eontributing to the economic development of the
areas in which they live. In time of war they are the
people who melt from sight before the advancing
Whites, re;ppear&ng only when the exigencies of the
campaign demand it.

The Red armies are themselves chiefly composed of
oor peasants, with a nucleus of the peasant soldiers
who fought in the ranks of the revolutionary armies in
192527, There is in the ranks of ¢ach army a small
fumber of handicraftsmen and industrial workers who
constitute the strongest among the leaders of the
‘yanks. These have been drawn partly from the big
cities and from small industry in the towns, whence
they have fled the terror, During the rctreat from
Changsha in 1930, many workers joined the retiring
Red forces, and have remained with them ever since.
It is estimated that there are not more than 100 to
200 industrial workers in cach of the nine prineipal
Red armies.

Most of the positions of leadership and adminis-
tration are held by intellectuals and students, During
the last three years many students returned from
European universities have made their way into the
ricts, where they are now engaged in various
activities of a political and educational nature Many
have associated themselves dircetly with the Red
anmies in various capacities, All join when necessary
in the actual fighting.

Thanks to the enemy, the armaments of the Red
armies have stea increased in number and im-
proved in quality. It 1 amazing tribute to the
ingenuity and fighting ability of these small, fast-
maving bands that they have been able within a period
of four years, starting virtually unarmed except th

and spears and pikes, to have acq\nr(:d nearly
00,000 rifles and huge stores of ammunition; that

they have been able to add to their units machine
gun and Lewis gun corps,

The internal organisation of the armies is on a
share-and-ghare basis, Everyone, from the com
mander down to the buck private, fares alike in mat
ters of dation, food, and r o, Ag
a rule, the material condition of the armies is poor
and miserable, but the highly developed morale and
steadily increasing political consciousness of the rank
and file under the influence of constant instruetion
and growth of literacy make for easy adaption to all
conditions.

In every company there is a Soldicrs’ Clul T'his
club takes charge of all foad and supply arrangements
for the company, It also supervises all cultural
activity, educational work, and 80 patherings, The
instruction of the rank and file in reading and writing
has made steady progress, many soldiers who used (o

be entirely illiterate now finding themselves 0
contribute to the wall newspapers which have heen
introduced,
THEIR PRESENT STRENGTH.
The nine major Red armies total 151,000 men. 1 liey

a small number
Practically all these unil

defending the Soviet dis

1 concerted

possess in all about 97,500 rifles
of Lewis and machine guns.
are at present engaged in
tricts in their respective areas against
drive from several quarters. The Hupeh fo
fighting the troops of General Liu Hsiang of
The Hupeh Provincial Forces defending Wulian are
fighting Kwang's 1st army and Kung's 16th, botl
which have been converging on the Triple Citi
some Red units less than five miles from the «i
main Red forees in South tern Kiang
engaged with the Cantonese troops of Chen Ti
which recenitly withdrew owing 10 political squabble
at Canton. A raid was made into Fukien in April
which resulted in the capture of Changchow and &
threat to Amoy, chiei Fukien seaport
THE CHINESE SOVIET DISTRICTS

China's Soviet districts do not occupy a sin
tinuous geographic unit. They cxist in s
territories, divided by narrow corridors
still held by White forces. Soviet administ ration
exist in 167 hsien or districts distributed aver eight
provinees,

Arranged by provinces, the hsien under :

trol can be distributed as follows: Kiangsi, 70
Hupeh, 50; Honan, 10; Anwhei, 10; r[_\rx‘ 10
popu

Fukien, 20; Kwangtung, 4; Chekiang, 1.
lation estimates for the total arca range in t
bourhood of 50,000,000, of whom perhaps

@i

er cent, were formerly tenants or entirely landle
The ruthless campaign of the Kuomingtang fmus
derers against the Reds is also tald in the afor

mentioned article —

The Kuomingtang hordes drog
(Kiangsi) like a plague of locusts.
ffextermination” campaigo, and in many

pd on the provine
1 ifed an




Misha Kurtz left Baku in 1919 when a British gun-

boat shell crashed into his father's kitchen to help
make the world safe for Anglo-Persian Oil,
They couldn't find enough of old man Kurtz to bury,
but there's 4 monument with his name on it in Baku
to-day, and last year the A%, produced one
hundred million barrels of oil there,

Misha was fifteen, He liked Pushkin's poetry and

waves and sunsets, and wanted to make pictures of
all the things he saw.
He came to Australia because his father's schoolday
friend in Melbourne promised him a job, and when
Misha said, “How are you, Mr, Pinkevitch?” his
father’s friend was angry, and said, “You fool, my
name i8 Prince now' (for Dritons never, mever,
never will be Slavsl).

Mr. Prince was sorry Misha's father had Leen a
Red. He told Misha uzlhc British Empire on which
the sun never sets, and gave him fifteen shillings a
week to watch a loom in Prince's Premier Mills.
There was a battery of smashing, clashing looms
that bang, clang, clatter at times they
were weaving bits of Misha o the pattern,
and if a shuttle flew out it would pieree you like a
bullet, so you had to watch your step as you leant
over the slowly growing wea

(Dame Fashion Sounds a Brighter Note in Tweeds
{his Season. "“Wear More Wool," says Alfred Prince,
Chairman of the Patriots' Prosperity League.)

After three years Misha was earning a pound a
week, and had Torgotten Baku and his father and the
tiﬂ‘lm he had wanted to paint and everything except

illing bedbugs so he could sleep.

y diénSamctimfa he was troubled by women too, but he
't like the five-bob whares, and the mill girls didn’t
like him.)

One day he took a parcel out to Mr. Prince's ney
home in Toorak, and Mr, Prince was in a good mo
and showed him round. “I paid £11,000 for it wi
out a stick of fumiture,” he said.

DORAK. —Gentleman's Home, Magnifcent

ated Rocms, Bervn sariers, Lawrices
tings Throughent, Huge ~Allctment,
Glorious Views. Bacrifics Pries. £11.000

Misha thought of saving a pound a year for eleven
rs, and Mr, Prince said, “You won't see
another diningroom suite like that in the whole of
Australia. That's Spanish walnut and genuine ebony
TFive hundred guineas' worth. And I came out here
wilhouk two cents.” Misha followed Mr. Prince
through 14 Superbly Appointed Rooms, and Mr
Prince pointed out the Lux ttings Througt
out, the Huge Allotment, and the Glorious Views. Mr
Prince also showed Misha a water-calour of naked
" women and satyrs dancing around, and he winked and
® said, “That's a bit of alrght, ain't iti” Misha said it
" didn't mean anything to him, and why couldn’t an

SACHA YOUSSEVITCH

SOMETHING ABOUT SOMEONE

artist paint something real? And Mr, Prince smiled

gcod—natur:dlymand said, "It's easy to see you ain't a

COnnasewer,

at picture cost me a hundred guineas

without the frame,

It's by Norman Lindsay, one of

the most expensive artists on the market."”

The most beautiful girl that Misha had ever seen
came into the room and walked past him and said,
“Dear, I'm rather worried about to-night.” And Mr,
Prince said, “Why, what's up?" And Misha wondered
what could worry such a beautiful girl, and the curv-
ing silk that flowed over her breasts and bottom filled
him with swimmy desire, and she said, "Well, it's
about Jack and Toddles”” And Mr, Prince bit the
end off a cigar and said, “Well?" And the girl looked
at a piece of paper and said, ""You see, they don't play
contract, and 1 was putting them at the same table with
me and Tina, but I just remembered they had a row
over the tennis finals, and it would be sort of awk-
ward, don't you think?" Mr. Prince puffed his cigar
slowly and looked worried, and Misha watched the
girl's mouth grow into a quivering crimson fAower
that burnt his eyes till it lapped into a picture of the
\hin—lip‘ped Irish girl who had fainted at her loom the
day before. And Mr, Prince said, "Don't let it worry
you, honeykins; I'll fix it somehow. You leave it to
me,” And the girl said, "Thank you, you old dear/
and left behind a haze of heavy smelils that Misha
breathed in hungrily.

Mr. Prince became aware of Misha again and said,
“That was my daughter. Every stitch she wears is
imported from Paris.” And Misha thought it funny
to imagine her in Baku, where her o was Pinke-
vitch, and they would have been neighbours, and he
could have kissed her, but now he couldn't even talk
to her because she was Miss Prince, of Melbourne's
Younger Set.

A fat grandfather clock struck twelve, and Mr.
Prince said it had three sets of chimes and cos
best part of two hundred with duty and freight
and so on. Then he said now you've seen one
of the most luxuricus homes in Melbourne. 1 doubt
if you'd see anything finer in London itseli. Now
I'm going to give you a bit of advice, and it's a pity
your father didn't have someone to advise him; he
might have finished up lik a respected British
subject—instead of chucking his life away wi
of bollbevilﬂ. What did it get him?” Misha
at the grandfather clack, and
and Mr. Prince lowered his
take my advice; if you want to be a s
like me, you change your name and f
Russia and become a good Australian |
tralia is the finest country in the world Misha
fought with a tangle of words that surged through
him, and said, “Why?* Mr. Prince seemed surprised,
and said, “Because it's part of the British Empire
and it's & land of freedom. Just consider; 1 came
here without a cent, and logk at me now.” Misha

cess 1
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“LAND TO THE PE SANTS!
extremists have made them” (the peasants)
g specious offer—the confiscation and dist
he estates rescrved to the great landowners whes
serfs were emancipated. The
Batous eyes” (how dare theyl) “on these lands
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DAVID LOCKHART

better guarantee than the vague promises of the cos
mopolitan socialist gang at Petrograd

Granny Argus was obviously a little hy!
that occasion, or she would hardly have referred
the redistribution of Private Property as in any way
“specious.” But perhaps we should generously at-
tribute this lapse to a more than usually severe out-
break of journalistic measles. The rest of the para-
graph, however, is exceedingly rich in class innuendos
which do not need to be analysed.

Occasionally this alignment a little over
as in the following from an s leader
Here, referring to the All-Russian Congre
(the supreme governing body of the
which was ealled hy the workers' and soldic
cils 1o replace the decrepit and disintegr:
Prayisional Government), the Argus say

:

“The predatory, anarchic majoril
the capital” (i Petrograd) * g which it
asserts to be a government, but patently 15 in-
capable of controlling even the scum of the city or the
mob of the garrison.”

Besides denying the so demoeratic
right” of the majority to rule i f in its own way,
Grandlady rgus goes out of her way to sneer in a
snobbish way at that majority when it has th
audacity to set a path f
indexed by the consti
minority.

The curious thing is that the Argus (at least in
those days) had not y ned to hide the fact that
the Congress of Soviets did
of the people, as indicated in the popu
power to the ders!” In an earlic
abovementioned (13/10/17) she had writte

f Workmen's and
the Soviet. It was no
parliamentary body. Its members m;
was to be done, and required the Pro
ment to do it. That it was very powerful c
doubted.” (Oht)

Granny Argus should dust up her memory a little
next time she is tempted to eat her more recent
and unscrupulous stary of a Bols evik coup m
a power-l g handful who - i
successful in subjugating the people

What is perhaps even more astonishing and instrue
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sterly advice to the floune
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Just as liberty, to bee e limes
temporarily suspended, democracy, to say itself,
must in crises submit to dictatorship.
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RALPH BOND

ORKING CLASS FILMS

‘p:mdul:linn by workers' groups i
y is naturally beset wilhg exl‘;:r::: Z.‘%?m'il‘
th _Eﬂs‘l’::i?ider ﬁnanct{a} rc;uurces available 1o these
3 e range of techni i
&mt Etie qﬁistim, mical equipment is prac-
Does _ﬂu_s_mcan that we should content ourselves
th heorising over someone else's films until the
&Pg‘}:c;nvﬁx:?sludios, the equipment, and the
ly such a policy would make the workers'
groups a mere collection of critics, stifling the
r;(:vi:rnn;gllses that are to be found everywhere in
‘Whatever the difficulties, we must combine the
jeinlogical and technical study of the Soviet films
 production work of our own, however crude and
tary it may be in the first stages
le must learn to master, in a practical way, the
ts of film production so that when we have the
i u:i afrlclrhme revolution we shall know how to
of them.
though the Workers' Film Movement in Britain
young, it has tackled this production problem
has already certain ach to its credit.
What form of production is possible? 1 suggest
e can at least make a start with (1) workers'
recls, (2) montage films, (3) documentaries.
e in Britain we have achieved something—a very
fle something—in these three forms. We have made
news reels, cach about ome thousand feet in
2 The siibjects covered by these reels include
May Day demonstrations, the International Day of
 Struggle against Unemployment, the strike of the
anc hiii tztile operatives, and the Unemployed
[unger March.
A cingle reel montage-film has been made
title of Glimpses of Modern Russia. This entirely
fists of cut-outs from Soviet films imported mto
ritain. The material was collected and fashioned
rthythmical pattern. The result is a fairly com
sive picture of various phases of life and
i the Soviet Union to-day. The cost was

I e.
& As a result of a conference of delegates from the
various Workers' Film Socictics, a decision was made
to fuce a somewhat more ambitious effort. It was
' deeided to popularise filmically the Workers' Charter,
e militant programmes of the revolutionary workers.
5l outline scenario was prepared, and I was given
 responsibility for its production
1 e film—1g3r is its title—has now been com-
pleted, and was received enthusiastically at its first
=, presentation. 1037 shows how the dockers,
= railwaymen, the miners, the textile and steel work-
ers are exploited under the rationalisation attacks of
the employers. The imperialist character of British

capitalism is emphasised with shots of slave labour
in China the suppression of native revolts by
troops and warships.

Shots of unemployed workers at the Labour Ex-
changes, and the slums where the workers live are
contrasted with the lueury pursuits and wealth of the
bourgenisie.

The struggles of the colonial workers aré cross-cut
with those of the British workers, and there is a sym-
bolical sequence urging solidarity with the Soviet
Union, Various shots of British workers in action—
strikes, marches, and demonstrations—build up in a
rising tempo to the fade-out title, a map of Britain,
with the words “THETR OWN" superimposed.

Difficulties of securing interior scenes of factory
and workshop conditions necessitated the borrowing
of eertain sequences from other films, but a very con-
siderable proportion of the film we shot ourselves
with a portable hand camera. The film is entirely

documentary; we employed no actors and 1o studio
sctsliijngs. Tt ‘runs about 1600 feet, and costs under
£50.

As an experiment, 1931 is valuable not only for
its propaganda content, but because it has taught us
that workers' production is possible even with the most

limited resources.

CANBERRA BANS FACT

In inflicting the ban upon the recently imported
film of “The Five Year Plan,” the government of
philistines and exploiters at Canberra has never fe-
vealed its class nature more nakedly The smoke-
screen of shuffling evasions behind which these
morons seek to shield their action from the scrutiny
of the workers might be considered comedy in the
grand manner if the actual banning were not an out-
rage of the stupidest sort.

Here is a film of plain historic fact—a record of
the triumphant march of workers under the banner of
socialism. Here is a story of sheer creative effort,
of mighty human endeavour born of the victory over
the inert forces of parisitism, sottishness, and privi-
lege—a story rich in new perspectives, vibrant with
the released energies of the enfranchised Russian
masses, . . . A picture far too vivid and unmanswer-
able, indeed, to permit the contrast with a capitalist
world in disintegration, with the long and ul
story of wage-cuts, unemployment, evictions,
ings, and forced labour for the dole.

Not for long, however, will the workers tolerate
this insolent taunt at their intelligence.

Add your signature to the mighty petition that is to
flood Canberra on December 1st

yaton-
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JOHN CHARTERIS

ARMISTICE ANNIVERSARY

If you expect a thing long enough and cherish your
expectation with what intensity 15 in you, it almost
certainly will come to pass. :

We, the three hundred and fifty cadets in the train-
ing ship “Lion,” afloat on the Tiquid v:nué of the
Thames estuary in 1917, expected a curious and in-
genious death in the greatest of all great wars. A
few were disappointed, but most contrived to get in-
volved in submarine warfare, the battle of Jutland (in
which one of the sixteen-year-old lads qualified for
a posthumous V.C. by being destroyed with high ex-
plosives), and other famous disasters. And all the
time the absolute necessity of taking part in the cur-
rent blood sports was drummed into our ears until
1018, The fact of the Armistice took us unawares.

The riot of the first armistice night coincided with
the termination of my training and my first trip across
blue water in a huge cubist nightmare of a ship filled
with maimed soldiers returning to Canada.

The war was over, and one had not been killed. On
the contrary, one was fifteen and very much alive.
Evidently something had gone wrong. The working
hypothesis with which one had been presented, that
had explained and to some extent condoned our exist-
ence, had been removed by some treacherous hand.
Somewhere deep in the unconscious mind one felt that
that working hypothesis—that fantasy of death—per-
sisted ; so that in the spring of 1919 T had joined the
Mine Clearance Service.

The training-ship period is more fruitful of memo-
ries than the sinking-ships-and-praying-hands period
of mine-sweeping days. The healthy rhythms of ado-
lescence . . . days on the ancient river . . . nights when
one looked out through the square ports of the three-
foot-thick wooden wall of old england, survivor of
the Napoleonic war, listening perhaps to the insect
huzz of a raiding Zeppelin . . . distant detonations of
bombs and gunfire . . . silence—the quiet motion of
the tides, . . .

Then November 11, 1919—first anniversary of the
Armistice . . . the eastern Mediterranean . . . Mudros
harbour, long after the Anzacs had seen the last of
it . . . a depot ship, a fleet of lean mine-sweepers,
lingering on like charwomen, cleaning up after the

party.

The fantasy of patriotic death had brought us to
the last place in the world where the war was still
going on. Three ships had been blown up a day or
two before, they told us . . . men had been killed in
the explosions . . . others had been drowned . . . the
Shelleyan landscape . . . the islands of the Greek
archipelapo—all wore the appantional charm of a
familiar dream. . . . His Majesty’s mine-sweeper
“Duchess of Richmond” resembled a duchess only in
her obvious obsolescence. At night the old ship
pounded the quiet waters of the harbour, headed for
the minefield. . . . At dawn we towed an observation
balloon to look for the mines and check their position
for ships that should follow next day. ...
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Shock! A terrific roar—the roar of a monster of
hatred whose fury, pent up for four years under the
sea, seemed tremendous enough to destroy the entire
carth . . . sound of falling debris, a thin scream
darkness below and a mad rush up a slippery ladder
to the sunlit deck. . . .

A stoker, both legs smashed, is slowly handed down
from the boat deck to those who wait on the lower
deck . . . blood drips. . . . i 4 |

“The scene wakes a sunk chord in the mind . . . is a
descent from the cross . . . the man clambering and
drawing the tyrannous nails from the pierced paws
... the sorrowful group below. . . . , I

At the same hour—11 o'clock Greenwich time
the crowd in Whitehall . . . as our white ensign
flapped, so moved the wind-stirred banners high uj:
in the nave of Westminster Abbey. . . . Vainglory |

T had plenty of time to thigk it out in the three
hours adrift on the Mediterranean, supported by @
slender spar. . . . Thase seventy thousand mines, somc
of which I had seen from the balloon, had been sown
by other British ships four years before, . . . One of
the men killed in the explosion had seryed in the
mine-layer—had prepared his own death!

Long before the arrival of the trawler that rescued
the survivors of that unrecorded anniversary celelira-
tion, T had made up my mind that the lesson of that
morning should be well learnt and need no repetition
... T should return to Australia, my native land, in so
many ways like the eastern Mediterranean, with her
sunlight ke white wine. . . . I should return, T said,
and never, in any conceivable circumstances, become
involved in the stupidities of imperialist war.

GREED ! i

The patient, quiet greed that stirs
restlessly in office chairs,
and quickens with sleck bargainings
staid hearts where platitudes congeal,
presumes on INNOCEnce,
seems so fair, so wise,
and bears the passport of “ability”—
yet gathers force, momentum,
takes a leap or so,
and slowly through the city moves;
grows palpitant, agpressive 3
where the balance-sheets
at bourse and bank and solemn boards
announce their secrets to the nodding heads
of business prelates, priests of High Finance.
Merges “mysteriously” to a hymn of bate
in fields of far Manchuria, =
India, Nicaragua, :
and shrieks of exploitation,
terror,
MURDER,
WAR!
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AN HOUR WITH

ALDOUS HUXLEY

FREDERIC LEFEVRE

LDOUS HUXLEY was born in 1804
at Godalming, in the county of Surrey,
near London.  His father was the son
of Thomas Huxley, Darwin's collaborator,
and his mother was a nicce of Matthew
Arnold, who had his hour of celebrity in the
ninetcenth century. Such was the milicu in
which the spirit of the young novelist de-
veloped. He studied first at Eton, but his
<tudies were interrupted, at about the age of
ceventeen, by an affection of the eyes, which
left him blind for three years.

It was during this period that he wrote a
novel—very tragic and probably very foolish,
he tells us—the writing of which stirred him
greatly: the manuscript has been destroyed.
When he was somewhat recovered, he went
up to Oxford, where, at first, he thought of
doing medicine; but the state of his sight was
not good enough to permit this. Tt was at
Oxford that he experienced the revelation of
French literature, through the Symbolists,
Mallarme, Baudelaire, and Laforgue.

Laforgue, Huxley told me, is essentially a
young man’s writer: for the youthful, he is
very significant, and he is one of the great
Jesser writers. He created an ironic method
of a particular kind, a manner of creating a
dissonance by intraducing science into litera-
ture: this dissonance is ironic, and reveals a
delicate and far-reaching humour. In Point
Counter Point, 1 followed this method to de-
scribe a concert, and I think I thus obtained
this ironic dissonance.

Meanwhile, T had stayed some months at
Grenoble, in 1912, I boarded in a pension
and took lessons from an old abbe, hien sym-
pathetigue; 1 remember his lively remonstra-
tions at my love for Anatole France. . . . My
first book, Chrame Yellow, was influenced by
La Reine Pedauque, particularly in the
dialogues.

After two months' stay at Grenoble, 1
returned to Oxford, where I continued my
veading: Balzac, whose Cesar Birottcau and
Splendeurs et Miseres des Courtisancs are my
two favourite books; Flaubert, whose Fduca-
tion Sentimentale, and Bouvard et Peuchet, 1
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liked especially ; Huysmans, of whom, at that
time, 1 knew only A Rebours; and, above all,
Stendhal. I never tired of Le Rouge et le
Noir: everything in that book is said with an
unequalled sureness and intensity.

In 1915 I left Oxford, where I had sa
under an excellent professor of English litera-
ture, Walter Raleigh, the author of remark-
able works on Shakespeare and Wordsworth.
On account of my sight, I was not mobilised.
I worked for some time in an office of the
Ministry of Aviation, then for six months T
taught at Eton, my first school. It was to-
wards the end of the war, and particularly
immediately after the armistice, that I came
into contact with living literature, thanks to
the Athenaeum—a review to which I contri-
buted. I first made the acquaintance of
Arnold Bennett: it was at his place that [
met Wells, whom 1 often see to-day, because
he is collaborating with my brother in a big
work on biology. 1 think his present writings
are much more important than his novels.
His Qutline of History is a remarkable book,
and the biology that he is engaged upon at
present will be a document of the greatest
importance. He grasps ideas, and wishes to
propagate them directly, without recourse to
fiction. . . .

1 then asked Huxley whom he considered
the greatest English writer of to-day. He
hesitated a moment, and answered in his
muffled voice: I loved D. H. Lawrence
greatly, and I admire him very much. He is
a writer in the great English tradition of
revolt—a writer of the family of William
Blake. . . . The man had an incomparable
emanation of life: even in his last v
when he was frightfully ill, he still possessed
an extraordinary radiance, 1 am at present
preparing an edition of his letters; the most
interesting date from about fifteen years ago.
He was then a teacher in a primary school,
and the greater part were addressed to one of
his colleagues, a man entirely unknown. . . .

I also like E. M. Forster, who is a great
writer. David Garnett is a charming story-
teller, and Virginia Woolf exercises a fas-

ars,



a city of living-dead. |
parts when the mines were

ty; a strange con-
we have two and a half million
. Who seem to accept theiy
ﬁﬂ dull existence, while ¢he
on its part, shows an cvident
1 to do nothing.

ily Ell'!ﬂ to find new uscs for
15 Ps not far distant
its _prqduced from

aper than the natural pro
5 already hﬂ_mﬂ ned with benzol.
nes will be saved,

e, idleness has a terrifyin
al effect. One receives the 5Iim[br
at everything is dulled, that a coat

depriving men and things of all
reaction, of all power of elasticity.
In face of these dangerous symptams, do
English writers remain at the phase of Art
for drt's sake, or, on the contrary, do they
think they have something to say? For your-
re_a'-if,_i_wﬁru is your position? In Point Counter
Point you seem ta give a sympathetic pre-
"lm_‘_:fnn of Illidge, the red-headed fore-

7. s i
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Art for Art’s sake is difficult to practice
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Then you do not wait to write until the
definitive vision is almost completely realised
within you?

No. On the contrary, 1 correct a great
deal: T destroy entire passapes, and [ begin
again. I type always. . . . The book was
published in England in autumn, 1928. It
obtained a great and immediate success, and
sold to 15,000 copies, but it was in America
especially that it wen a big public. Like
[Henry I'III., by Francis Hackett, whom I
met in Venice, at Lawrence's funeral, it was
chosen by the Book of the Month League,
and 80,000 copies were called for. There
have been German, Swedish, Polish and
Danish translations. . . .

I am now finishing a collection of essays
on literary and sociological subjects. . . . In
England I am considered an immoral writer.
The censorship condemned Paint Caunter
Paint, and prohibited its importation into
Treland. s

Apropos, do you Fnow Joyee?

I know him slightly, . .. I greatly admire
Tis talent, but his researches are barren—they
end in a cul-desac: very interesting, but a
cul-de-sac, just the same. This meticulous
labour, this unheard-of torture of language,
in which each word has four or five mean-
ings, is nothing short of fantastic. It all
touches on black magic. The objections that
can be made to surrealisme apply to Ulysses.
To attack art fired with the determination to

cut every bridge with the public seems truly
paradoxical. It is an untenable position: so
much so that, if the surrealists begin to write
in earnest, they abandon their theories. On
these terms they can do good work: Nadja,
by Andre Breton, is an example,

The conversation finished upon more
general grounds.  We discussed the present
state of Europe, and the malaise that weighs
on almost every land. Huxley observed that
all these terrible national problems, whether
they be economic or pulitica[, can have none
but an international solution.

Anything is better than war, he concluded.
Nobody wants war, but nabody can act with
sufficient energy to aveid it. I recently
attended the English aerial maneeuvres, and
I was terrified to see that everybody accepted
the idea of future war being of such intensity
that half the belligerent population would be
rapidly destroyed. We do not protest enough
against the horrors of war. We want peace,
prosperity, and happiness among men—hut no
government is employing the necessary means
to ohtain it,

The difficulty of applying a scientific doc-
trine, whatever it may be, to the problems of
life is stupendous. How well I understand
Flaubert’s bewilderment before the infinity of
human stupidness, Economic questions are
scientific questions, and should be treated by
means proper to science. . . . How can we
prevent Canada, which is suffering telrii{lv
through a depressed market, from burning its
wheat, while millions of Chinamen are dying
of hunger?

We must examine these dramatic pl‘gblcnw
in international conferences, without pre-
judice, without passion, and in the light of
reason and humanity. But in international
conferences there is always a country which
breaks the convention so as to abtain a tem-
porary advantage. . . .

—Translated from the French

by Frank Quaine.
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Tar a while, his mind, spreading out striv-
ing tentacles of thought, played with this
idea. Then something within him swooned
sickeningly before the plunging void opened
up by these remote speculations.  His funda-
mental practical sense recoiled. Bah! meta-
physical blind-alleyways, it lashed out.

He turned on his side, dragging furiously
at the covering in an effort to draw about
himself the comforting warmth of sensation.
No, there was nothing like the delicious
reality of the body. To be drowned in sen-
sation.© Nop, no. Rather, to be realised in
sensation, R

He stretched himself out luxuriously. It
was his body revolting. Revolting against
the sterile morass of metaphysics. The body
was, must be, the living embodiment of the
idea. The very quintessence of the real. The
asceticism  of Plate in the Phaedo was
poisonous.  Sheer death-worship. A white
leprosy of the spirit. The mind urged in-
cessantly by an insatiable curiosity, became
corrosive; tended to turn life into a mere
cinema-circus of ideas, poisoning the very root
and stem of existence.

He felt the mind’s despair, in the face of
ultimate metaphysical problems, gnawing like
4 disease, gradually sapping his vitality. Of
late, he had been losing hold on life. Evo-
lution, astro-physics, relativity. . . . Life was
falling away from him. The old comfort-
able certainties were fast dissolving. . . . It
was like a creeping, burning sickness rankling
his heart and entrails. It was suffocating. . - -
He was losing his sense of reality, his iden-
tity. - . . God! where in the world. . . .

Violently, he flung the blankets from him:
turned towards the window: inhaled rapidly
successive  draughts  of conl morning air.
‘Above the dark silhouette of trees and roof-
tops, the tenuous silver-grey announced the
imminence of dawn.

__Hail, the dawn! No, one must live.

To affirm the body was to affirm life; to
return to reality. -

His body cried out for a supreme moment
of realisation, of affirmation. 1t came like a
flash: to salute the dawn! On the grass,
under the tremulous leaves, to offer himself
to the virgin caresses of new-born sun, of
carth and wind. Away with slavish reticence
and the compromises of prudence! Life must
affirm itself. Were a million years of evo-
Tutionary travailings to find their supreme

expression in the bloodless sort of game that
modern life was reduced to?

Aglow, he sprang to the floor.

His bed, recoiling, butted against the wall
with a metallic clank that startled him a
Little. Hey, not too much noise, sonny boy!
You don't want to bring the whole house
down on your head, he told himself.

But his defiance surged back. Bah, you
old lackey of prudence! Throwing his arms
above his head he strecched himself: yawned :
drew in a deep breath: ran his hand vigour-
ously through his tousled hair. He wanted
to dance, gambol, run about like a gazelle. . .

The back garden. No one would see him.
It was still only half-light. Nobody would
be up for hours. And, well, if there were
any ncighbours about, their early rising would
be rewarded by an unrehearsed essay in ani-
mated sculpture.

He stripped.

Now he would go carefully down the
hallway, past Laura and the children, out
through the back vestibule.

As he walked to the door, he caught a
glimpse of the black-framed gravure of De-
bussy, above the book-shelf. [t was quite
clearly wisible. He gazed at it curiously.
Out of the composer's colossal head the deep-
set eyes smiled wearily—the eyes of a mystical
faun., He opened the door quictly and tip-
toed down the hallway, feeling that De-
bussy’s mysterious world of fleeting shadows,
and vague, exquisite shapes, had materialised
about him. Hush! His wife’s room led off
the vestibule on the left. She was asleep
with the children, sunk in a remote, ur-
carthly world. How inexpressibly tragic it
was that, so lovely in herself, she never
seemed to comprehend, or share with him,
the finer lyric ecstacies of art and life.
Women, alas, as a whole seemed. . . .

His foot struck something. He tripped,
stumbled forward. A crash followed, rever-
berating through the house. Damn! Damn!
The children’s meccano tower lay sprawling
aeross the Hoor. Blast it He stood stock-
still, listening. . . .

A door opened and the light flashed on.

The devil! To hide himself. . . .

— John! What in the world! His wife
stood at her door, amazed and frightened.

He tried to cover his confusion behind a
simulation of anger:

_ These damned toys! What's the mean-
ing of it? . ..
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THE ;Mm:u SPIRIT

1 Ao
AT a time when all the creative arts
4 appear to move in a state of uncertainty
__backwards, forwards, sideways—it may not
be amiss to take stock of existing conditions
so far as the art of creative music is con-
cerned.

We find the Russian Stravinsky banishing
emotion from his music, and calling himself

' a neo-classic} Schoenberg and Hindemith—to

say nothing of Alan Berg—variously directing
or misdirecting the musical thought of
Germany and Austria; several middle-aged
Frenchmen doing the same for their country;
and some cxtremely clever young men in
England following suit. Since all artistic
activity must be of some definite good, there
is no need to be alarmed at present develop-
ments. 1f most of such developments shall
eventually prove to be of only indirect ser-
vice to art, let it be remembered that art in
the past has frequently benefited more by
means indirect than direct.

Very few of the greatest men have invented
their own tools. They have taken those most
ready to their hands—those most suited to
their particular purposes. It is generally the
Jesser man who invents the means whereby
the greater man realises his own conceptions.
Most true is this in music. Bach employed
the means of his contemporaries magnificently,
as did Beethoven and Wagner in turn. Bach,
Beethoven, and Wagner each contributed
something of supreme importance to the de-
velopment of musical expression; but none
of the three was an inventor of new har-
monies to any extent. Most of what the
world calls Wagnerian harmony camc from
Iizst.  ‘The latten’ was a great pianist, an
even greater artist, but, as a composer, VEIY
definitely of the second or cven third rank—
in spite of the efforts of a noisy few whao
would claim for him a place among the im-
mortals.

It is this inventive craze—the production
of so many new tools by the man of to-day—
that makes some of us wonder to what use
such tools will ultimately be put. It 1s
reasonably safe to say that the large majority

E COMPOSER’S VIEWPOINT

of the so-called “ultra-modern” waorks are, in
effect, like an exhibition of ironmongery, or
rather a demonstration of the qualities and
possibilities of tools as tools. This is, of
course, not wholly true, but it is at least
partly so. Men have found out new methods
of combining sounds, and too many have for-
gotten for what purposes sounds are com-
bined. They are content with the mere
combination, so long as the result is unusual.

Now I have no quarrel with strange
sounds, nor with any strange methods of
making music. But [ am anxious to dis-
cover the continuity that must surely exist
in what may well be called the Apostolic
Succession of great COMPOSErS.

Very easy it is for the extremist of to-day
to quote a few instances of eritical outbursts
aimed during the centuries at Bach
Beethoven, and Wagner. The fact remair
that these composers wWere all popular in their
own life-times, and popular for purely musi-
cal reasons. Such popularity as is enjoyed by
Stravinsky and Schoenberg to-day is of very
different order. Stravinsky is popular on
account of his sensationalism and somewhat
brutal primitive force; while Schoenberg is
admired by a somewhat small circle of pure
intellectuals. Stravinsky himself, apparently
repentant of his sensationalism, now preaches
intellectualism and a return to what he de-
clares to be classic ideals. As for Honegger
and many others of the same type, they are
far lesser and—by the way—much more
amusing men.  But can we be certain that
they are endeavouring to be camic?

The purely logical case against the ultra-
moderns is this: during the last thirty years so
much new ground has been prospected that it
will take at least a couple of hundred years
to develop it with any degree of thorough-
ness. This is the argument based upon facts
disclosed by history. From Bach to Richard
Strauss the progress was quite literally made
step by step. Not until now has there been
a distinct cleavage between the music of one
generation and the next. Had Bach come to
life again in the time of Wagner, it is per-
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EFORE you visit the Gallery, if you
4 meet the critics and journalists of the
capital, you will encounter some mature and
categorical judgments.  You will be told
that, like their English cousins, the greater
number of cultured Australians have re-
mained with their taste orientated towards
the pre-Raphaelites, from which it seldom
shifts: and it will be explained that the dis-
tractions of colonising enterprise have denied
them access to the divine indolence of art.
The spivic of Dante Gabriel Rosetti, with
the assistance of Burne-Jones and William
Morris, has, indeed, corrupted the artistic
passion of several generations of Anglo-
Saxons: whether in mere decoration, or in
painting, they still prefer this rather cold,
rhetorical, and calligraphic style—even to the
point of mortgaging the blood of future
generations. When you have made acquaint-
ance with the Gallery, you will be con-
strained to repeat this judgment yourself,
though it is now superfluous, and perhaps
wicux jeu.

Tven here there are, of course, some who
are beginning to stammer the name of Madi-
gliani, and not a few others who find en-
chantment in the miraculous depth of
Cezanne, or marvel at the fantastic interpre-
tations of Van Gogh; but they are lonely
men who, though following their own in-
clinations in art, are forced in this hopelessly
mechanical society to adopt a more elemen-
tary profession—they are, perhaps, poster-
designers, or house-decorators.  They are
forced by the artistic subjection of this
country to seek the dynamism of the other
hemisphere.  Yet they have few pretensions.

They know that Gauguin spent his life
down here at Tahiti, as a sacrifice to an ideal
of art which he expressed in documents
peremptory, but strangely dageling and deco-
ratives and that, deeisively and without fuss,
Matisse has made his entry into the United
States with his still-lifes.

(I once showed a water colour by Utrillo
to an Australian professor of the fine arts.
I knew at once that he did not think much
of it: he looked at me as if he wondered at

my hardiheod, and I felt he was secretly
amused. The epidemia academica is stubborn
even here. Another spent just enough time
over it to discover the quivering amaranthine
sky, but he was anxious ta be done with it.)

The famous bequest by a Melbourne
citizen named Felton has endowed the city
with a gallery of ancient and modern art
which is really considerable. (What a des-
tiny philanthropists have! They yearn for
immortality, and yet their names are buried
beneath the very institutions they found: no
one knows anything about them—though
sometimes you accidentally run into the base
of a modest monument, on the top of which
appears the philanthropist’s sculptured head,
looking as though he were suffering from
influenza!)

We enter the Gallery at the side of the
Museum, behind the imposing Public Library.
The collection is distributed through four
long salons. There are marbles everywhere,
memorials to scientists, statues of the mytho-
logical virtues; and a group by a fantastical
sculptor of a cock-fight, which is of particular
interest to visitars: for, as we know, they are
mostly fond of sport. There is also a head
of Minerva, and two small bronzes by Rodin.

An octagonal room contains a few Old
Masters. The eye is immediately caught and
held by a treacherous face: plainly a Goya.
It is one of the many ladies with fans whom
he painted in their prosperous maturity. The
flesh is rather lividl—Goya was accustomed
to take his revenge in this way—the clothing
slashed and full, the eye still feline. The
fire of a white Bengal match illumines its
surface, and the lady, who looks as if she
has just come from an adventure, has an
ambiguous smile, a document of the happy
intimite of her time.

Opposite the Goya we see a portrait of a
Daoge by Tintoretto, which cost £14,000: it
is an ordinary Tintoretto, and one of the
least happy. But it was the name that was
paid for.

There is more to interest us in a succulent
portrait by Titian, which hangs beside it: a
monk whose dark gown is plunged in shadow,




and whose head emerges above a dense
ﬂf!‘[ﬁgkt-. which we recognise as one of
Titian’s stupendous devices.

The Old Masters here have been chosen
at random. A tiny Madonna and Child by
Jan van Eyt:k is like some shining interior in
an illuminated manuscript: even the glass
vessel in the shadow has a golden-yellow
light, and stands out, lighted by reflection.
It abounds in red and golden-yellow, which
are !:kc the spiritual ingredients of a craft
still in its infancy. There is a Flemish trip-
tych by an unknown artist of the early six-
teenth century where the ingenuousness of
the chromatic relations is manifest, and there-
fore the space-suggestion which the artist has
aﬁemp‘tr.:d is not successful—even with a
perspective of pavement right up to the top
of the frame: there are banqueting scenes in
the open air: a mingling of men and polite
almond-eved ladies with muslin turbans, This
too has a flavour of the miniaturist period,
just as Hans Memlinc often shows: he is
represented here with a Picta, polished, meti-
culous and cold. Next we see a Baptism of
Christ by Palmessana, the incurable scholar
of the portentous Quattrocentists.  Beside
this is a portrait of the Countess of South-
ampton as a goddess among clouds, by Van
Dyck. One could scarcely distinguish this
Van Dyck from those conventional, shadowy
and impeccable altar-pieces, characteristic of
the seventeenth century at its most sterco-

typed. -

Among the other Flemings we have stll
to notice a Ruisdael: The Millwheel, a small
genre-piece, oleographic and delicate—but we
do not see here the Ruisdael of sparkling

ies: there are also two inn scenes by David
Tmie% superficial, it is true, but not less
persuasive than an interior by Jan Steen
which ends the little series.

And of the late Venetians we find two

i i : one of the Roman
of the Grand Canal,

;

brush-stroke. The people, the raofs, the son
dolas, are all rigourously in focus, In 11:
way the plastic idyll is made complete, 2

But in Guardi there is a verv diff cnt
strength: who daes not remember that P, ‘zl‘ra
S(m_ lef(rr(a in the Gallery at Vienna ':l.[
\\:hl]’hl‘lg with light and wind, po\n' ‘t
vigourous and modern?  Guardi spre: :
ca!ourl as though it were uninterrupted
material, labile and fused, kindling n]:l‘~\'.’<.
tﬂ?nur and flashes of light. There is a little
thing of his here that looks like a small study
for a vast panoramic construction: the
material holds together compactly, and the
lago_on, with the tongues of land and the
hzlstlmns, are cleanly rendered, as though by
an indirect and almost impressionistic prodizy
l')f l:ﬂ]ol,]r, o

The monotonous, sentimental muddle of
English painting caters for the majority in
this curious assembly: it overruns all the
walls.

Naturally, we do not speak of a few
masters like Raeburn, Romney, and Gains-
borough—clearcut and evident personalities
who knew, at least, how to attempt originality
in a country long given over to practical
affairs, and therefore quite barren of
traditions.

There are plenty of watercolours after
Sargent. And among the insipid brood of
sky-blue tones, two watercolours by Daumier.
How did that chained-up devil get here?
Les Pieces a Conviction and Les Deux
Avacat: character drawings, incisive and
without prejudice, yet with a sharp se f
satire that mocks the observer. (I anm
for it, but there are too many of
Daumier's work: indeed, we are nearly a
there, and the discomfiture of finding or
in that cynical and desolate humanity is
aroused by the artist’s disturbing title, w
lets one down like a puncture: one feels
before the clerk, the advocate, the but
or the collector. A propos, if vou glanc
the work of Rouault, you get the imp
that he has intensified the satire of D
by giving it an unsuspected plastic q
but Rouault is a Franciscan, and
could not conceive so explicit and «
ferocity. 1f you read the touching
in his book that is dedicated to hiz art:t
work, vou will discover a writer
amongst the most acute and most h
men).

4

Amaong the more modern is Frank Brang-
wyn, the most typical of the pompiers. (He
is now printing etchings in which his artistic
qualities are often more veiled.)

Naturally, the pre-Raphaclites are here,
even—think of it!—copies of the Prosperpine,
and Ecce Ancilla Domini of Rossetri!

In the midst of the stupid dilettantism of
twentieth century English painting has been
introduced a self-portrait by Antonio Man-
cine, and a few horrible portraits by William
Orpen: this man's talent, if it does not rest,
will run the risk of getting into every gallery
on earth!

In a corner is a little collection of French
pictures: some Fantin-Latours, with the usual
careful vases of flowers, a small sacred sub-
ject by Delacroix, which is quite undistin-
guished, and resembles a sketch of the Vene-
tian school; and a Watteau of a little scene
in a park. Then Daumier again, in a small
wil painting of Don Quixote seated before a
Bible.

(One ought rather to see Daumier at the
height of his powers in his dzmonic illustra-
tions of this famous work: the oft-repeated
motif of Don Quixote galloping into the fray
upon Resinante, rendered with turbid encrus-
tations of colour that give the pictures an
air of sinister enchantment. Really, Daumier
is always poor in colour, perhaps because he
is in a hurry to individualise his characters:
*his colours are only exasperated tones of light
and dark shadows.)

Then Corot’s light mist scattercd over the
shores of a lake, and two portentous Cour-
‘bets: the work of this painter is always sur-
prising. He scems to have derived from no
one. . . . Puvis de Chavannes, with a
Winter, stylised and very weak, nothing but
tose and ultramarine. If we consider Puvis
de Chavannes for a moment, it occurs to us
that it is on him as foundation that Maurice
Denis has constructed all his painting,
spacious, intensive and liturgic.

There is a Millet that looks like a seven-
teenth century Flemish work of the least
distinguished kind.

And three Manets. One has nothing
against them. They are authentic Manets
of his last period. It comes into our minds
that the artist in his late years, perhaps a
prey to some inexpressible velleity of regret,
set himself in pursuit of another phantom.
We are far from the Olympia. or the
Balcony, or that picnic in the meadow, and

much of his charm has gone. However, these
three little pictures: a still life, a corner on
board ship, and his house at Rueuil, bear
witness to a vitality which remained con-
trolled and disconcerting.

There are a few impressionists. Monet: a
sou’-wester foaming against a reef, all blare
and cxplosiveness, and two men who jump
back as if they were leaping out of the pic-
ture.  Sisley: an impressionist by force of
will, who has done his best here in a country
scene full of hot reverberations against a sky
loaded with colour, Pissarro: the swarming
Boulevard de Montmarte, flaoded with fog,
but solid and fresh, and one of the quictest
resting-places of art in the Gallery. . . .

When all is said and done, it must be
admitted that the choice of this tedious mass
of ballast—which, excluding a few old pic-
tures of quality and two or three modern
ones, is quite crushing—is due to a critical
spirit that is on the whole deficient and
harmful.  Australia, of course, is isolated
from the art-centres of the world, and in-
sofar as the Gallery Committee insists upon
well-known academic names, for the sake of
bringing local art students into contact with
their work, we agree with its policy. . . .
Or rather, we will say that such considera-
tions must inevitably be an important point
with the Committee.

But they are not fully aware that even in
London—artistically the most conservative
place in the world—the great art of the last
thirty years has demolished, and is continuing
to demolish, artistic reputations that seemed
established forever. Even the metaphysical
De Chirico has made his entrance there: a
good Cezanne costs as much as a Titian: and
the influence of the Duveen brothers is des-
tined to be restricted to that of simple anti-
quarians, for modern art (French art, be it
understood ), united now in harmony with
the daring of modern architecture, has de-
finitely gained a footing.

And so in Melbourne, a place teeming
with modern activities, we may predict the
growth of a more original taste among the
Gallery directors—as soon as the delicate and
childish art of the pre-Raphaelites, and of
their disciples and living epigoni, be finally
discredited. . . .

—Translated by LEON ZYLBERSTEIN
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She could not free herself. The hand of
the dead man, hooked to her dress, had
sunken into her: she felt the contact of it
upon her thigh. Thrown back, the head
fixed her with immobile eyes, and with that
expression which the living find so disturbing,
because they think it is dircctly intended for
them.

__He's staring at me, said Irene. It's

annoying, Bobo. Let's go.
| Qutside, she made a scene, accusing him of
| having deceived her. She wanted to sce a
hero and he had found only a hideous dying
man to show her.
— 1 wish I could have nursed him, poor
fellow, she added.
| She was musing upon the gaping wounds
she could have dressed; of her hands full of
blood and suppurations. Of the adour of
dead flesh incrusted beneath her pink finger-
nails, She was musing on her role, not in its
haseness, but in its greatness: the greatness
of a woman who nurses a man shattered by
war.
She said again to Alexander Borath:
—But, look here, there are so many heroes
like these. What I want you to show me,
Bobo, is a real hero. Not a dead man.
— You're a beauty, said the Major. Not a
e dead man. It's easy to say. After all,
4 there's not so much difference between a live
and a dead one.
_ 1 want to see a hero, Bobo. A real
Tive hero.

-

On a dull morning, Alexander Borath
drove his mistress out to a plateau along a
road bordered with walnut trees. There was
a sound of distant gunfire. When she alighted
from the automobile, Irene was astonished to
find the grass under foot so green, and to
see, in the sad, limpid, autumn air, such de-
lightful trees, decked with golden foliage.
—Isn't the country pretty, she said. Then
added: But I like the seaside better.
have you brought me here, Bobo?

e fought here, yesterday. Those
nned bitches made a small break in our
such as a bit of straw might make in
~ your stocking, said the elegant Major. . - .
- Then he changed his tone: The swine, they
* think they can do anything they like. The
ody swine. It looks as though we got
m, however. Anyway, L'll show you over.
—_Really, said Irene, you fought here? Im-
passible, Bobo. Why, look at the butterflies!

As they advanced over the plateau they
discovered, at the bottom of a declivity hol-
lowed out by shells, some soldiers at work,
heads bent to the ground.

—We have slaughtered the swine, said
Alexander Borath, and driven them back be-
yond the plateau. I believe it was rather a
tough job, but our advance is apparent
enough, The men you see over there are
cleaning up. I don’t know whether we'll
find what you're looking for.

—We'll see a hero then, dear?

—1 tell you, I don’t know. But we're
sure to make some interesting discovery.

Irene gave a pout of disappointment. The
object of her desire was departing further
into the distance. Nevertheless, she advanced
towards the searchers, and was not long i
discovering the nature of the work on foot.
Veritable searchers! The stretcher-bearers
had already removed the wounded, and now
the new service, created by the Minister of
War, General Rossignol, known as the Army
Corpse-Chewers, had cleared the field of its
dead.

—You see, Borath explained, what with
the furious methods of those devils, our men
know what they're in for. There are
more and more dead every day. Enough and
to spare. It's a treiendous job to get rid of
them. And the work of statistics. . . . And
the hospital work. . . . And the by-products.
... I'll explain that to you. . . .

—Please, Bobo, don't! exclaimed Irene,
with a gesture of abhorrence

—Yes, yes. . . . Let us continue. . . . I
was saying . . . they have created a new
section, the Army Corpse-Chewers. It has
been in operation around about here. But
there still remains a heap of debris. There
are so many poor stiffs who get knocked to
pieces. That's why we employ this gang of
rag-and-bone merchants. You see, my pet,
it's the last war. And when we advance
over certain areas it's necessary to have them
put shipshape. If we were fighting real
enemies like the Cocodrils or the Salangares
that 1 fought in Africa and the Indies. . . .
But the Reds. . . . To bloody hell with them!

—Bobo!

—Oh, you understand, when I'm speaking
of these mongrels. . . . Still, they're worth
something. They putrefy. Then we gather
it up, put it into sacks, and carry it away in
army waggons. . . - %

—But, Bobo, won't I see any heroes, then?
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BUSINESS MEN AT PLAY

He Who in primal Sunday shade
Demobilised Heaven's team of thralls

And stood at ease in the midst of His hoard
Of plants and puling animals—

He hath decreed that golf is just!
For lo, that precedent releases
These tweeded Jasons from six days
Of galleying after golden fleeces.

O Moorgate ledgers and pale clerks,
Forget the reckless gains foregone!
Communiques of tape-machines,

Soft with your code napolean!

Only Augean red-kneed grooms

‘Whose clubs are brooms and Sabbath’s a fable
Shall toil till morning’s punctual vans
Convey the stallions back to stable

Who now, freed from the bridling bit
Of civic show and thug’s routine,
Whinny in pairs round tiny holes—
Still practising upon the “oreen.”

Their peace-pact limbs, fraternal smiles
Jostle in rich forgetfulness

Of Commerce red in mind and maw
And Monday's fratricidal mess

When (at 6.10) the dun cloud lifts
On typists barracking from afar—
Whilst 1 whose envy, drunk, submerges
Anger, in a cocktail-bar,

Sohering, admire the cat

Whose savoir-faire can never farl—

‘Who, when striped trousers creased to pat,
Malodorously raised her tail.

__BERTRAM HIGGINS



“Before the fire and flood, before

The smoking flax, the rain of tongues—
Before the blue blood on the axe,

Sole Redeemer! had sprung,

“Before the Manichee—entire,
Total 1 burned! I am the Light
Exiled from the light, in whom
The glimmer vests, after the fire.

“Tp climb, to crest the incessant soull . ..
Throned ! but a throne that reels towards dawn,
Collapsing on the crystal mole

Where the bled crescent dips its horn.

“Q moon, pure as your reflex power
Hid in the smothering glass,
Eternally from the dark tower

1 see the murdered princes pass

“Through the crass veins of their seducers—
Jerked metabolically, bandied

Where the diurnal well-being sluices

From the fermenting crimes of Man.

4 Waif of the storm-encrusted villa,
The infra-red commands the door!
Crawl, clutch at the sill—

Lift up vour roots against the floor !

“The heart was calm, the last word said. . . -
An octave higher than the ears

My voice still plucks the conquering head,
The head trepanned with fiery fears.

“For 1 felt all—the fang, the lash,
And heard the stifled shout, and saw
The twisted wire behind the flash

Blackening as the smile blew out,”

__BERTRAM HIGGINS
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friends, who, for a while, him briefly. “He disliked any suggestion of
emotional satisfaction, till, a really exceptional human being. People
moment of revelation, she must be more or less at his level, or below
disgust.  Life resolves it,” and, listening to her husband's remarks:
nto a succession of dreary “Connie felt again the tightness, niggard-
| To accept the great liness of the men of her generation. They
e seemed to be the one end  were so tight, so scared of life!”
That night Connie does something that
glamour for her: life has she has not done for a long time: she looks
The malaise is not an  at herself naked in her mirrar, . . . Her
the great words, it body, she feels, is becoming meaningless, dull
vere cancelled for her and opaque, so much insignificant substance.

of the act, and the a
Btwo in harmony, . . . |;
proper reverence for sex. . .

able to use the so-called
use these are a natural
nsciousness of the bady.
mes in when the min]
:hﬁ'ib;:!'y, and the hody

, happiness, home . . . ... “She was old, old at twenty-seven, with
ley's Lover, Lawrence has great dynamic (‘i”ﬂ'fds ‘;ﬂf_e no gleam and sparkle i_nl the ﬂesl‘:\.ndoll::
1 in transvaluating these and dying from day to day. through neglect and denial. . . . sl

ce you lived in, love was 2 conceives a sudden hatred for the intellectu-
n't fool yourself about, jov ality of her husband, and his circle. “The
you applied to a good Charles- mental life! Suddenly she hated it with a
ss was a term of hypocrisy used  rushing fury, the swindle!”
her people, a hushand was a man So, gradually, her discontent increases, and
with and kept going in spirits. AS ith it her aversion from Clifford. He had
the last of the great words, it Was .|y appealed to her in a mental way that
cockeail term for an cxcitement that i peapingless to her now. Meanwhile she
ked you for a while, then left you more y.o cpcountered the gamekeeper occasionally,
gv than ever, . . . Love, sex, all that 5oy leen puzzled by his mocking half
rt of stuff, just water-ices! Lick it up and . Colent air. . . . And then, one' night, 1m-
' forget it. . . . Sex and a cocktail: they both o i6ively, almost uncenseiously, she becomes
lasted about as long, had the same effect, and  }io over. Next day she goes to the wond
amounted to about the same thing” The oo, “T¢ was a grey, still afternoon, it
one thing that remains is maternity: she o dark-green dogs'-mercury spreading \_mder
plays with the idea briefly, but whom could (. agel copse, and all the trees L
She accept as a father? “It was not a quess jjoqe effort to open their buds. To-day she
e on of love; it was a question of @ man.” 14 almost fecl it in her own 'l?ndy, the
B B Siie demdnds somcane worthy of fatherhaod: |, o0 heave of the sap in the massive trees,
e C'nnst:msc and the world seems empty of such men. .. . uﬁ‘.\-ards. up, up to the bud-tips, there to push
! ’fhc affair as “a " This is the mood that dominates her, \\'h}'n, into little famey nak-leaves, bmﬂz‘c as blood
e She prefers y, brooding over her arid way of life, ¢ was like a tide running turgid upward,
g i e i down to the gamekceper's cottage ;o4 spreading on the sky. :
. . . a sordid sub- “a message from Sir Clifford. She comes They meet often, and Constance attains al
. the keeper as he is washing himself in . conception of physical values. 'Bezm!_vf
Rl anics - naked to the waist, and unaware of  \Whae beauty! a sudden  little fAame o
young man, for T roach. She retires hastily, but the .. qwareness went through her. How was
rtant. Marriage ; trivial enough objectively, comes to ¢ possible, this beauty here, ‘:he,-g she had
Qe beyond visionary experience.  She feels previously only been repelled?”  And ﬁn_ally
frat s an ad- f the gamekeeper's loneliness, and of (he discovers that even her shame has dled_:
obsolete, organic  cense of beauty: “Not the stuff of «Shame, which is fear: the deep organic
it5 own clumsi- not even the body of heauty, but @  ghame, the old, old physical fear which
o ber‘lcy‘ the warm, white flame of a single  crouches in the bodily roots of us, and can
. .. ." But her mind ridicules this emo- oply be chased away by the sensual ﬁre[ hd
tional response, attempts to argue it aw’ﬂy_v. She felt, now, she h?d cn:éc t\‘:-atshcl::::nti:“\’
‘A man washing himself in a ha(‘k\'u'l"‘l” No rﬂcL ]nf her naé\il:.fdat R gl
oubt with evil-smelling yellow soap! shameless. . - o S it wal
And yet the ferment remains. . . - EI:‘I:L' a’l"!—:.at"ml::y]kiielo» Tha
i age, notices a certain qualty at w. B : *
f‘g;gn::]tl:):ﬁ? t%ce! man, even discusses him Constance goes to Venice ior_ a hnlllcl?r,
i Chi ismisse: i ms to London, pregnant: her lover,
th her husband. . . . Sir Clifford dismisses anc retu
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ong in living beside
realise sex, com-
ut Lawrence found
conscigusness  mal-
‘of this realisation.
, was in the over-
lectual life, a direct
s . . “We have to
before the idealistic
Plato, before the
.. . For the gospel
Ideals and escape
with the tragic con-

a

rise of idealism in philocophic
ts subsequent development in
v, the subjugation of the body be-
ete, "Buddha, Plato, Jesus, they
three utter pessimists as regards life,
hat the only happiness lay in ab-
oneself from life, the daily, yearly,
life of birth and death and fruition,
living in the ‘immutable’ or eternal
h abstraction is neither bliss nor
n, but nullity. . . . And the great
s and teachers only cut us off from
Lady Chatterley, after her love-aware-
complete, surprises her husband by
ng the body: “I believe the life of the
is a greater reality than the life of the
when the hody is really awakened to
But so many people . . . have only got
nds tacked on to their physical corpses.””
ford looks at her in wonder, and says:
life of the body is just the life of the
“And that's better than the life
jal corpses,” she replies. “But it's
The human body is only just
"
" Puritanism, the modern echo of asceticism,
e not the only evil against which Lawrence
wars, “In contrast to the puritan hush!
hush! which produces the sexual moron, we
have the modern jazzy and highbrow young
person who has gone one better, and won't
be hushed in any respect. . . . From fearing
the bady,-and denying its existence, the ad-
vanced go to the other extreme and treat it
as a sort of toy to be played with, a slightly
nasty toy, but still you can get some fun
‘out of it. . . .7 This is the attitude that one
‘discovers in most of Aldous Huxley's charac-
who, as Bertrand Russell has pointed
t, have dissociated sex from serious emo-
“tion and view it, like St. Paul, as a mere
physiological outlet. Lawrence realised that
) n the “stale grey puritan” and the
“emart jazzy person” and the “law, un-
cultured person with a dirty mind, who looks
for dirt,” Lady Chatterley's Lover had “very
ttle space to turn in"; and his final message
addressed to all of them:
“Keep your perversions if you like them—
your perversion of puritanism, your perversion
of smart licentiousness, your perversion of a
dirty mind. But 1 <tick to my book and my
position: Life is only bearable when the mind

and body are in harmony, and there is a
natural balance between them, and vach has a
natural respect for the nther.”

In his insistence on the essential nobility of
Sex, in his creation of a sexual msthetic that
is consonant with life, in his protest against
the over-assessment of thought, D. H. Law-
rence has contributed much to the forces of
sexual emancipation. Yet it will be as an
artist, and not as a psychologist, that he will
be remembered. Profound as were many of
his intuitions, and sincere as was his uncom-
promising exposition of them, his work, as a
whole, lacks that sceptical detachment which
is so necessary to scientific rationalisation.
The empiric method, in the hands of a
patient and competent observer like Havelock
Ellis, or the method of eritical scrutiny such
as Bertrand Russell has recently employed,
must prove far more valid: the scientist,
rather than the intuitionist, will achieve the
ultimate liberation of sex.

As an artist, Lawrence brought a new
vigour into the novel. His style, strangely
unequal—for he was always distrustful of his
artistic qualities—reaches at its best a degree
of luminant and sensitive expression that is
unigue in English literature. He has en-
riched the language of description by effect-
ing verbal externalisations of his immediate
emotional responses: he wrote, in short, with
his whole body rather than with his brain
alone. His presentation of a landscape, for
example, is no bloodless, pre-Raphaelite
mosaic of trees and flowers and sky, but a
vivid, subjective apprehension of life in its
very quintessences: it is as though the sap of
every living thing is rising within him, and
flowering incvitably in his prose.

“It was really a lovely day, the first dan-
delions making suns, the first daisies so white.
... Yellow celandines now were in crowds,
flat open, pressed back in urgency, and the
yellow glitter of themselves, It was the
vellow, the powerful yellow of early summer.
And primroses were broad, and full of pale
abandon, thick clustered primroses no longer
shy. The lush, dark green of hyacinths was
a sca, with buds rising like pale corn, while
in the riding the forget-me-nots were fluffing
up, and there were bhits of blue bird's-egg-
shell under a bush. Everywhere, the bud-
knots and the leap of life!"”
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ment be true, then it is
out. Is it true? We hear
we have been hearing it
last twenty-five years; but
of a theatre is still with us.
as other countries understand
are understood it, as even
arry Sullivan, or Kean, or
tood it? Unhesitatingly,

hat I hear a fervent “Thank
some young enthusiast who is
ed in the work of building the
ideas. Let me say to him: “Turn
gies towards learning the real busi-
] the theatre—to entertain, not to
h; to amuse and exalt, not to depress!
" be theatrical, and the ideas will
of themselves!”
 the early theatrical movements came
ing in England, they played Ibsen,
n, early Shaw, early Galsworthy,
le Barrie, and other light work.
improvement that marked, in many
n the standard of the period! What
rom The Royal Divorce and regu-
visits from Martin Harvey in The
Zay, Fred Terry in The Scarlet Pim-
Lewis Waller, Wilson Barrett, and
f the popular actor-managers! And
s still good theatre. 1t demanded of
ittle more in return, a clearer under-
of what intelligent entertainment
a little more human interest. And
ill theatrical. It justified Shaw's
1 that the growing popularity of his
due to the fact that he used all
ricks thinly veiled by new treatment.
proved that such material could be
ically effective.
new schools of writers arose, of
the Manchester group may be taken
nod example. loom was consdered
an essential ingredient in the dramatic
‘of the day. Audiences saw themselves
ir friends in situations which were
nmonplaces of their daily lives,. The

URE OF

tngcll of tinsel and sawdust was gone; from
being twopence-coloured the theatre was be-
coming penny-plain; and diminishing patron-
age soon told its tale.

The iuhv:-rcnt weakness of these plays was
due to their lack of light and shade. They
failed to conform to the rule that the graph
of the emotional line of a play should rise
and fall, should have its peaks and its depths,
and should not, as in such cases, reveal a
graph that is a straight line, But straight
line plays were becoming the fashion.

In spurts, however, attempts were made to
bolster up the current theatrical revival by
new methads of staging, of lighting, and
even of acting. Shakespeare was played in
modern dress. And this was called “exciting
experiment” l—why, no one, save those who
used this stimulating phrase, ean tell us. Did
not Garrick always play in modern dress?
Private clubs staged plays banned by a me-
dizval censor, and made successes for the
prurient, but not successes for the theatre.
The very climbing of the attic steps became
an aphrodisiac in itself; and if the police
could only be persuaded to step in success
could be spelled out in larger letters. By
cuch means was that fine play, Maya, made
a success in England; whereas it had long
been a real success of the theatre on the
Continent, where its marvellous characterisa-
tion and wonderfully moving development
had attracted audiences who knew a play
when they saw it.

Nevertheless, through all these years, there
were pioneers at work. They were sincere
in their attempts to do something for the
theatre, but they had lost the vision of what
the theatre should be. On the other hand,
the commercial managers who were feeling
the competition of the rapidly-improving
cinema endeavoured to meet it by reducing
the intelligence factor in their entertain-
ments; and the decline in public taste during
the war period gave them an added excuse
to lower the standard further. However,
some of the repertory theatres survived—
with a very limited clientele—which brought
the word “highbrow” as a derisive epithet
into common use.
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may be, it must still be actable and dramatic
—and we need not fear the future. Let us
demand something more from our actors than
the ability to wear clothes and speak stage
English; let us not fear to laugh and to ery
with them; and in the theatre of the future
we shall be able, in our thousands, to find
renewed enjoyment in the most popular and
most easily understood of all the arts,

The theatre is dead! Lang live the theatre!

v

creeps through the attic

. things mattered . .

life was a scintillant socratic

between cold thought and ca dentbright desire

life has become a dull insistent noise
an old man mumbling by a burntout fire

. things mattered . . .

the devil and sin

the wicked and the just
insinuant music and wine

and lust

and strife
once . . . these things mattered . . .
' now brain and body rust

like an empty petrol tin

life

k mummer with a battered
tophat and a mirthless grin

—pandolph golding
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'soul, I sometimes fecl
st compared to a seed
have planted last
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oceeded in a height-
gnified, sir, and men
€ as a man had the
h me only this mo
Kingsford Smiths
‘the sense in which
was great. Magellan
g are only spirited
me?”
sentimental grounds,
you,” I told him.

n. “On both patriotic
nds I must agree with
k hero has this ad-
Australian ‘digger’: he
ram ticket or pushed a
ted the floor of an em-
- into contact in any conceiv-
he actual world we inhabit.
» was only a glorious gesture
n. He was only Ideal
| brings me, alas, back to my
it possible to write poetry,
a poet the same thing—to
and a long view of the
spiritual equilibrium of that
continually upset by fools who
ever enough to know that if
an instant to be clever they
remain dead for ever and ever;
pust in consequence do their puerile
pull dewn, overset, or blow up
- was standing square in the world
entered it. Ideal heroism! Where
n, nowadays?"
as blown to bits, over in France—
ult, really,” I assured him.
e lean-featured gent pointed up-
, sir, surely it is incumbent on
to suffer the pangs of an out-
nce ?"
you are!” I exclaimed, “you do
5 the twentieth century after all.”
ohnsonian “Why, sir " had re-
me of something else; and I re-
that social progress scems to consist
entirely in the acquisition and acknow-
it of manners and ideas which were
ght rude: the very word “clever,”
as for Dr. Johnson a vulgar word.
not so far discovered anything in
d to rally with his claim to the title
but his next utterance so completely
d the question at issue and showed him
back on his tracks with such an
fting stride that I was left in no
a8 to his possession of at least the
ol al temper of a poet. :
vulgar word. That it no longer is;
fancy we are making a somewhat
use of it. There is in what's called
an absolute dichotomy in kind: on
hand, a superficial smartness—very
for those who aspire 1o write for
kly press; on the other, a spiritual
that will seek catharsis at the price
the emotion that feeds ir. We are

not afraid of our emotions any longer—men
once were. All's grist that comes to the
clever man’s mill.  Let us thercfore be anti-
human, heartless, and clever as machines.
One asks—I do, at least—why it is that the
name and office of ‘poet’ has come to have
a meaning which is all but the antithesis of
what it was for our fathers, and their
fathers, and all the recorded generations of
mankind before them, One searches in one's
mind for some acceptable—for some re-
assuring—reason for the fiendish cleverness
which nowadays must inform every piece of
considered  writing—from the poem whose
object is to recreate the universe down to the
‘alert, immediate article’ whose even more
ambitious object is to snuff that poem with
derision.  And there is but one conclusion,
a far from reassuring one: our cleverness is
designed to conceal—what is nevertheless
only toa clearly evident—the panic and ver-
tiginous harror which takes possession of each
onc of us in this enlightened century when
we sit down with a pen to address ourselves
to a universe which we suspect of being as
empty as it is unfathomable. Passion and
faith have kept the world young until now;
but we—the poor an®Emic epigoni of a dying
world—we have neither faith nor passion
We are enlightened instead. We have en-
listed—willing volunteers, too!—in a great
army of darkness. Yes, sir, we are enlight-
ened. We are clever. What else can we
be? Wherever sublimity and heroics are out
of favour, as in our present age, the intellect
monopolises the whole field of art and ex
presses itself in the only terms it knows

the terms of cleverness. Ask any smart
young contemporary, what is Shakespeare’
most significant work, and he'll refer you
at once to a play that used to be shunned,
along with Titus and other apocryphal stuff,
as a mere inexplicable lapse on the part of
an otherwise decent fellaw: a play in which
Shakespeare makes a blister of himself to
ease the back of the world. He'll refer you,
sir, to Troilus and Cressida, which is (as
much as poetry can be) an expression of the
pure, unimpeded intellect.  Away with the
big drum, says the poet; away with romance
charit sweetness-and-light and the music
that ‘gives delight and hurts not': 'l 83
in this place and for this once, what 1 think.
And as Shakespeare was the cleverest, as well
as the greatest, writer that ever lis d—(all
great artists are clever, of course: examine
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Marco Polo, Purchas, Hak-
sort. Lately, 1 e been
's Journal of the vovage af

Magellan, and 1 find I have succumbed to
the temptation to build a blank-verse epic
around it, A most glorious theme! But—I
warn you—no excuse here for the gram-
matico-psychological exerementum that one
has come to look for in poetry, in thi g
mo; d aftermath of a world, tric
itional,  Even Milton would—

I raised my glass, “Here's to Miltan," 1
said ;

A Puritan siff and starched was he—

Sackeloth and ashes from neck to Fnee.

y doubt, But ke would have approved

of my diction in this poem, at any rate,—
Sir, you must regard me, not (like ilton)
as a fixed and magnitudinous star, dwelling
apart; but as a constellation of variable and
bewildering  entities—spiritual nuclei—each
uliar complex and cluster

I could, you see, have written

n any one of our modern deracinant

modes, or in any one of half-a-dozen lan-
puages. [ preferred the style of the seven-
teenth century English,  And I it yoh,
while testing its rhythmic constituents Hy
i ic, to remember that

i tratioh
1 making it what it is—DBy your leave,
then |—""

And for upwards of an hour he read on,
in his mellifluent, high-necked voice,
deterred by the mingled resentme
facctiousness of the other drinkers in the
bar and apparently oblivieus of their pre-
sence,—

Beside the darkling Gandalquivir, where
Faint water-lanterns glimmer with the tide,
One Ferdinand Magellan sets his foot

The first of times upon a Spanish quay.

An instant welcome lives for him within
The heart of young Barbasa, waiting there
Tao greet him.—

W elcome ta Seville, Senor!

I am Duarte Barbasa, the son

Of him wha was your father's friend when
both 2

IWere young in Portugal. [le bade me bring

You to his house, 5o soon as you wWere sel.

Pray go yon with me; and welcame again!

Magellan  laughed, woicing the sudden
warmth

Within his veins.—
My best of thanks, norl
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T HARDEN.

THE STREE 3ING TO ME
Gaunt ho flank the roadways, long and straight,
Wherein is little joy, and much of gloom:
For thraugh the walls of bronze that bound each raom,
Nor heart nor reason cver penetrate,

And none but selfish dwarfs live in these parts,
Pygmies casting giant shadows on the roads,
Mannequins who mimic gallant mu:!‘m‘
Bayards of stunted limbs and clownish hearts.

It sometimes happens that the sun, at morn,
‘Spreads its rays across these shadowed pl

How many cries! How mar furrowed f

A crowd of blind men, staggering, farlorn.

The strects are filled with their affrigl cries,
And he who deemed his neigh i

Implores him now: "0, save n

Farget not, all are brothers in

“Thus, when it suits the 1l are brothers there,

" And like the lowly man of Nazareth,

" These heartless people preach of love and faith,

BTl strects [ pass through sing to me this air.
—Translated by . ALTSON PEARL

35




et

sterpicces it will

but simply to be felt.,
oice which touches us,
ly occurs as a sound,
e sound film, and not

n the sound film that

of co-ordinating two

nature, and with dif-
exactly, one of which I
while the other s still

will be re-
For the

ique all par-
of themes. In
aken a rhythmic

is

film being con-

Hels, a5 far as

tional character
do this, music ha\ h'ld at its
th:mnt:cal basis ,m.l inviolable

und film. I do . inema montage, on the c
opinion on ({[:c defined these laws and the
i ] ppose we wish to ma
as important as another.

e sufficient to present two hundred
the one and a hundred of the
. differing nature of these imag
subject, actors, etc—will give

parent duration that de

and not the
the matter. [f

of cinema mont e, and
supple than those of musi
, first of all, for the ¢
usncnan to do their prc-
jgether : but when it comes
negrapher will require the
in order to adapt his shots

I know well that certain cineg

prote that the up[m:

mage I

exp | T will

them that in all arts we often find our-
obliged to wrestle with rules that are

nevertheless, indispensable. A musician m::y:

at too many: he must show his

\vln]
The difficulty w
musician, and wh

moment, mus
selves to producing a s
of the action than the
The nd ecinema will not be
itself nnrll it has realised a union between

pre sions will be :l'lut:l:llly qualt’l’}
compleme . is synthesis will giv
to a curious art, addressing itself at the
time and in equal degree to two
of which, u1- to the present, we have only
hall a b impse—in  Hallelujah, and
i films of Ruttman, and in
¢ Touse. In Mickey, it is certainly
‘iu musical rhythm itself that gives b
Here, already, music h
importance as the cinema,
e the less, is still, and more than
it is s0

considerati
Doubtless, some d usic will inspire
films, whic at( r all, more logical than
films bein pired by books—granted that
§ more [l'l.l 1p hft\\ een Mmu Ll
the cinema than between literature and the
cinema.
it is possible to adapt,
cinegraphically al themes with a
literary bz “or example, a recent film of
M. Cocteau might well be an illustration of
the Symphaonic fantastique. But her
it is literature intervening through
medium of music.

3T




A LAY AT LAY L N

.‘ i ;
X h eren sior ! ! C E? g finds in Yeats, Proust, Joyce, Eliot, Valery,
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The rveminiscences of John A. Gurner,
K.C. Large Crown 8vo. Cloth Gilt.
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THE ABORIGINAL WOCRD BOOK
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VISION

A fine romance. By Annie Praize.
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THE VANISHING HORSEMEN
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Send for Complete List
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MELBOURNE'S NEW

PROGRESSIVE BROADCASTING

Books for the Times

PRODUCTION AND
PURCHASING POWER

BY
A. C. a'Beckett Chomley and C. Tapley Timms
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Australia are poor when they ought to be well
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life, and makes clear the nature of credit as
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Production and Purchasing Power demon straves
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