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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

5

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,
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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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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!"”

25



mh:nﬁ I Tt was ke
nd up to a culminatin,
one perfect concentric £,

n transmuted to word
on of the inexpressihle.

world

]  THEATRE

d! Why?
ceased to be theatrical.

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
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improvement that marked, in many
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rom The Royal Divorce and regu-
visits from Martin Harvey in The
Zay, Fred Terry in The Scarlet Pim-
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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
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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.

27




ficulty. We haye
"ﬂ_'la__t 18 to he buyilt
ntain ‘huge theatres
audiences will he
it and make talkies
same time. If this
from the filming
ble other good plays
he financial \\'nr}i'
experiment, Its
ts finest advertisc-
nsidering such
ress the fear th
dctivities  would

by a voice or a
) long as it does
ff-shoots. That in
hing, which hoth
ing a performance
nse, one to the
ne work on the
‘an attraction for
by seeing that good
wtial audiences by
casting  stations,
this alertness, and
telligence to their

cers have been so
the people what they
at they cannot fulfil
better work. This
ly be rectified. Any
wve the theatre it de-
ute increase in the
‘managers might be

or in some other
g their talents.

ng time before we
he day is surely
see huge theatres
seats where the
d other ages will
a talkie made
the films sent
the production
The actor

ors would find
onal line would
aight line play
ater capacity
¢ managers to

| place the entertain-
of all—in short, the

popular again.
making for? I think

trical again, disdaining
dd to the effectiveness of
offer. Let us not under-
of our audiences; let us
r fine and literary a play

fog

of my brain
where dreams
like broken toys
lie scattered

onee

dialogue
an equipoise

once .

there was god and
chance and design

laughter and faces
and wonder

and
is a slapstic

A

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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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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uliar complex and cluster
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n any one of our modern deracinant
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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.
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And he who deemed his neigh i
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Farget not, all are brothers in

“Thus, when it suits the 1l are brothers there,
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" These heartless people preach of love and faith,

BTl strects [ pass through sing to me this air.
—Translated by . ALTSON PEARL
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/- per year, post free. You are invited to

i dﬂl‘r six or .!11'!'[111’ months.

STREAM,
Callins Street, Melbourne, C1.
3

six
fwe, l’l’ { ]

X

3 s,
STREAM for Hewl

menths, I enclose herewith




TONE . .. & e
IN REPRODUCTION

MODERN
REPRODUCTION
SR TD.

322 LT. LONSDALE ST.. MELB.. C1

¥ CenT. 3314

DESIGNERS

TLLUSTRATORS

PROCESS ENGRAVERS
SPECIALISTS IN COLOR WORK

INTERESTING BOOKS
FROM LOTHIAN'S LIST

A LIFE'S PANORAMA
The rveminiscences of John A. Gurner,
K.C. Large Crown 8vo. Cloth Gilt.
(Illustrated.) 20/- net.

THE ABORIGINAL WOCRD BOOK
By Justine Kenyon. With forewsrd
by A. 5. Kenyon. Neatly and artisti-
cally boxed. 2/- net.

VISION

A fine romance. By Annie Praize.
Cr. 8vo. Cloth. T/- net.

THE VANISHING HORSEMEN
By A. E. Yarra. Cr. 8vo. Cloth. 6/-.

REMEMBRANCE BOOKLETS
A series of charming little books suit-
able for any anniversaries at any
time, Neatly boxed. 2/- each.

Send for Complete List

THE LOTHIAN PUBLISHING CO LTD.
MELBOURNE

) V4

MELBOURNE'S NEW

PROGRESSIVE BROADCASTING

Books for the Times

PRODUCTION AND
PURCHASING POWER

BY
A. C. a'Beckett Chomley and C. Tapley Timms
This book shows how money is used in trade
and busiress, and why the goods produced in
such abundarce in our days are not consumed ;
why, in short, about onehalf of the pecple of
Australia are poor when they ought to be well

off.

It reveals the power of money in our modern
life, and makes clear the nature of credit as
something thar can be wsed as money is used ;
and something which is actually made by the

Production and Purchasing Power demon straves
that the function of money is to complete the
process of production by consumption ; to make
goods and services avialable 1o all.

Clemly written, it makes a difficult subject
¢asy, and s the clegrest and most comvincing
exposition of National Credic.

Tﬂhuﬂ-ﬂ,‘wqdhaln-.tkuurahhe
The Pickwick leill Co-pany
499 Lictle Collins Street, Melbourne, C1
Mention “'Seream™* when ondering

BEENEE | ATEST RELEASES
OF GRAMOPHONE RECORDS
ARE FEATURED REGULARLY

AUSTRALIAN SESSION
Every Tuesday Night
al 9 p.m

DANCE SESSIONS

Monday : 10to 11.30 p.m
Wed'day: 1010 11.20pm.
Friday: 10 to 1130 pm
Salurdav: 8 to 11.30p.m

* MCP

STE

_ ; “d. K. MOIR
A $20.8001 gouccrion”

PECIAL SESSIONS

wl

STATION

DCASTING COMPANY PTY. LTD.
4 ELIZABETH STREET, C1

IS DAHLBERG. MAMAGING DIRECTOR
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