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INTRODUCTION

At various times during his life D. H. Lawrence collected certain
of his periodical non-fictional writings and shaped them into books.
In this fashion he gave us first Twilight in Italy. Following at in-
tervals came Studies in Classical American Literalure, Reflections on
the Death of a Porcupine, Mornings in Mexico, and finally Assorted
Articles. Two of these are travel books; the others, to put the matte
somewhat baldly, are ventures into criticism, metaphysics, and con-
troversy. In spite of these five volumes—with which Etruscan Places
might also properly be listed—a formidable number of sketches, es-
says, critical and other studies still remained uncollected, or even
quite unpublished, at the time of Lawrence’s death. Hence this post-
humous collection.

Unique in design and scope, this volume may fairly be said to repre-
sent more broadly and more variously than any other book the non-
fictional writings of D. H. Lawrence. In the present collection there
is something of all the books mentioned above—and there is more
besides. Here for the first time in a single volume are to be found
sketches and essays written early in 1912 as well as some written in
1929, even in 19%0. And practically all of the years that lie between
make in turn their various contributions to Phceenix. Only one other
book, namely the Letters, presents in its special way so comprehensive
a picture of Lawrence’s literary career from its beginning to its close.

At one time it was expected that Mr. Edward Garnett, distinguished
critic, friend and adviser of Lawrence’s youth, would collaborate in
the editing of Pheenix, and he initiated much of the work of assem-
bling and arranging the papers. He modestly withdrew, however,
when it became apparent that the major part of the task would fall
upon the present editor, who had readier access to the widely scattered
material.

Pheenix was compiled from two sources: (a) from typescripts, in
cases of unprinted matter; (b) from existing printed texts. Unfortu-
nately original manuscripts were not available to the editor. Ap.

proximately one-third of the present volume has never before been
ix



x INTRODUCTION

printed. The larger portion, as has already been implied, was pub-
lished in Lawrence’s lifetime in various ways: chiefly in magazines,
but also in newspapers, in anthologies, and as prefaces to books. To
the previously unpublished matter belong the major part of a lengthy
study of Thomas Hardy and all of an extensive treatise on popular
education. Other entirely new material includes about twenty-five
pieces which differ markedly as to length, subject, and importance.
None of these is without great interest of one sort or another; some
unquestionably deserve to be ranked among Lawrence’s imperishable
achievements.

The purpose of this introduction is to supply as unobtrusively as
possible information and comment which seemed likely to contribute
to a fuller understanding of some of the numerous selections which
make up this volume. Since even a hint of pedantry would be out of
place in a work by Lawrence, the body of this book has been kept
largely free from editorial apparatus. The text is not broken up by
extraneous matter. In the appendix are given all the available facts
concerning the initial publication of the selections in this volume.
If records of publication do not exist (or are unknown) this is also
noted. In both instances these notations follow the order of the table
of contents.

The arrangement of the contents under each of the seven headings
is mainly chronological according to the dates of previous publica-
tion; and, in instances of unpublished matter, according to internal
or other pertinent evidence as to the probable time of composition.
But an effort was made to avoid scholarly fussiness in this business.
Where Lawrence is concerned, too much significance can easily be
placed upon dates of publication. This is true of his books; it is also
true of his periodical and fugitive writings. Lawrence’s troubles with
publishers and the censorious are involved here. But this is not the
whole story. Among Lawrence’s rare natural gifts none was more
evident than his faculty for carrying impressions and experiences,
as it were, in solution in his mind. Here for a time they might remain
fluid, awaiting the uses he was eventually to find for them. Again
Lawrence would occasionally feel a special tenderness towards certain
of his writings. These he would consciously withhold, usually to
relinquish them, however unwillingly, in the end. Lawrence’s habit
of revising or, more accurately, of rewriting must also be remembered.
For all these reasons dates of publication are in his case often very
uncertain indications of the time of composition.

The most important problems connected with compiling and edit-
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ing Phaenix were textual problems. The typescripts from which a
considerable portion of this volume was made were on the whole just
about what one acquainted with Lawrence’s methods of work would
expect them to be. As his letters show, Lawrence was for ever send-
ing manuscripts here and there to be typed. He himself rarely com-
posed on the typewriter. More rarely did he type final drafts, pre-
ferring to leave this task to others. Thus it must have been with the
scripts here in question. Some were good, a few bad, the rest merely
so-so. Evidence of revision by Lawrence was found on one typescript
only, and in that instance the revisions were trivial. Needless to say
every effort was made to provide for this posthumous volume an ac-
curate and authentic text, one of which Lawrence himself would
have approved and, so far as possible, did approve. In other words,
whenever textual differences were found to exist between some of
the typescripts and corresponding printed versions, proofs of which
Lawrence might have seen, texts of the latter were preferred for re-
production here. Beyond this, editing as such was almost wholly re-
stricted to technical details in order that a reasonable typographical
consistency might be achieved. In some instances misspellings, more
especially of proper names, were found and corrected. Certain other
editorial problems are referred to below in discussing some of the
separate selections. And now, these preliminaries disposed of, we
come directly to the contents of the seven sections of Phenix.

I. Nature and Poetical Pieces. “Whistling of Birds” was published
April 11, 1919, in the Atheneum, of which Lawrence’s friend, Mr. ].
Middleton Murry, had recently become editor. The essay appeared
under a pseudonym, Grantorto—a most unusual thing for Lawrence.
Mr. Murry has shown that Lawrence consented to, even proposed,
this arrangement. Still questions concerning it will probably always
remain. Did Lawrence really believe that his proposal would be taken
literally, and that an essay like “Whistling of Birds” would not be
openly accredited to him? After all has been said, something unpleas-
ant sticks to this episode. At the very least a certain sadness surrounds
it. Just why Grantorto? What great wrong or insult? Did Lawrence’s
choice of pen-name reveal his resentment against a pseudonymity
which he himself had suggested? All this as may be, Lawrence’s situa-
tion in the spring of 1919 was very precarious. He was sick in body,
low in spirit, alarmingly poor. England, he was convinced, would
never find any use for him or his writing. Mr. Murry's assumption
of the editorship of an important journal aroused hope in Lawrence's
friends. Things would now be better. Lawrence himself was doubt-
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ful. His doubts were justified. No advantage accrued to him through
Murry’s connexion with the Atheneum. This is not the place to re-
hearse Catherine Carswell’s charges against Murry for failing, as she
says, to stand by Lawrence in a dark hour; nor to outline Murry's
defence of his conduct at that time. The curious may consult Mrs.
Carswell's The Savage Pilgrimage (1932) and Mr. Murry’s Reminis-
rences of D. H. Lawrence (1933). Raking over the embers of old
animosities is at best an unhappy prospect. Much pleasanter is it to
call attention to the startling beauty of “Whistling of Birds.” Here is
a magnificent nature essay; here, too, in the form of a parable, is a
glorious pazan acclaiming the passing of war and the coming of peace.
In this essay Lawrence reveals his deepest, his most abiding love—the
love of life. Little wonder that Mr. Murry should have found this essay
“suitable” for the Atheneum. But why, after all explanations, psecu-
donymity? Why Granlorto?

“Adolt” and “Rex.” A wild rabbit and a fox terrier. Two chapters
out of Lawrence's childhood, with unforgettable portraits of his
parents, portraits which restore a balance. For in these sketches Law-
rence’s father becomes a very appealing character; his mother some-
thing less than that. Ol “Adolf” Lawrence frequently spoke with
affection. At certain times he contemplated putting cither one or
both of these sketches in some collection of his writings, but never
did. At long last it is done.

Now published for the first time, “Pan in America” was evidently
written in New Mcxico in 1924. In an undated lctter to Mabel Dodge
Luhan Lawrence writes from Lobo as follows: “My article—Pan in
Amcrica—will, T think, have to have two parts. I'll see if I can finish
first part this cvening, and send it 1o Spoodle to type, if he comes.”
Spoodle was Lawrence’s nick-name for Willard Johnson, in whose
litde magazine, the Laughing Horse, Lawrence first published some
of the selections reprinted in this book.

Lawrence, who could kill no living thing, and least of all a bird,
found it impossible to understand the appcal of hunting, especially
as practised in Italy. In *Man Is a Hunter” he satirizes mildly, merely
half-contemptuously, the idiotic doings of the Nimrods of Italy. At
least two references from his letters are in point here. Writing to
Mis. Luhan from Ravello, March 18, 1926, he remarks: ““We actually
had two days of snow here, and the cacciatore are banging away at
the tiny birds, it’s like a festa with all the crackers going off. The
robins and finches fly about in perfect bewilderment—and occasionally
in bits. La caccial” And in a letter, autumn, 1927, to Mr. and Mrs.



INTRODUCTION xiii

Aldous Huxley from the Villa Mirenda, near Florence, Lawrence
writes: “Almost every day the morning starts a bit foggy, and Florence
is always deeply buried. Then the sun comes out so hot.—Under the
mist, the Cacciatore are banging away—it's a wonder they don’t blow
one another to bits—but I suppose sparrow-shot is small dust. And
it’s Sunday, sacra festa.” Out ol such experiences as these “Man Is a
Hunter” was doubtless written, and probably at about the time of
these letters, although there is no telling for certain.

No reference to “Mercury” is made in the Letters. Which is some-
how strange, considering the importance of this essay. In that very
splendid book on Lawrence by E. and A. Brewster the latter, in her
reminiscences, describes going with her husband and Lawrence to
Mercury Hill in October 1928. She writes: “Before leaving Baden-
Baden we wanted to see the highest place in that region—Mercury
Hill, because ol the beautiful allegory Lawrence had written about it.
One morning he led us through the dense shade of the Black Forest,
dappled with the early light, to the entrance of the funicular, and
scating himself on a nearby bench said he might wait if it did not
turn too cold. . . . As we rattled and clattered back to the lower
earth, Lawrence sat on the bench near the funicular entrance just
as we had left him, still as a lizard in the sun out of the shadows of
the deep woods. We walked silently home.”

“The Nightingale” and the three essays which appear under the
general title “Flowery Tuscany” reveal that exquisite sensitiveness
which set Lawrence apart and gave him what Mr. Aldous Huxley has
called “his superior otherness,” a sensitiveness in which every nuance
ol feeling was in the highest degree true and individual. In The
Savage Pilgrimage Catherine Carswell gives some pertinent informa-
tion about “Flowery Tuscany.” She writes: “Lawrence knew all about
wild flowers and could name most of them. His friend Millicent
Beveridge, whom he met later when in Sicily, has told me how she
went walking with him once in the hills near Florence at the height
of the Tuscan spring, and how as they went he named and discoursed
upon at least thirty varieties. It was out of that walk that he wrote
the three fragrant, categorical and joyous essays on ‘Flowers in Tus-
cany’ which appeared in the Criterion.”

It has sometimes been asserted that Lawrence’s opinion of Michel-
angelo’s “David” is in dispute, or at any rate in doubt. If this be so,
then the publication for the first time of Lawrence’s essay on that
famous statue ought to have special significance. It should perhaps
be read with “Fireworks in Florence” in mind. In this essay, which
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will be found in the second section of the present volume, Lawrence
refers to “David” as “the incarnation of the modern self-conscious
young man, and very objectionable.” That this represents his final
judgment of the statue is at least questionable. No reference to
“David” occurs in the Letters. Nor is anything said there about a re-
lated essay entitled “The Elephants of Dionysus,” also heretofore
unpublished.

In 1930 the Cresset Press, London, published Lawrence’s Birds,
Beasts and Flowers, with wood-engravings by Mr. Blair Hughes-
Stanton. This edition of the poems was both limited and expensive.
For each of the nine sections Lawrencc wrote a mystical prefatory
note. Because these notes have been virtually inaccessible to many
readers, they were included in Pheenix.

11. Peoples, Countries, Races. Contemplating the essays in this
section of Pheenix, one thinks inevitably of Mr. Aldous Huxley’s
sympathetic analysis of that strange and fateful compulsion in D. H.
Lawrence, the compulsion to change and movement. In his introduc-
tion to the Letters Mr. Huxley writes: “It was, I think, the sense of
being cut ofl that sent Lawrence on restless wanderings round the
carth. His travels were at once a flight and a search: a search for some
society with which he could establish contact, for a world where the
times were not personal and conscious knowing had not yet perverted
living; a scarch and at the same time a flight from the miseries and
evils of a society into which he was born, and for which, in spite of
his artist’s detachment, he could not help feeling profoundly re-
sponsible.” 1f, as Mr. Huxley concludes, Lawrence’s “search was as
fruitless as his flight was ineffective,” we are still quite unjustified
in believing that Lawrence from the outset could or should have
known what he knew so pathetically in the end: the inevitability
of disillusionment and failure.

What Lawrence sought was for him a profound personal need, not
the satisfaction of a perverse and childish whim. This much is cer-
tain, countless intimations in the canons of Lawrence criticism to
the contrary notwithstanding. To argue that Lawrence merely vaguely
felt rather than understood the urgency of his need is to miss the
point entirely. Those who would have had Lawrence’s life cut to a
pattern of their own designing have speculated again and again upon
what his life might have been had he stuck to England—or perhaps
to Europe. Their conjectures—and they are only that—are com-
pounded largely of wishful thinking and disregard for realities. With-
out any of Lawrence’s justification, all such commentators, big and
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little alike, have sought what doesn’t exist and fled from what does.
Had Lawrence made his fight solely in England, there probably would
have been gains, but there certainly would have been losses. The
latter we know and can appraise in wonder. The former, which are
for ever unknowable, we can only surmise with regret.

The essays which appear under the general heading Peoples, Coun-
tries, Races are with a single exception directly related to Lawrence’s
travels. Three are joyful, rather youthful and topical sketches of ex-
periences connected with Lawrence’s first trip to the Continent. The
remainder, except for *Nottingham and the Mining Coumtryside,”
rccord much later impressions of certain aspects of America, Mexico,
Germany, France, and Italy. For the earliest essays the time is 1912;
for the latest 1928 or 1929. “See Mexico After” and “Germans and
Latins” are now published for the first time. The typescript of the
latter bore, apparently by mistake, the title “Flowery Tuscany” and
was attached, as the fourth essay, to the three nature pieces discussed
above. The title “Germans and Latins” is, therefore, not Lawrence’s
but was chosen as being reasonably descriptive. “A Letter from Ger-
many,” republished here from the New Statesman and Nation for
October 13, 1934, is of great interest. An editorial note which accom-
panied it rcads as follows: *“This letter written by D. H. Lawrence in
1928, shows a remarkable scnsitiveness to the trend of events in Ger-
many at a time when Hitlerism, as we know it, hardly existed.” If this
letter, as is certain, belongs to March 1924 rather than to 1928, then
it becomes all the more remarkable that Lawrence should so early
have sensed Germany’s swing “away from the polarity of civilized
Christian Europe” and have felt ““the ancient spirit of prehistoric
Germany coming back, at the end of history.” Two other papers of
the first importance represent very late work. “Nottingham and the
Mining Countryside,” especially valuable for its autobiographical
matter, is a blistering indictment of the crass and blind materialism
of English industrialism. ‘““The real tragedy of England, as I sec it,
is the tragedy of ugliness. The country is so lovely: the man-madc
England is so vile.” I{ the political and economic implications of this
essay are not new, they are at any rate only too true. The mere bulk
of Lawrence's writings about his life in Old and New Mexico is
astonishingly large—and the quality in the main very high. Among
these writings few deserve to rank above “New Mexico,” the last essay
in the section now under discussion. If one would know why Law-
rence went to New Mexico, what he saw there, and what ultimate
meaning he attached to his life there, one can scarcely do better than
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ponder this essay. For one thing, a good deal that others have said
on these points then becomes largely superfluous.

The title “Christs in the Tirol” will be familiar to many readers
of this book, though few of them will have read exactly what is here
reprinted under that title. Now for the first time the original form
of this sketch isreprinted from the Westminster Gazette for March 22,
1913. Considerably expanded with descriptive matter and otherwise
altered, this essay was, in 1916, included in Twilight in Italy as “The
Crucifix across the Mountains.” Reduced to its original length, but
with many textual changes, it recappeared under its first title in the
Atlantic Monthly as recently as August 1933. Whence it was garnered
into the American edition of Love among the Haystacks. In its dil-
ferent forms this beautiful essay is probably the most ubiquitous ot
Lawrence’s writings.

III. Love, Sex, Men and Women. With the exception of “Love,”
first published in the English Review early in 1918, the essays in this
section belong to the last few years of Lawrence’s life. ““All There,”
“Making Love to Music,” and “Women Are So Cocksurc” have ap-
parently not heretofore becen published. For both matter and manner
they belong in that category of quasi-journalistic writings which came
from Lawrence’s pen with surprising frequency between 1927 and
1929. In her Reminiscences Mrs. Brewster refers to a sojourn of four
months near the Lawrences at Gsteig, Switzerland, in 1928. Of this
period she writes in part: “Lawrence was writing articles during those
days for the newspapers, which have since been collected under the
title Assorted Articles. Almost cvery day there would be a new one
to read to us.”

Existing evaluations of Lawrence as a writer are at best partial.
One thinks of his great skill in controversy. Who has donc justice to
that? “Pornography and Obscenity” is an amazing diagnosis of “the
grey disease of sex-hatred, coupled with the yellow discase of dirt-
lust” with which, according to Lawrence, guardians of public morals
are often afilicted. Soundly reasoned and vigorously written, this
treatise makes the usual run of pronouncements on censorship seem
dull and insipid—including those of Lord Brentford, one-time Homc
Secretary, at whom Lawrence’s arguments were in part directed. In
“The Real Thing” and “We Need One Another” are discussed what
Lawrence, in the very maturity of his thinking, considered to be the
fundamental needs of modern men and women. The final essay in
this section is an amusing and characteristic example of how Law-
rence frequently used his friends for “copy.” Writing to Mrs. Aldous
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HuxJey from Gsteig in the summer of 1928, he describes a visit of
some old friends, whose names are deleted from the published letter,
s follows: “The —'s came to tea and —— as near being in a real
temper as ever I've seen her. She said: ‘I don’t know how it (the place)
makes you feel, but I've lost all my cosmic consciousness and all my
universal love. I don’t care one bit about humanity.” ” These phrases,
italics and all, were the spring-board from which Lawrence plunged
into a heady disquisition on how cosmic consciousness, universal
love, and humanity affect, for better or worse, the individual. Hence
“Nobody Loves Me.”

IV. Literature and Art. The essays which appear under this head-
ing present Lawrence in the role of critic of art and letters. Numerous,
diverse, and heretofore uncollected, indeed largely inaccessible, these
writings make a comprehensive view of Lawrence’s critical work for
the first time conveniently possible. A very appropriate introduction
to these prefaces, revicws, and critical studies is to be found in the
opening paragraphs of Lawrence’s long paper on the novels of John
Galsworthy, which appears as the last title but one in the section now
under consideration. There Lawrence defines the function and limits
of literary criticism. Denying the possibility of scientific criticism,
and in other respects unduly restrictive, this dcfinition nevertheless
describes clearly and briefly Lawrence’s own approach to literature
—and perhaps, by inference, to art. His general thesis will be apparent
from the following excerpt:

“Literary criticism can be no morc than a reasoned account of
the feeling produced upon the critic by the book he is criticizing.
Criticism can never be a science: it is, in the first place, much too
personal, and in the second, it is concerned with values that science
ignores. The touchstone is cmotion, not recason. We judge a work ol
art by its effect on our sincere and vital ecmotion, and nothing else.
All the critical twiddle-twaddle about style and form, all this pseudo-
scientific classification and analysing of books in an imitation-
botanical fashion, is mere impertinence and mostly dull jargon.”

In compiling the materials in this section every effort was made to
represent adequately L.awrence’s numerous and various ventures into
literary and art criticism. Brought together here, along with essays
on the novel and studies of Hardy and Galsworthy, are most of Law-
rence’s prefaces to books and all of his reviews. The prefaces fall
principally into two classes: (a) introductions to books or translations
by friends or acquaintances of Lawrence, such as S. S. Koteliansky,
W. Siebenhaar, Harry Crosby, Frederick Carter, and others; (b) fore-
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words to certain translations from the Italian by Lawrence himself
and to a few more or less inaccessible books of his own, for example,
the introductions to the American edition of New Poems and to the
privately printed edition of Pansies. Two prefatory essays included
in this section have never before been published. Both were ap-
parently rejected in favour of shorter introductory notes. Hence their
presence among Lawrence’s unpublished papers. One of these, the
typescript of which bore no title, had evidently been designed to serve
as a preface to Lawrence’s translation of Giovanni Verga's Mastro-
don Gesualdo. Not quite so long as the later introduction to his
translation to Cavalleria Rusticana, it is nevertheless Lawrence's most
important general commentary on the work of Verga. The other,
entitled “Foreward to Collected Poems,” is of a much more personal
nature than the preface published in Collected Poems. Lawrence’s
introduction to Harry Crosby’s scarce Chariot of the Sun is also re-
printed. This critical essay was first published in Exchanges under
the title “Chaos in Poetry,” and certain textual diflerences exist be-
tween the two versions, especially in the concluding paragraphs.
Practically unknown except to bibliophiles, Lawrence’s foreword to
Edward D. McDonald's Bibliograpphy of the Writings of D. H. Law-
rence is made available in the present collection, as is also the preface
to the limited and expensive edition of S. S. Koteliansky's translation
of Dostoievsky’s The Grand Inquisitor. The most puzzling of all the
prefatory essays is one entitled simply “Introduction.” But intro-
duction to what? To a book which apparently never got beyond
the manuscript stage. Fortunately “Introduction” is in part self-
explanatory, but only in part. For a long time Lawrence was deeply
interested in Mr. Frederick Carter’s astrological designs and specula-
tions. This interest, according to one account, began with the publi-
cation of Mr. Carter’s The Dragon of the Alchemists. Some time
thereafter Lawrence and Carter evidently agreed to collaborate in a
study of the Apocalypse. Considerable progress to that end must have
been made. At any rate, the Mandrake Press, shortly before it sus-
pended, announced its intention to publish The Revelation of St.
John the Divine, with notes and designs by Frederick Carter, and an
introduction by D. H. Lawrence. The book never appeared. Four
months after Lawrence’s death “Introduction” was published, with-
out any pertinent editorial comment, in the London Mercury. In
the spring of 1931 Lawrence’s Apocalypse appeared in Florence. In
this book no reference was made to Frederick Carter or his work. One
thing scems clear: “Introduction” resulted chiefly from Lawrence’s
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interest in Mr. Carter’s manuscript version of The Dragon of the
Apocalypse, which Lawrence calls “the first Dragon,” and which he
apparently preferred to a later version. ““The Dragon as it exists now
is no longer the Dragon which I read in Mexico. It has been made
more—more argumentative, shall we say. Give me the old manuscript
and let me write an introduction to that! I urge. But: No, says Carter.
It isn’t sound.” When finally in 1932 Mr. Carter’'s The Dragon of
Revelation was announced by Desmond Harmsworth, this publisher
spoke of it as “the major document in an interesting and important
collaboration,” and inferentially of Lawrence's Apocalypse as the
“first draft” of an introduction which, had Lawrence lived to see
the project through, would have been his contribution to that
collaboration.

The reviews reprinted in this section span almost twenty years ot
time—from early 1913 to within a few days of Lawrence’s death. After
a quarter of a century the reviews of 1913 are still alive and spirited,
like those of later years. The authentic Lawrence stamp is upon all
of them. From first to last Lawrence had one inexorable test for a
book. For him a book was good only if it revealed some original
vision of life, some living, venturesome faith, or some new aware-
ness, to use his favorite word, of the mystery of consciousness. These
things in some measure Lawrence insisted upon in all of his critical

_writings. Witness his first review, that of Georgian Poetry: 1911-1912.
Rejoicing in English poetry’s release from doubt and fear, he wrote:
“God 1 there, faith, belief, love, everything. We are drunk with the
joy of it, having got away from fear. In almost every poem in this
book comes the note of exultation after fear, the exultation in the
vast freedom, the illimitable wealth that we have suddenly got.” At
the same time, writing about Thomas Mann'’s Deatl in Venice, Law-
rence flatly announced: “Already I find Thomas Mann . . . some-
what banal. His expression may be very fine. But by now what he
expresses is stale.” All this in 1913 Thomas Mann failed to meet
Lawrence’s highly subjective criteria. Hence his amusingly premature
dismissal of the great German writer. In a burst of youthful self-
assurance he closed the issue: “But Thomas Mann is old—and we
are young.”

As a reviewer Lawrence was occasionally very diverting and amus-
ing. Witness his analysis of Stuart P. Sherman's Americans. At times
he would claw a book savagely. His report on Mr. Carl Van Vechten's
Nigger Heaven is a case in point. But after making necessary allow-
ances for the completely personal character of Lawrence’s critical
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standards, one usually finds that his reviews are serious efforts to
arrive at the deeper implications of books. To this end he could be
extremely patient with serious defects in a writer. This is convinc-
ingly shown by a review which he wrote during his last illness. The
book was Mr. Eric Gill's Art Nonsense and Other Essays. The in-
volved style and other faults of this book set Lawrence’s nerves on
edge. But once convinced that its author had looked into his soul
and had spoken, however awkwardly, out of “his living experience”
illuminating truths about men’s relation to their work, then Law-
rence, quickly droppingall fault-finding, proclaimed Mr. Gill “‘almost
always good, simple and profound, truly a prophet.” That Lawrence
must have heard in Art Nonsense echoes of his own pronouncements
on work is beside the point.

On July 15, 1914, Lawrence wrote 1o Mr. Edward Marsh in part
as follows: “I am going to write a little book on Hardy’s people. I
think it will interest me.” On September 5, 1914, he wrote to Mr. J.
B. Pinker: “What a miscrable world. What colossal idiocy, this war.
Out of sheer rage I've begun my book about Thomas Hardy. It will
be about anything but Thomas Hardy, I am alraid—queer stuffl—but
not bad.” On October 13, 1914, to Mr. Edward Garnett: “I am writ-
ing my book more or less—very much less—about Thomas Hardy, 1
have done a third of it.” And writing to Amy Lowell, November 18,
1914, Lawrence, among other things, had this to say: “I am finishing
a book, supposed to be on Thomas Hardy, but in rcality a sort of
Confession of my Heart. I wonder if ever it will come out—& what
you'd say to it.”

The book relerred to in these four letters, which is now published
entire for the first time, bears the title, Study of Thomas Hardy. It is
Lawrence’s most pretentious critical work. Ol the ten chapters which
constitute this study only one has ever before been published. Chap-
ter 111, “Six Novels and the Real Tragedy,” was published in the
Book Collector's Quarterly for January-March 1932. This same chap-
ter was reprinted in two issues of John O’London’s Weekly, March
12 and 19, 1932. In both instances editorial notes accompanied pub-
lication. Because of its somewhat greater accuracy the note from the
Book Collector’s Quarterly is here reproduced. It is as follows: “This
chapter, complete in itself, which gives a criticism of one distin-
guished novelist by another, forms part of a larger unfinished study,
which was written shortly before the War, during the Sons and
Lovers period. Lawrence gave it for safe keeping to Mr. J. Middle-
ton Murry, in whose hands it lay, forgotten by both of them until
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today—this being the first time that any portion of it has been pub-
lished. For its importance, as well as its intrinsic interest, we have
therefore obtained the privilege of first printing it” In The Savage
Pilgrimage Catherine Carswell asserts that the Study of Thomas
Hardy was “everywhere rejected at the time,” meaning presumably
1914-1915. Unfortunately she cites no proof for this statcnent. If
the manuscript of this study was “everywhere rejected,” then Law-
rence must have offered it for publication. Hence he must have con-
sidered it whole and complete, not “unfinished.” Whole and com-
plete it certainly appears to be. Now that the Study of Thomas
Hardy is at last generally available one may safely predict that it
will arouse intense interest among the more serious readers of Law-
rence. For, as the letters quoted above make clear, Hardy is merely
the ostensible subject of this treatise; the real subject is Lawrence
himself.

On February 28, 1927, Lawrence wrote to Miss Nancy Pearn in part
as follows: “I am sending a ‘Scrutiny’ on John Galsworthy, for a book
of ‘scrutinies’ by the younger writers on the elder. . . . I'm afraid it
is not very nice to Galsworthy—but really, reading one novel after
another just nauseated me up to the nosc. Probably you like him,
though— But I can't help it—either I must say what I say, or I put
the whole thing in the fire.”

The book here referred to was published in March 1928. Lawrence’s
contribution to it is reprinted in the collection of critical papers now
being discussed. Compared with the Study of Thomas Hardy Law-
rence’s essay on Galsworthy is in manner distinctly pedestrian, and
in tone unremittingly hostile. That Lawrence’s criticism of the For-
syte novels is to some extent vitiated by personal animus towards Gals-
worthy can hardly be denied. The lives of these two writers seldom
touched directly, but whenever they did friction points seem always
to have been set up against a helpful relationship. Whose the blame?
One likes to think that artists, different from the common run of
men, are beyond prejudice. But, alas, the evidence doces not support
this pious thought. Neither Galsworthy nor Lawrence can be held
wholly responsible for the instinctive and half-unconscious antago-
nism which existed between them. Galsworthy had praised parts ot
Sons and Lovers highly and had strongly condemned other parts. The
Rainbow, Galsworthy told Lawrence “calmly and ex cathedra, was a
failure as a work of art.” Then there is the much rehashed story of
certain established writers (Galsworthy among them) refusing, in
1918, to join with Arnold Bennett in giving to Lawrence material or
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moral support, or both. And before this Galsworthy had seen the
manuscript of Women in Love. What he thought of this novel is not
of record. But possibly Lawrence knew.

In the recently published The Life and Letters of John Galsworthy,
by H. V. Marrott, appears a notation by Galsworthy on a meeting
with Lawrence, November 13, 1917. “Lunched with Pinker to meet
D. H. Lawrence, that provincial genius. Interesting, but a type I
could not get on with. Obsessed with self. Dead eyes, and a red beard,
long narrow face. A strange bird.” Desiring to find in this note some-
thing more than a series of deprecations, and putting the best pos-
sible construction upon it, onc nevertheless sadly concludes that Gals-
worthy lacked the will to face the difficulties which, he must have
lelt, would attend any effort to get at the mystery of the “strange
bird” who had come to lunch with him. Neither his naturally rich
sympathies nor his artist’s curiosity responded to the challenge in
those “dead eyes” across the table.

Would the situation have been otherwise with The Rainbow, with
Women in Love, between Lawrence and such writers as Bennett and
Galsworthy had the War somehow not made normal human rela-
tions difficult, il not impossible? Who can say? In any event, behind
Lawrence’s destructive analysis of Galsworthy’s novels may lie some
of the personal history sketched in above.

In addition to the studies of Hardy and Galsworthy three general
essays on the novel are included in the present collection of critical
writings. “Surgery [or the Novel—or a Bomb" and “Morality and the
Novel” are reprinted from ephemeral literary journals, one American,
the other English. These essays will be familiar only to avid readers
of Lawrence. “Why the Novel Matters” has here its initial publica-
tion. In this illuminating paper Lawrence pays tribute to the novelist
and to the novel as a literary form. “Being a novelist, I consider my-
self superior to the saint, the scientist, the philosopher and the poet.
. . . The novel is the one bright book of life.” The novel alone, Law-
rence insists, is capable of presenting the whole of life. Compared with
it, religion, science, philosophy, and poctry deal merely with parts
abstracted from that whole. This theme, amplified and illustrated
ancw, appears again in “Morality and the Novel.” That these two
essays are also closely related in time of composition seems certain.
With them, almost as surely, belongs “Art and Morality,” wherein
Lawrence, among other things, gustfully analyses the commonsense
(or Kodak) approach to “the unsteady apples of Cézanne” and to the
general problem of distortion in art.
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“Introduction to These Paintings,” the last essay in the present
section, is reprinted from the expensive and largely inaccessible The
Paintings of D. H. Lawrence, published by the Mandrake Press, Lon-
don, 1929.

V. Education. Toward the end of 1918 Lawrence wrote to Kath-
erine Mansfield in part as [ollows: “I've written three little essays,
Education of the People. I told you Freeman, on the Times, asked
me to do something for his Educational Supplement. Will you ask
Jack please to send me, by return if possible, Freceman’s initials, and
the Times address, that will find him, so that I can send him the
essays and see if he will print them. It will be nice if I can earn a
little weekly money.” Found to be unsuited to the requirements of
the Times, the essays were returned to Lawrence with the suggestion
that they were “rather a matter for a book than a supplement.” Per-
haps as a result of this suggestion the essays were shown to Mr. Stanley
Unwin, who seems to have agreed provisionally to publish them. For
in a letter dated January 23, 1919, and addressed to Catherine Cars-
well occurs the following reference: “Freeman sent me back my little
essays. . . . Barbara saw the essays and showed them to Stanley Un-
win, who wants me to write as much again, and he will publish in
a little book, and give me £15 down. So it is not waste.”

Nothing came of the plan to publish the expanded essays in book
form. But even after this disappointment Lawrence might again have
truly said: “So it is not waste.” For his work on the educational essays
must have led directly to the writing of that strangely wise and beauti-
ful book, Fantasia of the Unconscious. It is difficult to offer proof for
this assertion, but a comparison of Fantasia with “Education of the
People,” now published for the first time, makes formal proof quite
unnecessary.- Every important and vital issuc propounded in the
former is either tacitly or directly expressed in the latter. The present
publication of “Education of the Pcople” will, therefore, tend to
remove some of the mystification which has surrounded the appar-
ently unexpected appearance of Faniasia of the Unconscious in
America in 1922, even though this book was, in fact, a continuation
of Lawrence's Psychoanalysis and the Unconscious (1921). And now
that “Education of the People” is made available, one fears that it
may suffer the too obvious fate of its predecessors: neglect or wilful
misinterpretation. Certainly it is easy to misread Lawrence’s theories
on popular education, far easier than to appraise them judicially.
For these theories involve his fundamental beliefs conceming the
relation of parents to children, parents to each other, teachers tm
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pupils, citizens to the state; they embrace his disbeliefs in democracy,
in socialism, in communism, and, above all, in the sort of fascism now
currently in vogue. This in spite of the fact that much in Lawrence’s
rigid programme of elementary and secondary education suggests
fascist regimentation and totalitarianism. But every such suggestion
disappears with his insistence that “each individual is to be helped
wisely, reverently, towards his natural fulfilment,” and that it is the
function of education “to recognize the true nature of each child, and
to give each its natural chance.” To this end Lawrence would entrust
cducational leadership—indeed all leadership—only to men richly en-
dowed with a true religious faculty, which he defines as “the inward
worship of the creative life-mystery: the implicit knowledge that life
is unfathomable and unsearchable in its motives, not to be described,
having no ascribable goal save the bringing forth of an ever-changing,
cver-unfolding creation.” All of which is a good long chalk from
modern dogmas, whether educational or political. But as Lawrence
once wrote of another of his mystical writings, “Education of the
People” is of “no use for a ive minutes’ lunch.”

V1. Ethics, Psychology, Philosophy. Of the fourteen essays in this
section apparently ten have not heretofore been published. “The
Recality ol Peace” and “Lifc” appeared in the English Review in 1917
and 1918 respectively. At one time the [ormer lay close to Lawrence’s
heart. On March 7, 1917, he wrote to Catherine Carswell in part as
follows: “I have seven short articles—little essays—called The Reality
of Peace. They are very beautiful, and, I think, very important. Some-
thing 7nust be done with them. They are a new beginning.” And on
March 19, 1917, he addressed J. B. Pinker on the same subject: “I am
sending you seven little articles called The Reality of Peace. . .
They are very beautiful and dear to me, and 1 feel very delicate and
sensitive about them.” Only four of these articles were published in
the English Review. And only these four are here reprinted because
the typescript of these essays unfortunately did not contain the other
three. What has become of them? No reference to “Life” appears in
the Letters. Like ““The Reality of Peace,” it is a venture into meta-
physics.

The other two previously published essays, namely, “The Proper
Study” and “On Being Religious,” are in Lawrence’s lighter and
more popular vein. And so are some of the now initially published
papers, to wit: “Books,” “Thinking about Oneself.” “Climbing down
Pisgah,” and “The Novel and the Feelings.” With these may also be
listed an unnamed article to which the somewhat stilted but apt title,
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“The Individual Consciousness v. the Social Consciousness,” has been
assigned. This particular paper is undoubtedly related to the essay on
Galsworthy which was discussed above. In any event, it and the selec-
tions listed immediately above reveal Lawrence busily and rather
good-humoredly grinding away at some of his favourite axes. None
belongs to his major canon.

A number of articles in the present section are from an editorial
point of view very puzzling. This is especially true of an unfinished
paper entitled *The Duc de Lauzun” and a closely related untitled
essay here called “The Good Man.” The former sticks pretty close to
its subject, the Duc de Lauzun and eighteenth-century French man-
ners as reflected by him. The latter, starting with the Duc, ranges far
afield to modern Europe and America, to China and the Australian
bush, only to find men everywhere fettered “in the bandages of old
ideas and idcals.” Both essays grew out of Lawrence’s reading of the
memoirs of the Duc de Lauzun—possibly in C. K. Scott-Moncricft’s
translation (1928). But this is merely a surmise.

Those who know Lawrence’s beautiful story, “The Escaped Cock,”
also called “The Man Who Died,” will bc interested in a short picce
published here for the first time entitled “Resurrection,” which is
obviously closely related also to an essay published in Assorted Articles
under the title, “The Risen Lord.” Writing to Mrs. Luhan, May 28,
1927, Lawrence said something in point here: “I haven't been able
to get my pictures snapped yet. But I've finished the Resurrection,
also a story on the same theme.” The references are clearly to a paint-
ing and to “The Escaped Cock.” The two short pieces may safely be
considered by-products of Lawrence’s preoccupation with the story
of the Resurrection.

“It is obvious that Whitman's Democracy is not mercly a political
system, or a system of government—or cven a social system. It is an
attempt to conceive a new way of life, to establish new values. It is
a struggle to liberate human beings from the fixed, arbitrary control
of ideals, into free spontaneity.” Thus writes Lawrence in the last
part ol the long and important paper entitled “Democracy,” which
may have been written, one is justified in supposing, as early as, say,
1923. Now published for the first time, this treatise reveals anew
Lawrence’s admiration for Whitman's poetry and presents his most
thorough-going exposition of the philosophy underlying that poetry.

“Introduction to Pictures,” the last essay in the present segtion
and never heretofore published, is indeed a puz:le. In it nothing is
said directly, or even indirectly, about pictures. It is a long and or-
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ganically complete dissertation on consciousness, elaborating once
more its author’s theories on that subject. It may safely be assigned
to the later years of Lawrence’s life. Beyond that one does not care
to go. In all, a paper of more than ordinary interest and importance.

VII. Personalia and Fragments. One entry in this final section of
Pheenix represents very early work. “The Miner at Home,” an es-
sentially autobiographical sketch, appeared in the London Nation,
March 16, 1912. Reminiscent of Sons and Lovers, it is a beautifully
direct piece of narrative writing. “Accumulated Mail” requires no
comment. ““The Late Mr. Maurice Magnus,” which unhappily escaped
inclusion in the Letters, is an interesting document in the controversy
which arose over Lawrence's Introduction to Maurice Magnus’s
Memoirs of the Foreign Legion and Mr. Douglas’s reply in D. H.
Lawrence and Maurice Magnus. True, in *Accumulated Mail” Law-
rence says he didn't know there was a controversy, but there was. Not
so much between the principals, perhaps. Each had his say and then
subsided. But numerous reviewers put in their oars, most of them
pulling in Mr. Douglas’s boat. The republication of Lawrence’s letter
aproposol his relations to Maurice Magnus will perhaps help to even
things up a bit, when in the [uture the Lawrence-Douglas set-to helps
to enliven the literary history of these times. Lawrence’s Introduction
is not reprinted in this volume, though it might well have been. For
sheer writing power it still remains one of his most notable achieve-
ments.

Of the four unfinished pieces included in the present section “The
Undying Man” and “Noah” are comparatively negligible. A long, un-
titled autobiographical [ragment is of considerable interest. It is said
that Lawrence, not long before his death, made several unsuccessful
attempts 1o write a straightforward and extended account of his life.
If this be true, then the paper now under consideration may very
well be the result of one such attempt. It is obviously the first draft
of an ambitious project, which Lawrence might ultimately have re-
shaped into a significant work of self-revelation.

And now, making an end, we come to the incomparably beautiful
and moving fragment of a novel entitled “The Flying Fish.” In her
Reminiscences of Lawrence Mrs. Brewster gives some valuable in-
formation concerning this unfinished narrative. Describing an episode
which occurred at Gsteig in the summer of 1928, she writes of Law-
rence:

“One afternoon he sat holding a child’s copybook saying he was
going to read us an unfinished novel he had started on the way back
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from Mexico when he was very ill, and written down by Frieda from
his dictation. It was called ‘The Flying Fish’ with the old haunting
symbolism of pisces.

“As he read, it seemed to reach an ever higher and more sercne
beauty. Suddenly he stopped, saying: ‘The last part will be regenerate
man, a real life in this Garden of Eden.’

“We asked: “‘What shall you make him do? What will he be like,
the regeneratc man, fulfilling life on earth?

“‘I don’t just know.” "

“The enduring beauty of “The Flying Fish’ made us ask at various
times if he had not finished it, to which he would reply, that we must
not urge him to fnish it. ‘I've an intuition I shall not finish that novel.
It was written so near the borderline of death, that I never have been
able to carry it through in the cold light of day.” ”

And thus *“The Flying Fish” remained to the very last a fragment.
Perhaps it is better so: perfect in its incompletencss. One would not
have it otherwise. For in this colourful fabric of rich and varicd prose
are beautifully fused the finest and highest qualities of D. H. Law-
rence as writer and artist. It is scarcely necessary to say that Gethin
Day, central character of “The Flying Fish,” is Lawrence himself.
Gethin Day’s experiences were Lawrcnce's experiences: that desperatc
illness in Mexico, that sickening revulsion from the sinister and sav-
age tropics, that nostalgic longing for his native land, that journey
towards home by land and water, with its matchless descriptions of
carth, sea, sky, and the living things which inhabit them. Herc is no
fictional account of a vagrant Englishman descended from an Eliza-
bethan house, but the story of what Lawrence himsclf once saw, felt,
suffered, and, almost miraculously, lived through.

—EpwArnp D. McDonaLbD.
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WHISTLING OF BIRDS

The frost held for many weeks, until the birds were dying rap-
idly. Everywhere in the fields and under the hedges lay the ragged
remains of lapwings, starlings, thrushes, redwings, innumerable
ragged bloody cloaks of birds, whence the flesh was eaten by in-
visible beasts of prey.

Then, quite suddenly, one morning, the change came. The wind
went to the south, came off the sea warm and soothing. In the after-
noon there were little gleams of sunshine, and the doves began,
without interval, slowly and awkwardly to coo. The doves were
cooing, though with a laboured sound, as if they were still winter-
stunned. Nevertheless, all the afternoon they continued their noise,
in the mild air, beforc the frost had thawed off the road. At eve-
ning the wind blew gently, still gathering a bruising quality of
frost [rom the hard earth. Then, in the ycllow-gleamy sunset, wild
birds began to whistle faintly in the blackthorn thickets of the
stream-bottom.

It was startling and almost frightening after the heavy silence of
frost. How could they sing at oncc, when the ground was thickly
strewn with the torn carcasscs of birds? Yet out of the evening came
the uncertain, silvery sounds that made one’s soul start alert, almost
with fear. How could the little silver bugles sound the rally so
swiftly, in the soft air, when the earth was yet bound? Yet the birds
continued their whistling, rather dimly and brokenly, but throw-
ing the threads of silver, germinating noise into the air.

It was almost a pain to realize, so swifltly, the new world. Le
monde est mori. Vive le monde! But the birds omitted even the
first part of the announcement, their cry was only a [aint, blind,
fecund vive!

There is another world. The winter is gone. There is a new
world of spring. The voice of the turtle is heard in the land. But
the flesh shrinks from so sudden a transition. Surely the call is pre-
mature while the clods are still frozen, and the ground is littered
with the remains of wings! Yet we have no choice. In the bottoms
of impenetrable blackthorn, each evening and morning now, out
flickers a whistling of birds.

3
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Where does it come from, the song? After so long a cruelty, how
can they make it up so quickly? But it bubbles through them, they
are like little well-heads, little fountain-heads whence the spring
trickles and bubbles forth. It is not of their own doing. In their
throats the new life distils itself into sound. It is the rising of sil-
very sap of a new summer, gurgling itself forth.

All the time, whilst the earth lay choked and killed and winter-
mortified, the deep undersprings were quiet. They only wait for the
ponderous encumbrance of the old order to give way, yield in the
thaw, and there they are, a silver realm at once. Under the surge
of ruin, unmitigated winter, lies the silver potentiality of all blos-
som. One day the black tide must spend itself and fade back. Then
all-suddenly appears the crocus, hovering triumphant in the rear,
and we know the order has changed, there is a new regime, sound
of a new vive! vive!

It is no usc any more to look at the torn remnants of birds that
lie exposed. It is no longer any use remembering the sullen thun-
der of frost and the intolerable pressure of cold upon us. For
whether we will or not, they are gone. The choice is not ours. We
may remain wintry and destructive for a little longer, if we wish
it, but the winter is gone out of us, and willy-nilly our hearts sing
a little at sunset.

Even whilst we stare at the ragged horror of the birds scattered
broadcast, part-eaten, the soft, uneven cooing of the pigeon ripples
from the outhouses, and there is a [aint silver whistling in the
bushes come twilight. No matter, we stand and stare at the torn and
unsightly ruins of life, we watch the weary, mutilated columns of
winter retreating under our eyes. Yet in our ears arc the silver vivid
bugles of a new creation advancing on us from behind, we hear the
rolling of the soft and happy drums of the doves.

We may not choose the world. We have hardly any choice for
oursclves. We follow with our eyes the bloody and horrid line of
march of extreme winter, as it passes away. But we cannot hold
back the spring. We cannot make the birds silent, prevent the bub-
bling of the wood-pigeons. We cannot stay the fine world of silver-
fecund creation from gathering itself and taking place upon us.
Whether we will or no, the daphne tree will soon be giving off per-
fume, the lambs dancing on two feet, the celandines will twinkle
all cver the ground, there will be a new heaven and new earth.

For it is in us, as well as without us. Those who can may follow
the columns of winter in their retreat from the earth. Some of us,
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we have no choice, the spring is within us, the silver fountain be-
gins to bubble under our breast, there is gladness in spite of our-
selves. And on the instant we accept the gladness! The first day of
change, out whistles an unusual, interrupted pzan, a fragment that
will augment itself imperceptibly. And this in spite of the extreme
bitterness of the suflering, in spite of the myriads of torn dead.

Such a long, long winter, and the frost only broke yesterday. Yet
it seems, already, we cannot remember it. It is strangely remote,
like a far-off darkness. It is as unreal as a dream in the night. This
is the morning of reality, when we are ourselves. This is natural
and real, the glimmering of a new creation that stirs in us and about
us. We know there was winter, long, fearful. We know the earth
was strangled and mortified, we know the body of life was torn and
scattcred broadcast. But what is this retrospective knowledge? It is
something extraneous to us, extraneous to this that we are now.
And what we are, and what, it scems, we always have been, is this
quickening lovely silver plasm of pure creativity. All the mortifica-
tion and tearing, ah yes, it was upon us, encompassing us. It was
like a storm or a mist or a falling from a height. It was estrangled
upon us, like bats in our hair, driving us mad. But it was never
really our innermost self. Within, we were always apart, we were
this, this limpid [ountain of silver, then quiescent, rising and break-
ing now into the flowering.

It is strange, the utter incompatibility of death with lile. Whilst
there is death, life is not 1o be found. It is all death, one overwhelm-
ing flood. And then a new tide rises, and it is all life, a fountain of
silvery blissfulness. It is one or the other. We are for lile, or we are
for dcath, one or the other, but never in our essence both at once.

Dcath takes us, and all is torn redness, passing into darkness.
Life rises, and we are [aint finc jets of silver running out to blos-
som. All is incompatible with all. There is the silver-speckled, in-
candescent-lovely thrush, whistling pipingly his first song in the
blackthorn thicket. How is he to be connected with the bloody,
feathered unsightliness of the thrush-remnants just outside the
bushes? There is no connexion. They are not to be referred the one
to the other. Where one is, the other is not. In the kingdom of
dcath the silvery song is not. But wherc there is life, there is no
death. No death whatever, only silvery gladness, perfect, the other-
world.

The blackbird cannot stop his song, ncither can the pigeon. It
takes place in him, even though all his race was yesterday destroyed.
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He cannot moumn, or be silent, or adhere to the dead. Of the dead
he is not, since life has kept him. The dead must bury their dead.
Life has now taken hold on him and tossed him into the new ether
of a new firmament, where he bursts into song as if he were com-
bustible. What is the past, those others, now he is tossed clean into
the new, across the untranslatable difference?

In his song is heard the first brokenness and uncertainty of the
transition. The transit from the grip of death into new being is a
death from death, in its sheer metempsychosis a dizzy agony. But
only for a second, the moment of trajectory, the passage from one
state to the other, from the grip of death to the liberty of newness.
In a moment he is a kingdom of wonder, singing at the centre of a
new creation.

The bird did not hang back. He did not cling to his death and
his dead. There is no death, and the dead have buried their dead.
Tossed into the chasm between two worlds, he lifted his wings in
dread, and found himsclf carried on the impulse.

We are lifted to be cast away into the new beginning. Under our
hearts the fountain surges, to toss us forth. Who can thwart the
impulse that comes upon us? It comes from the unknown upon us,
and it behoves us to pass delicately and exquisitely upon the subtle
new wind from hecaven, conveyed like birds in unrcasoning migra-
tions from death to life.
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When we were children our father often worked on the night-
shift. Once it was spring-time, and he used to arrive home, black
and tired, just as we were downstairs in our nightdresses. Then
night met morning face to face, and the contact was not always
happy. Perhaps it was painful to my father to see us gaily entering
upon the day into which he dragged himself soiled and weary. He
didn’t like going to bed in the spring morning sunshine.

But sometimes he was happy, because of his long walk through
the dewy ficlds in the first daybreak. He loved the open morning,
the crystal and the space, after a night down pit. He watched every
bird, every stir in the trembling grass, answered the whinnying of
the pewits and tweeted to the wrens. If he could, he also would
have whinnied and tweeted and whistled in a native language that
was not human. He liked non-human things best.

One sunny morning we were all sitting at table when we heard
his heavy slurring walk up the entry. We became uneasy. His was
always a disturbing presence, trammelling. He passed the window
darkly, and we heard him go into the scullery and put down his
tin bottle. But directly he came into the kitchen. We felt at once
that he had something to communicate. No one spoke. We watched
his black face for a second.

*Give me a drink,” he said.

My mother hastily poured out his tea. He went to pour it out
into his saucer. But instead of drinking he suddenly put somcthing
on the table among the teacups. A tiny brown rabbit! A small rab-
bit, a mere morsel, sitting against the bread as still as if it were
a made thing.

“A rabbit! A young one! Who gave it you, father?”

But he laughed enigmatically, with a sliding motion of his ycllow-
grey eyes, and went to take off his coat. We pounced on the rabbit.

“Is it alive? Can you feel its heart beat?”

My father came back and sat down heavily in his armchair. He
dragged his saucer to him, and blew his tea, pushing out his red
lips under his black moustache.

“Where did you get it, father?”

“I picked it up,” he said, wiping his naked forearm over his
mouth and beard.

7
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“Where?”

“It is a wild onc!” came my mother’s quick voice.

“Yes, it is.”

“Then why did you bring it?” cricd my mother.

“Oh, we wanted it,” came our cry.

“Yes, I've no doubt you did—" retorted my mother. But she was
drowned in our clamour of questions.

On the field path my father had found a dead mother rabbit and
threc dead little ones—this one alive, but unmoving.

“But what had killed them, daddy?”

“I couldn’t say, my child. I s’d think she’d aten something.”

“Why did you bring it!” again my mother’s voice of condemna-
tion. “You know what it will be.”

My father made no answer, but we were loud in protest.

“He must bring it. It’s not big enough to live by itself. It would
die,” we shouted.

“Yes, and it will die now. And then therc’ll be another outcry.”

My mother set her facc against the tragedy of dead pets. Our
hearts sank.

“It won't die, father, will it? Why will it? It won’t.”

“I s’d think not,” said my father.

“You know well enough it will. Haven't we had it all before!”
said my mother.

“They dunna always pine,” replied my father testily.

But my mother reminded him of other little wild animals he
had brought, which had sulked and refused to live, and brought
storms of tears and trouble in our house of lunatics.

Trouble fell on us. The little rabbit sat on our lap, unmoving,
its eye wide and dark. We brought it milk, warm milk, and held it
to its nose. It sat as still as if it was far away, retreated down some
deep burrow, hidden, oblivious. We wetted its mouth and whiskers
with drops of milk. It gave no sign, did not even shake off the wet
white drops. Somcbody began to shed a few secrct tears.

“What did I say?” cried my mother. “Take it and put it down
in the field.”

Her command was in vain. We were driven to get dressed for
school. There sat the rabbit. It was like a tiny obscure cloud.
Watching it, the emotions died out of our breast. Useless to love it,
to yearn over it. Its little feelings were all ambushed. They must
be circumvented. Love and affection were a trespass upon it. A little
wild thing, it became more mute and asphyxiated still in its own
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arrest, when we approached with love. We must not love it. We
must circumvent it, for its own existence.

So I passed the order to my sister and my mother. The rabbit
was not to be spoken to, nor even looked at. Wrapping it in a piece
of flannel I put it in an obscure corner of the cold parlour, and
put a saucer of milk before its nose. My mother was forbidden to
enter the parlour whilst we were at school.

“As if I should take any notice of your nonsense,’
fronted. Yet 1 doubt if she ventured into the parlour.

At midday, after school, crecping into the front room, there we
saw the rabbit still and unmoving in the piece of flannel. Strange
grey-brown neutralization of life, still living! It was a sore problem
to us.

“Why won’t it drink its milk, mother?” we whispered. Our father
was asleep.

“It prefers to sulk its life away, silly little thing.” A profound
problem. Prefers 1o sulk its life away!l We put young dandelion
leaves 10 its nose. The sphinx was not more oblivious. Yet its eye
was bright.

At tea-time, however, it had hopped a few inches, out of its flan-
nel, and there it sat again, uncovered, a little solid cloud of mute-
ness, brown, with unmoving whiskers. Only its side palpitated
slightly with lile.

Darkness camc; my [ather set ofl to work. The rabbit was still
unmoving. Dumb despair was coming over the sisters, a threat of
tears before bedtime. Clouds of my mother’s anger gathered as she
muttered against my father's wantonness.

Once more the rabbit was wrapped in the old pitsinglet. But
now it was carried into the scullery and put under the copper fire-
place, that it might imagine itself inside a burrow. The saucers werc
placed about, four or five, here and there on the floor, so that if the
little creature should chance to hop abroad, it could not fail to
come upon some food. After this my mother was allowed to take
from the scullery what she wanted and then she was forbidden to
open the door.

When morning came and it was light, I went downstairs. Open-
ing the scullery door, I heard a slight scuffle. Then I saw dabbles of
milk all over the floor and tiny rabbit-droppings in the saucers. And
there the miscreant, the tips of his cars showing bchind a pair of
boots. 1 peeped at him. He sat bright-eyed and askance, twitching
his nose and looking at me while not looking at me.

she cried af-
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He was alive—very much alive. But still we were afraid to tres-
pass much on his confidence.

“Father!” My father was arrested at the door. “Father, the rab-
bit's alive.”

“Back your life it is,” said my father.

“Mind how you go in.”

By evening, however, the little creature was tame, quite tame.
He was christened Adolf. We were enchanted by him. We couldn’t
really love him, because he was wild and loveless to the end. But he
was an unmixed delight.

We decided he was too small to live in a hutch—he must live at
large in the house. My mother protested, but in vain. He was so
tiny. So we had him upstairs, and he dropped his tiny pills on the
bed and we were enchanted.

Adolf made himself instantly at home. He had the run of the
house, and was perfectly happy, with his tunnels and his holes be-
hind the furniture.

We loved him to take meals with us. He would sit on the table
humping his back, sipping his milk, shaking his whiskers and his
tender ears, hopping off and hobbling back to his saucer, with an
air of supreme unconcern. Suddenly he was alert. He hobbled a
few tiny paces, and reared himself up inquisitively at the sugar
basin. He fluttered his tiny fore-paws, and then reached and laid
them on the edge of the basin, whilst he craned his thin neck and
peeped in. He trembled his whiskers at the sugar, then did his best
to lift down a lump.

“Do you think I will have it! Animals in the sugar pot!” cried
my mother, with a rap of her hand on the table.

Which so delighted the electric Adolf that he flung his hind-
quarters and knocked over a cup.

“It's your own fault, mother. If you left him alone—-"

He continued to take tea with us. He rather liked warm tea. And
he loved sugar. Having nibbled a lump, he would turn to the but-
ter. There he was shooed off by our parent. He soon learned to
treat her shooing with indifference. Still, she hated him to put
his nose in the food. And he loved to do it. And one day between
them they overturned the cream-jug. Adolf deluged his little chest,
bounced back in terror, was seized by his little ears by my mother
and bounced down on the hearth-rug. There he shivered in mo-
mentary discomfort, and suddenly set off in a wild flight to the
parlour. -
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This last was his happy hunting ground. He had cultivated the
bad habit of pensively nibbling certain bits of cloth in the hearth-
rug. When chased from this pasture he would retreat under the
sofa. There he would twinkle in Buddhist meditation until sud-
denly, no one knew why, he would go off like an alarm clock. With
a sudden bumping scuffie he would whirl out of the room, going
through the doorway with his little c¢ars {lying. Then we would hear
his thunderbolt hurtling in the parlour, but before we could fol-
low, the wild streak of Adolf would flash past us, on an electric
wind that swept him round the scullery and carried him back, a
little mad thing, flying possessed like a ball round the parlour.
After which ebullition he would sit in a corner composed and dis-
tant, twitching his whiskers in abstract meditation. And it was in
vain we questioned him about his outbursts. He just went off like
a gun, and was as calm after it as a gun that smokes placidly.

Alas, he grew up rapidly. It was almost impossible to kcep him
from the outer door.

One day, as we were playing by the stile, I saw his brown shadow
loiter across the road and pass into the ficld that faced the houses.
Instantly a cry of “Adolf!”—a cry he knew full well. And instantly
a wind swept him away down the sloping meadow, his tail twin-
kling and zigzagging through the grass. After him we pelted. It was a
strange sight to sce him, ears back, his little loins so powerful, fing-
ing the world behind him. We ran ourselves out of breath, but
could not catch him. Then somebody headed him off, and he sat
with sudden unconcern, twitching his nose under a bunch ol nettles.

His wanderings cost him a shock. One Sunday morning mny [ather
had just been quarrelling with a pedlar, and we were hearing the
aftermath indoors, when there came a sudden uncarthly scream
from the yard. We flew out. There sat Adolf cowering under a
bench, whilst a great black and white cat glowered intently at him,
a few yards away. Sight not to be forgotten. Adolf rolling back his
eyes and parting his strange muzzle in another scream, the cat
stretching forward in a slow elongation.

Ha, how we hated that cat! How we pursued him over the chapel
wall and across the neighbours’ gardens.

Adolf was still only half grown.

“Cats!” said my mother. “Hideous detestable animals, why do
people harbour them?”

But Adolf was becoming too much for her. He dropped too many
pills. And suddenly to hear him clumping downstairs when she was
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alone in the house was startling. And to keep him from the door
was impossible. Cats prowled outside. It was worse than having a
child to look after.

Yet we would not have him shut up. He became more lusty, more
callous than ever. He was a strong kicker, and many a scratch on
face and arms did we owe to him. But he brought his own doom
on himself. The lace curtains in the parlour—my mother was rather
proud of them—fcll on the floor very full. Onc of Adolf’s joys was
to scuffle wildly through them as though through some foamy un-
dergrowth. He had alrcady torn rents in them.

One day he entangled himself altogether. He kicked, he whirled
round in a mad ncbulous inferno. He scrcamed—and brought down
the curtain-rod with a smash, right on the best beloved pelargo-
nium, just as my mother rushed in. She extricated him, but she
never forgave him. And he ncver forgave cither. A heartless wild-
ness had come over him.

Even we understood that he must go. It was decided, after a long
deliberation, that my father should carry him back to the wild-
woods. Once again he was stowed into the great pocket of the pit-
jacket.

“Best pop him i’ th’ pot,” said my father, who enjoyed raising
the wind of indignation.

And so, next day, our father said that Adolf, set down on the
edge of the coppice, had hopped away with utmost indiffercnce,
neither elated nor moved. We hcard it and belicved. But many,
many were the heartsearchings. How would the other rabbits re-
ceive him? Would they smell his tameness, his humanized degrada-
tion, and rend him? My mother pooh-poohed the extravagant idea.

However, he was gone, and we wecre rather relieved. My [ather
kept an eyc open for him. He declared that several times passing the
coppice in the early morning, he had seen Adolf pecping through
the nettle-stalks. He had called him, in an odd, high-voiced, cajoling
fashion. But Adolf had not responded. Wildness gains so soon upon
its creatures. And they become so contemptuous then of our tame
presence. So it secmed to me. I myself would go to the edge of
the coppice, and call soltly. I myself would imagine bright eyes
betwcen the nettle-stalks, flash of a white, scornful tail past the
bracken. That insolent white tail, as Adolf turned his flank on us!
It reminded me always of a certain rude gesture, and a certain un-
printable phrase, which may not even be suggested.

But when naturalists discuss the meaning of the rabbit’s white
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tail, that rude gesture and still ruder phrase always come to my
mind. Naturalists say that the rabbit shows his white tail in order
to guide his young safely after him, as a nursemaid’s flying strings
are the signal to her toddling charges to follow on. How nice and
naive! I only know that my Adolf wasn’t naive. He used to whisk
his flank at me, push his white feather in my eye, and say “Merde!”
It's a rude word—but one which Adolf was always semaphoring at
me, flag-wagging it with all the derision of his narrow haunches.

That’s a rabbit all over—insolence, and the white flag of spiteful
derision. Yes, and he keeps his flag flying to the bitter end, sport-
ing, insolent little devil that he is. See him running for his lifc.
Oh, how his soul is fanned to an ccstasy of fright, a fugitive whirl-
wind of panic. Gone mad, he throws the world behind him, with
astonishing hind legs. He puts back his head and lays his ears on
his sides and rolls the white of his eyes in sheer ecstatic agony of
speed. He knows the awful approach behind him; bullet or stoat.
He knows! He knows, his eyes are turned back almost into his
head. It is agony. But it is also ecstasy. Ecstasy! See the insolent
white flag bobbing. He whirls on the magic wind of terror. All his
pent-up soul rushes into agonized electric emotion of fear. He flings
himself on, like a falling star swooping into extinction. White heat
of the agony of fear. And at the same time, bob! bob! bob! goes the
white tail, merde! merde! merde! it says to the pursucr. The rabbit
can't help it. In his utmost extremity he still flings the insult at the
pursuer. He is the inconquerable fugitive, the indomitable meek.
No wonder the stoat becomes vindictive.

And if he escapes, this precious rabbit! Don’t you see him sitting
there, in his earthly nook, a little ball of silence and rabbit tri-
umph? Don’t you see the glint on his black eye? Don’t you see, in
his very immobility, how the whole world is merde to him? No con-
ceit like the conceit of the meek. And if the avenging angel in the
shape of the ghostly ferret steals down on him, there comes a shriek
of terror out of that little hump of self-satisfaction sitting motion-
less in a corner. Falls the fugitive. But even fallen, his white feather
floats. Even in death it seems to say: “I am the meek, I am the
righteous, I am the rabbit. All you rest, you are evil doers, and you
shall be bien emmerdés!”
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Since every family has its black sheep, it almost follows that ev-
ery man must have a sooty uncle. Lucky if he hasn’t two. However,
it is only with my mother's brother that we are concerned. She had
loved him dearly when he was a little blond boy. When he grew
up black, shc was always vowing she would never speak to him again.
Yet when he put in an appcarance, after years ol absence, she in-
variably reccived him in a festive mood, and was even flirty with
him.

He rolled up one day in a dog-cart, when 1 was a small boy. He
was large and bullet-hcaded and blustering, and this time, sporty.
Sometimes he was rather literary, sometimes coloured with busi-
ness. But this time he was in checks, and was sporty. We viewed
him [rom a distance.

The upshot was, would we rear a pup for him. Now my mother
detested animals about the house. She could not bear the mix-up
of human with animal life. Yet she consented to bring up the pup.

My uncle had taken a large, vulgar public-house in a large and
vulgar town. It came to pass that I must fetch the pup. Strange
for mc¢, a member of the Band of Hope, to enter the big, noisy,
smelly plate-glass and mahogany public-house. It was called The
Good Omen. Strange to have my uncle towering over me in the
passage, shouting “Hello, Johnny, what d'yer want?” He didn’t
know me. Strange to think he was my mother’s brother, and that
he had his bouts when he read Browning aloud with emotion and
éclat,

I was given tca in a narrow, uncomfortable sort of living-room,
half kitchen. Curious that such a palatial pub should show such
miserable private accommodations, but so it was. There was I, un-
happy, and glad. to escape with the soft fat pup. It was winter-time,
and I wore a big-flapped black overcoat, half cloak. Under the cloak-
sleeves 1 hid the puppy, who trembled. It was Saturday, and the
train was crowded, and he whimpered under my coat. I sat in
morial fear of being hauled out for travelling without a dog-ticket.
However, we arrived, and my torments were for nothing.

The others were wildly excited over the puppy. He was small and
fat and white, with a brown-and-black head: a fox terrier. My father
said he had a lemon head—some such mysterious technical phrase-
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ology. It wasn’t lemon at all, but coloured like a field bee. And he
had a black spot at the root of his spine.

It was Saturday night—bath-night. He crawled on the hearth-rug
like a fat white teacup, and licked the bare toes that had just been
bathed.

“He ought to be called Spot,” said one. But that was too ordi-
nary. It was a great question, what to call him.

“Call him Rex—the King,” said my mother, looking down on the
fat, animated little teacup, who was chewing my sister’s little toe
and making her squeal with joy and tickles. We took the name
in all seriousness.

“Rex—the Kingl” We thought it was just right. Not for years
did I realize that it was a sarcasm on my mother’s part. She must
have wasted some twenty years or morc of irony on our incurable
naiveté.

It wasn’t a successful name, really. Becausc my father and all the
people in the street failed completely to pronounce the monosyl-
lable Rex. They all said Rax. And it always distressed me. It al-
ways suggested to me seaweed, and rack-and-ruin. Poor Rex!

We loved him dearly. The first night we woke to hear him weep-
ing and whinnying in loncliness at the foot of the stairs. When
it could be borne no more, I slipped down for him, and he slept
under the sheets.

“I won't have that little beast in the beds. Beds are not for dogs,”
declared my mother callously.

“He's as good as we arel” we cried, injured.

“Whether he is or not, he’s not going in the beds.”

I think now, my mother scorned us for our lack of pride. We
were a little infra dig., we children.

The second night, however, Rex wept the same and in the same
way was comforted. The third night we heard our father plod
downstairs, heard several slaps administered to the yelling, dis-
mayed puppy, and heard the amiable, but to us heartless voice say-
ing “Shut it then! Shut thy noisc, 'st hear? Stop in thy basket, stop
there!”

“It’s a shame!” we shouted, in muffled rebellion, from the sheets.

“I'll give you shame, if you don’t hold your noise and go to
sleep,” called our mother from her room. Whereupon we shed angry
tears and went to slecp. But there was a tension.

“Such a houseful of idiots would make me detest the little beast,
even if he was better than he is,” said my mother.
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But as a matter of fact, she did not detest Rexie at all. She only
had to pretend to do so, to balance our adoration. And in truth,
she did not care for close contact with animals. She was too fastidi-
ous. My father, however, would take on a real dog’s voice, talking
to the puppy: a funny, high, sing-song falsetto which he seemed
to produce at the top of his head. *“ 'S a pretty little dog! ’s a pretty
little doggyl—ayl—yesl—he is, yes'l—Wag thy strunt, then! Wag thy
strunt, Rexie!—Ha-hal Nay, tha munna—-" This last as the puppy,
wild with excitement at the strange falsetto voice, licked my fa-
ther’s nostrils and bit my father’s nosc with his sharp little teeth.

*“'E makes blood come,” said my father.

“Serves you right for being so silly with him,” said my mother.
It was odd to see her as she watched the man, my father, crouching
and talking to the little dog and laughing strangely when the little
creature bit his nose and toused his beard. What does a woman
think of her husband at such a moment?

My mother amused herself over the names we called him.

“He's an angel—he’s a little butterfly—Rexie, my sweet!”

“Sweet! A dirty little object!” interpolated my mother. She and
he had a feud from the first. Of course he chewed boots and wor-
ried our stockings and swallowed our garters. The moment we took
off our stockings he would dart away with one, we after him. Then
as he hung, growling, vociferously, at one end of the stocking, we
at the other, we would cry:

“Look at him, mother! He'll make holes in it again.” Whereupon
my mother darted at him and spanked him sharply.

“Let go, sir, you destructive little fiend.”

But he didn’t let go. He began to growl with real rage, and hung
on viciously. Mite as he was, he defied her with a manly fury. He
did not hate her, nor she him. But they had one long battle with
one another.

“I'll teach you, my Jockey! Do you think I'm going to spend my
life darning after your destructive little teeth! I'll show you if I
willl”

But Rexie only growled more viciously. They both became really
angry, whilst we children expostulated earnestly with both. He
would not let her take the stocking from him. ~

“You should tell him properly, mother. He won’t be driven,” we
said.

“I'll drive him further than he bargains for. I'll drive him out
of my sight for ever, that I will,” declared my mother, truly angry.
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He would put her into a real temper, with his tiny, growling de-
fiance.

“He’s sweet! A Rexie, a little Rexie!”

“A filthy little nuisance! Don't think I'll put up with him.”

And to tell the truth, he was dirty at first. How could he be other-
wise, so young! But my mother hated him for it. And perhaps this
was the real start of their hostility. For he lived in the house with
us. He would wrinkle his nose and show his tiny dagger-teeth in
fury when he was thwarted, and his growls of real battle-rage
against my mother rejoiced us as much as they angered her. But at
last she caught him in flagrante. She pounced on him, rubbed his
nose in the mess, and flung him out into the yard. He yelped with
shame and disgust and indignation. I shall never forget the sight
of him as he rolled over, then tried to turm his head away from
the disgust of his own muazzle, shaking his little snout with a sort
of horror, and trying to sneeze it off. My sister gave a yell of de-
spair, and dashed out with a rag and a pan of water, weeping
wildly. She sat in the middle of the yard with the befouled puppy,
and shedding bitter tears she wiped him and washed him clean.
Loudly she reproached my mother. “Look how much bigger you
are than he is. It's a shame, it’s a shame!”

“You ridiculous little lunatic, you've undone all the good it
would do him, with your soft ways. Why is my life made a curse
with animals! Haven't I enough as it is—"

There was a subdued tension afterwards. Rex was a little white
chasm between us and our parent.

He became clean. But then another tragedy loomed. He must be
docked. His floating puppy-tail must be docked short. This time
my father was the enemy. My mother agreed with us that it was
an unnecessary cruelty. But my father was adamant. “The dog’ll
look a fool all his life, if he’s not docked.” And there was no get-
ting away from it. To add to the horror, poor Rex’s tail must be
bitten off. Why bitten? we asked aghast. We were assured that bit-
ing was the only way. A man would take the little tail and just nip
it through with his teeth, at a certain joint. My father lifted his
lips and bared his incisors, to suit the description. We shuddered.
But we were in the hands of fate.

Rex was carried away, and a man called Rowbotham bit off the
superfluity of his tail in the Nag's Head, for a quart of best and
bitter. We lamented our poor diminished puppy, but agreed to find
him more manly and comme il faut. We should always have been
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ashamed of his little whip of a tail, if it had not been shortened.
My father said it had made a man of him.

Perhaps it had. For now his true nature came out. And his true
nature, like so much else, was dual. First he was a fierce, canine
little beast, a beast of rapine and blood. He longed to hunt, sav-
agely. He lusted to set his teeth in his prey. It was no joke with
him. The old canine Adam stood first in him, the dog with fangs
and glaring eyes. He flew at us when we annoyed him. He flew at
all intruders, particularly the postman. He was almost a peril to
the neighbourhood. But not quite. Because close second in his na-
ture stood that fatal need to love, the besoin d’aimer which at last
makes an end of liberty. He had a terrible, terrible necessity to
love, and this trammelled the native, savage hunting beast which
he was. He was torn between two great impulses: the native impulse
to hunt and kill, and the strange, secondary, supervening impulse
to love and obey. If he had been left to my father and mother, he
would have run wild and got himself shot. As it was, he loved us
children with a herce, joyous love. And we loved him.

When we came home from school we would seec him standing
at the end of the entry, cocking his head wistfully at the open coun-
try in front of him, and meditating whether to be off or not: a
white, inquiring little figure, with green savage freedom in front
of him. A cry from a far distance from one of us, and like a bullet
he hurled himsell down the road, in a mad game. Seeing him com-
ing, my sister invariably turned and fled. shrieking with delighted
terror. And he would leap straight up her back, and bite her and
tear her clothes. But it was only an ecstasy of savage love, and she
knew it. She didn’t care if he tore her pinafores. But my mother did.

My mother was maddened by him. He was a little demon. At the
least provocation, he flew. You had only to sweep the floor, and he
bristled and sprang at the broom. Nor would he let go. With his
scruff erect and his nostrils snorting rage, he would turn up the
whites of his eyes at my mother, as she wrestled at the other end
of the broom. “Leave go, sir, leave go!” She wrestled and stamped
her foot, and he answered with horrid growls. In the end it was she
who had 10 let go. Then she flew at him, and he flew at her. All the
time we had him, he was within a hair’s-breadth of savagely biting
her. And she knew it. Yet he always kept sufficient self-control.

We children loved his temper. We would drag the bones from
his mouth, and put him into such paroxysms of rage that he would
twist his head right over and lay it on the ground upside-down, be-
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cause he didn’t know what to do with himself, the savage was so
strong in him and he must fly at us. “He'll fly at your throat one
of these days,” said my father. Neither he nor my mother dared
have touched Rex’s bone. It was enough to sce him bristle and roll
the whites of his eyes when they came near. How near he must have
been to driving his teeth right into us, cannot be told. He was a
horrid sight snarling and crouching at us. But we only laughed and
rcbuked him. And he would whimper in the sheer torment of his
need to attack us.

Hc never did hurt us. He never hurt anybody, though the neigh-
bourhood was terrified of him. But he took to hunting. To my
mother’s disgust, he would bring large dead bleeding rats and lay
them on the hearth-rug, and she had to take them up on a shovel.
For he would not remove them. Occasionally he brought a mangled
rabbit, and somectimes, alas, fragmentary poultry. We wcre in terror
of prosecution. Once he came home bloody and feathery and rather
sheepish-looking. We cleaned him and questioned him and abused
him. Next day we heard of six dead ducks. Thank heaven no one
had seen him.

But he was disobedient. II he saw a hen he was off, and calling
would not bring him back. He was worst of all with my father,
who would take him walks on Sunday morning. My mother would
not walk a yard with him. Once, walking with my father, he rushed
off at some sheep in a field. My father yclled in vain. The dog was
at the sheep, and meant business. My father crawled through the
hedge, and was upon him in timc. And now the man was in a
paroxysm of rage. He dragged the little beast into the road and
thrashed him with a walking stick.

“Do you know you're thrashing that dog unmercifully?” said a
passerby.

“Ay, an’ mean to,” shouted my father.

The curious thing was that Rex did not respect my father any
the more, for the beatings he had from him. He took much more
heed of us children, always.

But he let us down also. One fatal Saturday he disappeared. We
hunted and called, but no Rex. We were bathed, and it was bed-
time, but we would not go to bed. Instead we sat in a row in our
nightdresses on the sofa, and wept without stopping. This drove
our mother mad.

“Am I going to put up with it? Am I? And all for that hateful
little beast of a dog! He shall go! If he’s not gone now, he shall go.”
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Our father came in late, looking rather queer, with his hat over
his eye. But in his staccato tippled fashion he tried to be consoling.
“Never mind, my duckie, I s’ll look for him in the morning.”

sunday came—oh, such a Sunday. We cried, and didn’t eat. We
scoured the land, and for the first time realized how empty and
wide the earth is, when you're looking for something. My father
walked for many miles—all in vain. Sunday dinner, with rhubarb
pudding, I remember, and an atmosphere of abject misery that was
unbearable.

“Never,” said my mother, “never shall an animal set foot in this
house again, while I live. I knew what it would be! I knew.”

The day wore on, and it was the black gloom of bed-time, when
we heard a scratch and an impudent little whine at the door. In
trotted Rex, mud-black, disreputable, and impudent. His air of off-
hand “How d'ye do!” was indescribable. He trotted around with
suffisance, wagging his tail as if to say, “Yes, I've come back. But 1
didn’t need to. I can carry on remarkably well by myself.” Then
he walked to his water, and drank noisily and ostentatiously. It was
rather a slap in the eye for us.

He disappeared once or twice in this fashion. We never knew
where he went. And we began to feel that his heart was not so
golden as we had imagined it.

But one fatal day reappeared my uncle and the dog-cart. He
whistled to Rex, and Rex trotted up. But when he wanted to ex-
amine the lusty, sturdy dog, Rex became suddenly still, then sprang
free. Quite jauntily he trotted round—but out of reach of my uncle.
He leaped up, licking our faces, and trying to make us play.

“Why, what ha’ you done wi’ the dog—you’ve made a fool of him.
He's softer than grease. You've ruined him. You've made a damned
fool of him,” shouted my uncle.

Rex was captured and hauled off to the dog-cart and tied to the
seat. He was in a frenzy. He yelped and shrieked and struggled, and
was hit on the head, hard, with the butt-end of my uncle’s whip,
which only made him struggle more [rantically. So we saw him
driven away, our beloved Rex, frantically, madly fighting to get
to us from the high dog-cart, and being knocked down, whilst we
stood in the street in mute despair.

After which, black tears, and a little wound which is still alive
in our hearts.

I saw Rex only once again, when I had to call just once at The
Good Omen. He must have heard my voice, for he was upon me in
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the passage before I knew where I was. And in the instant 1 knew
how he loved us. He really loved us. And in the same instant therc
was my uncle with a whip, beating and kicking him back, and Rex
cowering, bristling, snarling.

My uncle swore many oaths, how we had ruined the dog for
ever, made him vicious, spoiled him for showing purposes, and
been altogether a pack of mard-soft fools not fit to be trusted with
any dog but a gutter-mongrel.

Poor Rex! We heard his temper was incurably vicious, and he
had to be shot.

And it was our fault. We had loved him too much, and he had
loved us too much. We never had another pet.

It is a strange thing, love. Nothing but love has made the dog
losc his wild freedom, to become the servant of man. And this very
servility or completeness of love makes him a term of decpest con-
tempt—"You dog!”

We should not have loved Rex so much, and he should not have
loved us. There should have been a measure. We tended, all of us,
to overstep the limits of our own natures. He should have stayed
outside human limits, we should have stayed outside canine limits.
Nothing is more fatal than the disaster of too much love. My uncle
was right, we had ruined the dog.

My uncle was a fool, for all that.
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At the beginning of the Christian era, voices were hcard off the
coasts of Greece, out to sea, on the Mediterranean, wailing: “Pan
is dead! Great Pan is dead!”

The father of fauns and nymphs, satyrs and dryads and naiads
was dead, with only the voices in the air to lament him. Humanity
hardly noticed.

But who was he, really? Down the long lanes and overgrown rid-
ings of history we catch odd glimpses of a lurking rustic god with
a goat’s whitc lightning in his eyes. A sort of fugitive, hidden among
leaves, and laughing with the uncanny derision of one who feels
himself defeated by something lesser than himself.

An outlaw, even in the early days of the gods. A sort of Ishmael
among the bushes.

Yet always his lingering title: The Great God Pan. As if he was,
or had been, the greatcst.

Lurking among the leafy recesses, hc was almost more demon
than god. To be feared, not loved or approached. A man who
should see Pan by daylight fell dead, as if blasted by lightning.

Yet you might dimly see him in the night, a dark body within
the darkness. And then, it was a vision filling the limbs and the
trunk of a man with power, as with new, strong-mounting sap. The
Pan-power! You went on your way in the darkness secretly and
subtly clated with blind energy, and you could cast a spell, by
your mere presence, on women and on men. But particularly on
women.

In the woods and the remote places ran the children of Pan, all
the nymphs and fauns of the forest and the spring and the river
and the rocks. These, too, it was dangerous to see by day. The man
who looked up to see the white arms of a nymph flash as she darted
behind the thick wild laurels away from him followed helplessly.
He was a nympholept. Fascinated by the swift limbs and the wild,
fresh sides of the nymph, he followed for ever, for ever, in the end-
less monotony of his desire. Unless came some wise being who could
absolve him from the spell.

But the nymphs, running among the trees and curling to sleep

under the bushes, made the myrtles blossom more gaily, and the
22
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spring bubble up with greater urge, and the birds splash with a
strength of life. And the lithe flanks of the faun gave life to the oak-
groves, the vast trees hummed with energy. And the wheat sprouted
like green rain returning out of the ground, in the little fields, and
the vine hung its black drops in abundance, urging a secret.

Gradually men moved into cities. And they loved the display
of pecople better than the display of a tree. They liked the glory
they got of overpowering one another in war. And, above all, they
loved the vainglory of their own words, the pomp of argument and
the vanity of ideas.

So Pan became old and grey-bearded and goat-legged, and his
passion was degraded with the lust of senility. His power to blast
and to brighten dwindled. His nymphs became coarse and vulgar.

Till at last the old Pan died, and was turned into the devil of
the Christians. The old god Pan became the Christian devil, with
the cloven hoofs and the horns, the tail, and the laugh ol derision.
Old Nick, the Old Gentleman who is responsible for all our wicked-
nesscs, but cspecially our sensual excesses—this is all that is left of
the Great God Pan.

It is strange. It is a most strange ending for a god with such a
name. Pan! All! That which is everything has goat’s feet and a
tail! With a black face!

This really is curious.

Yet this was all that remained of Pan, except that he acquired
brimstone and hell-fire, for many, many centuries. The nymphs
turned into the nasty-smelling witches of a Walpurgis night, and
the fauns that danced became sorcerers riding the air, or fairies no
bigger than your thumb.

But Pan keeps on being reborn, in all kinds of strange shapes.
There he was, at the Renaissance. And in the eighteenth century
he had quite a vogue. He gave rise to an “ism,” and there were many
pantheists, Wordsworth one of the first. They worshipped Nature
in her sweet-and-pure aspect, her Lucy Gray aspect.

“Oft have I heard of Lucy Gray,” the school-child began to re-
cite, on examination-day.

“So have I,” interrupted the bored inspector.

Lucy Gray, alas, was the form that William Wordsworth thought
fit to give to the Great God Pan.

And then he crossed over to the young United States: I mean
Pan did. Suddenly he gets a new name. He becomes the Oversoul,
the Allness of everything. To this new Lucifer Gray of a Pan Whit-
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man sings the famous Song of Myself: “I am All, and All is Me.”
That is: “I am Pan, and Pan is me.”

The old goat-legged gentleman from Greece thoughtfully strokes
his beard, and answers: “All A is B, but all B is not A.” Aristotle
did not live for nothing. All Walt is Pan, but all Pan is not Walt.

This, even to Whitman, is incontrovertible. So the new American
pantheism collapses.

Then the poets dress up a few fauns and nymphs, to let them run
riskily—oh, would there were any riskl—in their private “grounds.”
But, alas, these tame guinea-pigs soon became boring. Change the
game.

We still prefend to believe that there is One mysterious Something-
or-other back of Everything, ordaining all things for the ultimate
good of humanity. It wasn’t back of the Germans in 1914, of course,
and whether it’s back of the bolshevist is still a grave question. But
still, it’s back of us, so that’s all right.

Alas, poor Panl! Is this what you've come to? Legless, hornless, face-
less, even smileless, you are less than everything or anything, except
a lie.

And yet here, in America, the oldest of all, old Pan is still alive.
When Pan was greatest, he was not even Pan. He was nameless and
unconccived, mentally. Just as a small baby new from the womb
may say Mama! Dada! whereas in the womb it said nothing; so hu-
manity, in the womb of Pan, said nought. But when humanity was
born into a separate idea of itself, it said Pan.

In the days before man got too much separated off from the uni-
verse, he was Pan, along with all the rest.

As a tree still is. A strong-willed, powerful thing-in-itself, reach-
ing up and reaching down. With a powerful will of its own it
thrusts green hands and huge limbs at the light above, and sends
huge legs and gripping toes down, down between the earth and
rocks, to the earth’s middle.

Here, on this little ranch under the Rocky Mountains, a big
pine tree rises like a guardian spirit in front of the cabin where we
live. Long, long ago the Indians blazed it. And the lightning, or the
storm, has cut off its crest. Yet its column is always there, alive and
changeless, alive and changing. The tree has its own aura of life.
And in winter the snow slips off it, and in June it sprinkles down
its little catkin-like pollen-tips, and it hisses in the wind, and it
makes a silence within a silence. It is a great tree, under which the
house is built. And the tree is still within the allness of Pan. At
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night, when the lamplight shines out of the window, the great trunk
dimly shows, in the near darkness, like an Egyptian column, sup-
porting some powerful mystery in the over-branching darkness. By
day, it is just a tree.

It is just a tree. The chipmunks skelter a little way up it, the
little black-and-white birds, tree-creepers, walk quick as mice on its
rough perpendicular, tapping; the bluejays throng on its branches,
high up, at dawn, and in the afternoon you hear the faintest rustle
of many little wild doves alighting in its upper remoteness. It is a
tree, which is still Pan.

And we live beneath it, without noticing. Yet sometimes, when
one suddenly looks far up and sees those wild doves there, or when
one glances quickly at the inhuman-human hammering of a wood-
pecker, one realizes that the tree is asserting itself as much as I am.
It gives out life, as I give out life. Our two lives meet and cross one
another, unknowingly: the tree’s life penetrates my life, and my
life the tree’s. We cannot live near one another, as we do, without
affecting one another.

The tree gathers up earth-power from the dark bowels of the
earth, and a roaming sky-glitter from above. And all unto itself,
which is a tree, woody, enormous, slow but unyielding with life,
bristling with acquisitive energy, obscurely radiating some of its
great strength.

It vibrates its presence into my soul, and I am with Pan. I think
no man could live near a pine tree and remain quite suave and
supple and compliant. Something fierce and bristling is communi-
cated. The piny sweetness is rousing and defiant, like turpentine,
the noise of the needles is keen with zons of sharpness. In the vol-
leys of wind from the western desert, the tree hisses and resists. It
does not lean eastward at all. It resists with a vast force of resistance,
from within itself, and its column is a ribbed, magnificent assertion.

I have become conscious of the tree, and of its interpenetration
into my life. Long ago, the Indians must have been even more
acutely conscious of it, when they blazed it to leave their mark
on it.

I am conscious that it helps to change me, vitally. I am even con-
scious that shivers of energy cross my living plasm, from the tree,
and I become a degree more like unto the tree, more bristling and
turpentiney, in Pan. And the tree gets a certain shade and alertness
of my life, within itself.

Of course, if I like to cut myself off, and say it is all bunk, a tree
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is merely so much lumber not yet sawn, then in a great measure I
shall be cut off. So much depends on one’s attitude. One can shut
many, many doors of receptivity in oneself; or one can open many
doors that are shut.

I prefer to open my doors to the coming of the tree. Its raw
earth-power and its raw sky-power, its resinous erectness and resist-
ance, its sharpness of hissing needles and relentlessness of roots, all
that goes to the primitive savageness of a pine tree, goes also to the
strength of man.

Give me of your power, then, oh tree! And I will give you of
mine.

And this is what men must have said, more naively, less sophisti-
catedly, in the days when all was Pan. It is what, in a way, the
aboriginal Indians still say, and still mean, intensely: especially
when they dance the sacred dance, with the tree; or with the spruce
twigs tied above their elbows.

Give me your power, oh tree. to help me in my life. And I will
give you my power: even symbolized in a rag torn from my clothing.

This is the oldest Pan.

Or again, I say: “Oh you, you big tree, standing so strong and
swallowing juice from the earth’s inner body, warmth from the
sky, beware of me. Beware of me, because I am strongest. I am go-
ing to cut you down and take your life and make you into beams
for my house, and into a fire. Prepare to deliver up your life to me.”

Is this any less true than when the lumberman glances at a pine
tree, sees il it will cut good lumber, dabs a mark or a number upon
it, and goces his way absolutely without further thought or feeling?
Is he truer to life? Is it truer to life to insulate oneself entirely from
the influence of the tree’s life, and to walk about in an inanimate
forest of standing lumber, marketable in St. Louis, Mo.? Or is it
truer to life to know, with a pantheistic sensuality, that the tree has
its own lile, its own assertive existence, its own living relatedness to
me: that my life is added to, or militated against, by the tree’s life?

Which is really truer?

Which is truer, to live among the living, or to run on wheels?

And who can sit with the Indians around a big camp-fire of logs,
in the mountains at night, when a man rises and turns his breast
and his curiously-smiling bronze face away from the blaze, and
stands voluptuously warming his thighs and buttocks and loins,
his back to the fire, faintly smiling the inscrutable Pan-smile into
the dark trees surrounding, without hearing him say, in the Pan-
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voice: “Ahal Treel Ahal Treel Who has triumphed now? I drank
the heat of your blood into my face and breast, and now I am
drinking it into my loins and buttocks and legs, oh trce!l I am drink-
ing your heat right through me, oh tree! Fire is life, and I take your
life for mine. I am drinking it up, oh trec, even into my buttocks.
Aha! Treel I am warm! I am strong! I am happy, tree, in this cold
night in the mountains!”

And the old man, glancing up and seeing the flames flapping in
flamy rags at thc dark smoke, in the upper fire-hurry towards the
stars and the dark spaces between the stars, sits stonily and inscru-
tably: yet one knows that he is saying: “Go back, oh firel Go back
like honey! Go back, honey of lilc, to where you came from, before
you were hidden in the tree. The trces climb into the sky and steal
the honcy of the sun, like bears stealing from a hollow tree-trunk.
But when the trec falls and is put on to the fire, the honey flames
and goes straight back to where it came from. And the smell of
burning pinc is as the smell of honcey.”

So the old man says, with his lightless Indian eyes. But he is care-
ful never to utter one word ol the mystery. Speech is the death of
-Pan, who can but laugh and sound the recd-flute.

Is it better, I ask you, to cross the room and turn on the heat
at the radiator, glancing at the thermometer and saying: “We're
just a bit below the level, in here”? Then to go back to the news-
papert

What can a man do with his life but live it? And what does life
consist in, save a vivid relatedness between the man and the living
universe that surrounds him? Yet man insulates himsclf more and
more into mechanism, and repudiates everything but the machine
and the contrivance of which he himself is master, god in the ma-
chine.

Morning comes, and white ash lies in the fire-hollow, and the
old man looks at it broodingly.

“Thec fire is gone,” he says in the Pan silence, that is so full of
unutterable things. “Look! there is no more trce. We drank his
warmth, and he is gone. He is way, way off in the sky, his smoke is
in the blueness, with the swecet smell of a pine-wood fire, and his
yellow flame is in the sun. It is morning, with the ashes of night.
There is no more tree. Tree is gone. But perhaps there is fire among
the ashes. I shall blow it, and it will be alive. There is always fire,
between the tree that goes and the tree that stays. One day I shall

go—
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So they cook their meat, and rise, and go in silence.

There is a big rock towering up above the trees, a cliff. And si-
lently a man glances at it. You hear him say, without speech:

“Oh, you big rock! If a man fall down from you, he dies. Don’t let
me fall down from you. Oh, you big pale rock, you are so still, you
know lots of things. You know a lot. Help me, then, with your still-
ness. I go to find deer. Help me find deer.”

And the man slips aside, and secretly lays a twig, or a pebble,
some little object in a niche of the rock, as a pact between him and
the rock. The rock will give him some of its radiant-cold stillness
and enduring presence, and he makes a symbolic return, of grati-
tude.

Is it foolish? Would it have been better to invent a gun, to shoot
his game from a great distance, so that he need not approach it
with any of that living stealth and preparedness with which one
live thing approaches another? Is it better to have a machine in
one’s hands, and so avoid the life-contact: the trouble! the pains! Is
it better to see the rock as a mere nothing, not worth noticing be-
cause it has no value, and you can’t eat it as you can a deer?

But the old hunter steals on, in the stillness of the eternal Pan,
which is so {ull of soundless sounds. And in his soul he is saying:
“Deer! Oh, you thin-legged deer! I am coming! Where are you, with
your feet like little stones bounding down a hill? I know you. Yes,
I know you. But you don’t know me. You don’t know where I am,
and you don’t know me, anyhow. But 1 know you. I am thinking
of you. I shall get you. I've got to get you. I got to; so it will be.—I
shall get you, and shoot an arrow right in you.”

In this state of abstraction, and subtle, hunter’s communion with
the quarry—a weird psychic connexion between hunter and hunted
~the man creeps into the mountains.

And even a white man who is a born hunter must fall into this
state. Gun or no gun! He projects his deepest, most primitive
hunter’s consciousness abroad, and finds his game, not by accident,
nor even chiefly by looking for signs, but primarily by a psychic
attraction, a sort of telepathy: the hunter’s telepathy. Then when
he finds his quarry, he aims with a pure, spellbound volition. If
there is no flaw in his abstracted huntsman'’s will, he cannot miss.
Arrow or bullet, it flies like a movement of pure will, straight to
the spot. And the deer, once she has let her quivering alertness be
overmastered or stilled by the hunter’s subtle, hypnotic, following
spell, she cannot escape.
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This is Pan, the Pan-mystery, the Pan-power. What can men who
sit at home in their studies, and drink hot milk and have lamb’s-
wool slippers on their feet, and write anthropology, what can they
possibly know about men, the men of Pan?

Among the creatures of Pan there is an eternal struggle for life,
between lives. Man, defenceless, rapacious man, has needed the
qualities of every living thing, at one time or other. The hard, si-
lent abidingness of rock, the surging resistance of a tree, the still
evasion of a puma, the dogged earth-knowledge of the bear, the
light alertness of the deer, the sky-prowling vision of the eagle: turn
by turn man has needed the power of every living thing. Tree,
stone, or hill, river, or little stream, or waterfall, or salmon in the
fall-man can be master and complcte in himself, only by assuming
the living powers of each of them, as the occasion requires.

He used to make himself master by a great effort of will, and
sensitive, intuitive cunning, and immense labour of body.

Then he discovered the “idea.” He found that all things were
related by certain laws. The moment man learned to abstract, he
began to make engines that would do the work of his body. So, in-
stead of concentrating upon his quarry, or upon the living things
which made his universe, he concentrated upon the engines or in-
struments which should intervene between him and the living uni-
versc, and give him mastery.

This was the death of the great Pan. The idea and the engine came
between man and all things, like a death. The old connexion, the
old Allness, was severed, and can never be ideally restored. Great
Pan is dead.

Yet what do we live for, except to live? Man has lived to conquer
the phenomenal universe. To a great extent he has succeeded. With
all the mechanism of the human world, man is to a great extent
master of all life, and of most phenomena.

And what then? Once you have conquered a thing, you have lost
it. Its real relation to you collapses.

A conquered world is no good to man. He sits stupefied with
boredom upon his conquest.

We need the universe to live again, so that we can live with it.
A conquered universe, a dead Pan, leaves us nothing to live with.

You have to abandon the conquest, befor¢ Pan will live again.
You have to live to live, not to conquer. What's the good of con-
quering even the North Pole, if after the conquest you've nothing
left but an inert fact? Better leave it a mystery.
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It was better to be a hunter in the woods of Pan, than it is to be
a clerk in a city store. The hunter hungered, laboured, suffered tor-
tures of fatigue. But at least he lived in a ceaseless living relation to
his surrounding universe.

At evening, when the deer was killed, he went home to the tents,
and threw down the deer-meat on the swept place before the tent
of his women. And the women came out to greet him softly, with a
sort of reverence, as he stood before the meat, the life-stuff. He came
back spent, yet full of power, bringing the life-stuff. And the chil-
dren looked with black eyes at the meat, and at that wonder-being,
the man, the bringer of meat.

Perhaps the children of the store-clerk look at their father with a
tiny bit of the same mystery. And perhaps the clerk feels a frag-
ment of the old glorification, when he hands his wife the paper
dollars.

But about the tents the women move silently. Then when the
cooking-fire dies low, the man crouches in silence and toasts meat
on a stick, while the dogs lurk round like shadows and the children
watch avidly. The man eats as the sun goes down. And as the glitter
departs, he says: “Lo, the sun is going, and I stay. All goes, but still
I stay. Power of deer-meat is in my belly, power of sun is in my
body. I am tired, but it is with power. There the small moon gives
her first sharp sign. Sol Sol I watch her. I will give her something;
she is very sharp and bright, and I do not know her power. Lol I
will give the woman something for this moon, which troubles me
above the sunset, and has power. Lol how very curved and sharp
she is! Lol how she troubles me!”

Thus, always aware, always watchful, subtly poising himself in
the world of Pan, among the powers of the living universe, he sus-
tains his life and is sustained. There is no boredom, because every-
thing is alive and active, and danger is inherent in all movement.
The contact between all things is keen and wary: for wariness is
also a sort of reverence, or respect. And nothing, in the world of
Pan, may be taken for granted.

So when the fire is extinguished, and the moon sinks, the man
says to the woman: “Oh, woman, be very soft, be very soft and deep
towards me, with the deep silence. Oh, woman, do not speak and
stir and wound me with the sharp horns of yourself. Let me come
into the deep, soft places, the dark, soft places deep as between the
stars. Oh, let me lose there the weariness of the day: let me comc
in the power of the night. Oh, do not speak to me, nor break thc
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deep night of my silence and my power. Be softer than dust, and
darker than any flower. Oh, woman, wonderful is the craft of your
softness, the distance of your dark depths. Oh, open silently the
deep that has no end, and do not turn the horns of the moon against
me.”

This is the might of Pan, and the power of Pan.

And still, in America, among the Indians, the oldest Pan is alive.
But here, also, dying fast.

It is useless to glorify the savage. For he will kill Pan with his
own hands, for the sake of a motor-car. And a bored savage, for
whom Pan is dead, is the stupefied image of all boredom.

And we cannot return to the primitive life, to live in tepees and
hunt with bows and arrows.

Yet live we must. And once life has been conquered, it is pretty
difficult to live. What are we going to do, with a conquered uni-
verse? The Pan relationship, which the world of man once had with
all the world, was better than anything man has now. The savage,
today, if you give him the chance, will become more mechanical
and unliving than any civilized man. But civilized man, having
conquered the universe, may as well leave off bossing it. Because,
when all is said and done, life itself consists in a live relatedness
between man and his universe: sun, moon, stars, earth, trees, flow-
ers, birds, animals, men, everything—and not in a ‘“conquest” of
anything by anything. Even the conquest of the air makes the world
smaller, tighter, and more airless.

And whether we are a store-clerk or a bus-conductor, we can still
choose between the living universe of Pan, and the mechanical con-
quered universe of modern humanity. The machine has no win-
dows. But even the most mechanized human being has only got his
windows nailed up, or bricked in.



MAN IS A HUNTER

It is a very nice law which forbids shooting in England on Sun-
days. Here in Italy, on the contrary, you would think there was a
law ordering cvery Italian to let off a gun as often as possible. Be-
fore the eyelids of dawn have come apart, long before the bells of
the tiny church jangle to announce daybreak, there is a sputter and
crackle as of irritating fireworks, scattering from the olive gardens
and from the woods. You sigh in your bed. The Holy Day has
started: the huntsmen are abroad; they will keep at it till heaven
sends the night, and the little birds are no more.

The very word cacciatore, which mcans hunter, stirs one’s bile.
Oh, Nimrod, oh, Bahram, put by your arrows:

And Bahram, the great hunter: the wild ass
Stamps o’er his bed, and cannot wake his sleep.

Here, an infinite number of tame asses shoot over my head, if I
happen to walk in the wood to look at the arbutus berries, and
they never fail to rouse my ire, no matter how fast asleep it may
have been.

Man is a hunter! L’'uomo ¢ cacciatore: the Italians are rather fond
of saying it. It sounds so virile. One sees Nimrod surging through
the underbrush, with his spear, in the wake of a bleeding lion. And
if it is a question of a man who has got a girl into trouble: “L’uomo
€ cacciatore”—"man is a hunter”—what can you expect? It behoves
the “game” to look out for itself. Man is a hunter!

There used to be a vulgar song: “If the Missis wants to go for a
row, let ‘er go.” Here it should be: “If the master wants to run,
with a gun, let him run.” For the pine-wood is full of them, as a
dog’s back with fleas in summer. They crouch, they lurk, they stand
erect, motionless as virile statues, with gun on the alert. Then bang!
they have shot something, with an astonishing amount of noise.
And then they run, with fierce and predatory strides, to the spot.

There is nothing there! Nothing! The game! La caccia!—where
is it? If they had been shooting at the ghost of Hamlet’s father,
there could not be a blanker and more spooky emptiness. One ex-
pects to see a wounded elephant lying on its side, writhing its
trunk; at the very least, a wild boar ploughing the earth in his
death-agony. But no! There is nothing, just nothing at all. Man,
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being a hunter, is, fortunately for the rest of creation, a very bad
shot.

Nimrod, in velveteen corduroys, bandolier, cartridges, game-bag
over his shoulder and gun in his hand, stands with feet apart virilis-
simo, on the spot where the wild boar should be, and gazes down-
wards at some imaginary point in underworld space. Sol Man is a
hunter. He casts a furtive glance around, under the arbutus bush,
and a tail of his eye in my direction, knowing I am looking on in
raillery. Then he hitches his game-bag more determinedly over his
shoulder, grips his gun, and strides off uphill, large strides, virile
as Hector. Perhaps even he is a Hector, Italianized into Ettore. Any-
how, he’s going to be the death of something or somebody, if only
he can shoot straight.

A Tuscan pine-wood is by no means a jungle. The trees are
umbrella-pines, with the umbrellas open, and bare handles. They
are rather parsimoniously scattered. The undergrowth, moreover,
is allowed to grow only for a couple of years or so; then it is most
assiduously reaped, gleaned, gathcred, cleaned up clean as a lawn,
for cooking Nimrod's macaroni. So that, in a pineta, you have a
piny roof over your head, and for the rest a pretty clear run for
your money. So where can the game lurk? There is hardly cover
for a bumble-bee. Where can the game be that is worth all this
powder? The lions and wolves and boars that must prowl perilously
round all these Nimrods?

You will never know. Or not until you are going home, between
the olive-trees. The hunters have been burning powder in the open,
as well as in the wood: a proper fusillade. Then, on the path be-
tween the olives, you may pick up a warm, dead bullfinch, with a
bit of blood on it. The little grey bird lies on its side, with its frail
feet closed, and its red breast rufled. Nimrod, having hit for once,
has failed to find his quarry.

So you will know better when the servant comes excitedly and
asks: “Signore, do you want any game?” Game! Splendid ideal A
couple of partridges? a hare? even a wild rabbit? Why, of course!
So she arrives in triumph with a knotted red handkerchief, and
the not very bulky game inside it. Untie the knots! Ahal—Alasl!
There, in a little heap on the table, three robins, two finches, four
hedge-sparrows, and two starlings, in a fluffy, coloured, feathery
little heap, all the small heads rolling limp. “Take them away,”
you say. “We don’t eat little birds.” “But these,” she says, tipping
up the starlings roughly, “these are big ones.” “Not these, either,
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do we eat.” “No?” she exclaims, in a tone which means: “More fools
you!” And, digusted, disappointed at not having sold the goods,
she departs with the game.

You will know best of all if you go to the market, and see whole
yard-lengths of robins, like coral and onyx necklaces, and strings
of bullfinches, goldfinches, larks, sparrows, nightingales, starlings,
temptingly offered along with strings of sausages, these last looking
like the strings of pearls in the show. If one bought the birds to
wear as ornament, barbaric necklaces, it would be more conceiv-
able. You can get quite a string of different-coloured ones for ten-
pence. But imagine the small mouthful of little bones each of these
tiny carcasses must makel

But, after all, a partridge and a pheasant are only a bit bigger
than a sparrow and a finch. And compared to a flea, a robin is big
game. It is all a question of dimensions. Man is a hunter. “If the
master wants to hunt, don’t you grunt; let him hunt!”



MERCURY

It was Sunday, and very hot. The holiday-makers flocked to the
hill of Mercury, to rise two thousand feet above the steamy haze of
the valleys. For the summer had been very wet, and the sudden
heat covered the land in hot steam.

Every time it made the ascent, the funicular was crowded. It
hauled itself up the steep incline, that towards the top looked
almost perpendicular, the steel thread of the rails in the gulf of
pine-trees hanging like an iron rope against a wall. The women
held their breath, and didn’t look. Or they looked back towards the
sinking levels of the river, steamed and dim, far-stretching over the
frontier.

When you arrived at the top, there was nothing to do. The hill
was a pine-covered cone; paths wound between the high tree-trunks,
and you could walk round and see the glimpses of the world all
round, all round: the dim, far river-plain, with a dull glint of the
great stream, to westwards; southwards the black, forest-covered,
agile-looking hills, with emerald-green clearings and a white house
or two; east, the inner valley, with two villages, factory chimneys,
pointed churches, and hills beyond; and north, the steep hills of
forest, with reddish crags and reddish castle ruins. The hot sun
burned overhead, and all was in steam.

Only on the very summit of the hill there was a tower, an out-
look tower; a long restaurant with its beer-garden, all the little yel-
low tables standing their round disks under the horse-chestnut trees;
then a bit of a rock-garden on the slope. But the great trees began
again in wilderness a few yards off.

The Sunday crowd came up in waves from the funicular. In waves
they ebbed through the beer-garden. But not many sat down to
drink. Nobody was spending any money. Some paid to go up the
outlook tower, to look down on a world of vapours and black, agile-
crouching hills, and half-cooked towns. Then everybody dispersed
along the paths, to sit among the trees in the cool air.

There was not a breath of wind. Lying and looking upwards at
the shaggy, barbaric middle-world of the pine-trees, it was difficult
to decide whether the pure high trunks supported the upper thicket
of darkness, or whether they descended from it like great cords
stretched downwards. Anyhow, in between the treetop world and
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the earth-world went the wonderful clean cords of innumerable
proud tree-trunks, clear as rain. And as you watched, you saw that
the upper world was faintly moving, faintly, most faintly swaying,
with a circular movement, though the lower trunks were utterly
motionless and monolithic.

There was nothing to do. In all the world, there was nothing to
do, and nothing to be done. Why have we all come to the top of
the Merkur? There is nothing for us to do.

‘What matter? We have come a stride beyond the world. Let it
steam and cook its half-baked reality below there. On the hill of
Mercury we take no notice. Even we do not trouble to wander and
pick the fat, blue, sourish bilberries. Just lie and see the rain-pure
tree-trunks like chords of music between two worlds.

The hours pass by: people wander and disappear and reappear.
All is hot and quiet. Humanity is rarely boisterous any more. You
go for a drink: finches run among the few people at the tables: ev-
erybody glances at everybody, but with remoteness.

There is nothing to do but to return and lie down under the pine
trees. Nothing to do. But why do anything, anyhow? The desire to
do anything has gone. The tree-trunks, living like rain, they are
quite active enough.

At the foot of the obsolete tower there is an old tablet-stone with
a very much battered Mercury, in relief. There is also an altar, or
votive stone, both from the Roman times. The Romans are sup-
posed to have worshipped Mercury on the summit. The battered
god, with his round sun-head, looks very hollow-eyed and unim-
pressive in the purplish-red sandstone of the district. And no one
any more will throw grains of offering in the hollow of the votive
stone: also common, purplish-red sandstone, very local and un-
Roman.

The Sunday people do not even look. Why should they? They
keep passing on into the pine-trees. And many sit on the benches;
many lie upon the long chairs. It is very hot, in the afternoon, and
very still.

Till there seems a faint whistling in the tops of the pine-trees,
and out of the universal semi-consciousness of the afternoon arouses
a bristling uneasiness. The crowd is astir, looking at the sky. And
sure enough, there is a great flat blackness reared up in the western
sky, curled with white wisps and loose breast-feathers. It looks very
sinister, as only the elements still can look. Under the sudden weird
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whistling of the upper pine trees, there is a subdued babble and call-
ing of frightened voices.

They want to get down; the crowd want to get down off the hill
of Mercury, before the storm comes. At any price to get off the hilll
They stream towards the funicular, while the sky blackens with in-
credible rapidity. And as the crowd presses down towards the little
station, the first blaze of lightning opens out, followed immediately
by a crash of thunder, and great darkness. In one strange movement,
the crowd takes refuge in the deep veranda of the restaurant, press-
ing among the little tables in silence. There is no rain, and no deh-
nite wind, only a sudden coldness which makes the crowd press
closer.

They press closer, in the darkness and the suspense. They have
become curiously unihed, the crowd, as if they had fused into one
body. As the air sends a chill waft under the veranda the voices
murmur plaintively, like birds under leaves, the bodies press closer
together, seeking shelter in contact.

The gloom, dark as night, seems to continue a long time. Then
suddenly the lightning dances white on the floor, dances and shakes
upon the ground, up and down, and lights up the white striding of
a man, lights him up only to the hips, white and naked and strid-
ing, with fire on his heels. He seems to be hurrying, this fiery man
whose upper half is invisible, and at his naked heels white little
flames seem to flutter. His flat, powerful thighs, his legs white as fire
stride rapidly across the open, in front of the veranda, dragging
little white flames at the ankles, with the movement. He is going
somewhere, swiftly.

In the great bang of the thunder the apparition disappears. The
earth moves, and the house jumps in complete darkness. A faint
whimpering of terror comes from the crowd, as the cold air swirls
in. But still, upon the darkness, there is no rain. There is no relief:
a long wait.

Brilliant and blinding, the lightning falls again; a strange bruis-
ing thud comes from the forest, as all the little tables and the secret
tree-trunks stand for one unnatural second exposed. Then the blow
of the thunder, under which the house and the crowd reel as under
an explosion. The storm is playing directly upon the Merkur. A
belated sound of tearing branches comes out of the forest.

And again the white splash of the lightning on the ground: but
nothing moves. And again the long, rattling, instantaneous volley-
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ing of the thunder, in the darkness. The crowd is panting with fear,
as the lightning again strikes white, and something again seems to
burst, in the forest, as the thunder crashes.

_ At last, into the motionlessness of the storm, in rushes the wind,
with the fiery flying of bits of ice, and the sudden sca-like roaring
of the pine trees. The crowd winces and draws back, as the bits of
ice hit in the face like fire. The roar of the trees is so great, it be-
comes like another silence. And through it is heard the crashing and
splintering of timber, as the hurricane concentrates upon the hill.

Down comes the hail, in a roar that covers cvery other sound,
threshing ponderously upon the ground and the roofs and the trees.
And as the crowd surges irresistibly into the interior of the build-
ing, from the crushing of this ice-fall, still amid the sombre hoarse-
ness sounds the tinkle and crackle of things breaking.

After an cternity of drcad, it ends suddenly. Outside is a faint
gleam of ycllow light, over the snow and the endless debris of twigs
and things broken. It is very cold, with the atmosphere of ice and
deep winter. The forest looks wan, above the white earth, where
the ice-balls lie in their myriads, six inches deep, littered with all
the twigs and things they have broken.

“Yes! Yes!” say the men, taking sudden courage as the yellow
light comes into the air. “Now we can go!”

The first brave ones cmerge, picking up the big hailstones, point-
ing to the overthrown tables. Some, however, do not linger. They
hurry to the funicular station, to see if the apparatus is still working.

The funicular station is on the north side of the hill. The men
come back, saying there is no onc there. The crowd begins to emerge
upon the wet, crunching whiteness of the hail, spreading around in
curiosity, waiting for the men who operate the funicular.

On the south side of the outlook tower two bodies lay in the cold
but thawing hail. The dark-blue of the uniforms showed blackish.
Both men were dcad. But the lightning had completely removed the
clothing from the legs of one man, so that he was naked from the
hips down. There he lay, his face sideways on the snow, and two
drops of blood running from his nose into his big, blond, military
moustache. He lay there near the votive stone of the Mercury. His
companion, a young man, lay face downwards, a few yards behind
him. ..

The sun began to emerge. The crowd gazed in dread, afraid to
touch the bodies of the men. Why had they, the dead funicular
men, come round to this side of the hill, anyhow?
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The funicular would not work. Something had happened to it
in the storm. The crowd began to wind down the bare hill, on the
sloppy ice. Everywhere the earth bristled with broken pine boughs
and twigs. But the bushes and the leafy trees were stripped abso-
lutely bare, to a miracle. The lower earth was leafless and naked as
in winter.

“Absolute winter!” murmured the crowd, as they hurried, fright-
ened, down the steep, winding descent, extricating themselves from
the fallen pine-branches.

Meanwlile the sun began to steam in great heat.



THE NIGHTINGALE

Tuscany is full of nightingales, and in spring and summer they
sing all the time, save in the middle of the night and the middle of
the day. In the little, leafy woods that hang on the steep of the hill
towards the streamlet, as maidenhair hangs on a rock, you hear them
piping up again in the wanness of dawn, about four o’clock in the
morning: “Hellol Hello! Hello!” It is the brightest sound in the
world, a nightingale piping up. Every time you hear it, you feel
wonder and, it must be said, a thrill, because the sound is so bright,
so glittering, it has so much power behind it.

“Therc goes the nightingale,” you say to yourself. It sounds in
the half-dawn as if the stars were darting up from the little thicket
and leaping away into the vast vagucness of the sky, to be hidden
and gone. But the song rings on alter sunrise, and cach time you
listcn again, startled, you wonder: “Now why do they say he is a
sad bird?”

He is the noisiest, most inconsiderate, most obstreperous and
jaunty bird in the whole kingdom of birds. How John Keats man-
aged to begin his “Ode to a Nightingale” with: “My heart aches,
and a drowsy numbness pains my scnses,” is a mystery to anybody
acquainted with the actual song. You hear the nightingale silverily
shouting: “What? What? What, John? Heart aches and a drowsy
numbness pains? Tra-la-lal Tri-li-lilylilylilylilyl”

And why the Greeks said he, or she, was sobbing in a bush for a
lost lover, again I don’t know. “Jug-jug-jug!” say the medieval writ-
crs, to represent the rolling of the little balls of lightning in the
nightingale’s throat. A wild, rich sound, richer than the eyes in a
peacock’s tail:

And the bright brown nightingale, amorous,
Ts half assuaged for Itylus.

They say, with that * Jug! jug! jug!,” that she is sobbing. How they
hear it is a mystery. How anyone who didn’t have his ears on upside
down ever heard the nightingale “sobbing,” I don’t know.

Anyhow it’s a male sound, a most intensely and undilutedly male
sound. A pure assertion. There is not a hint nor a shadow of echo
and hollow recall. Nothing at all like a hollow low belll Nothing
in the world so unforlorn.

Perhaps that is what made Keats straightway feel forlorn.

40
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Forlorn! the very word is like a bell
To toll me back from thee to my sole self!
Perhaps that is the reason of it; why they all hear sobs in the bush,
when the nightingale sings, while any honest-to-God listening per-
son hears the ringing shouts of small cherubim. Perhaps because of
the discrepancy.

Because, in sober fact, the nightingale sings with a ringing, pinch-
ing vividness and a pristine assertiveness that makes a mere man
stand still. A kind of brilliant calling and interweaving of glittering
exclamation such as must have been hcard on the first day of crea-
tion, when the angels suddenly found themselves created, and shout-
ing aloud belore they knew it. Then there must have been a to-do
of angels in the thickets of heaven: “Hello! Hello! Behold! Bchold!
Behold! It is I! It is I! What a mar-mar-marvellous occurrence!
What!”

For the pure splendidness of vocal assertion: “Lol It is II" you
have to listen to the nightingale.. Perhaps for the visual perfection
of thc same assertion, you have a look at a pecacock shaking all his
eycs. Among all the creatures created in final splendor, these two
are perhaps the most finally perfect; the one is invisible, triumph-
ing sound, the other is voiceless visibility. The nightingale is a
quite undistinguished grey-brown bird, if you do see him, although
he’s got that tender, hopping mystery about him, of a thing that is
rich alive inside. Just as the pcacock, when he does make himself
heard, is awful, but still impressive: such a fearful shout from out
of the menacing jungle. You can actually see him, in Ccylon, yell
from a high bough, then stream away past the monkeys, into the
impenetrable jungle that seethes and is dark.

And perhaps for this reason—the rcason, that is, of pure, angel-
keen or demon-keen assertion of true self—the nightingale makes a
man feel sad, and the peacock often makes him angry. It is a sadness
that is half envy. The birds are so triumphantly positive in their
created selves, eternally new from the hand of the rich, bright God,
and perfect. The nightingale ripples with his own perfection. And
the peacock arches all his bronze and purple eyes with assuredness.

This—this rippling assertion of a perfect bit of creation—this
green shimmer of a perfect beauty in a bird—makes men angry or
melancholy, according as it assails the eye or the ear.

The ear is much less cunning than the eye. You can say to some-
body: “I like you awfully, you look so beautiful this morning,” and
she will believe it utterly, though your voice may really be vibrating



42 NATURE AND POETICAL PIECES

with mortal hatred. The ear is so stupid, it will accept any amount
of false money in words. But let one tiny gleam of the mortal hatred
come into your eye, or across your face, and it is detected immedi-
ately. The eye is so shrewd and rapid.

For this reason we get the peacock at once, in all his showy, male
self-assertion; and we say, rather sneeringly: “Fine feathers make
fine birds!” But when we hear the nightingale, we don’t know what
we hear, we only know we fecl sad, forlorn. And so we say it is the
nightingale that is sad.

The nightingale, let us repeat, is the most unsad thing in the
world; even more unsad than the peacock full of gleam. He has
nothing to be sad about. He feels perfect with life. It isn’t conceit.
He just feels life-perfect, and he trills it out—shouts, jugs, gurgles,
trills, gives long, mock-plaintiff calls, makes declarations, asser-
tions, and triumphs; but he never reflects. It is pure music, in so far
as you could ncver put words to it. But there are words for the
feelings aroused in us by the song. No, even that is not true. There
are no words to tell what one really feels, hearing the nightingale.
It is something so much purer than words, which are all tainted.
Yet we can say, it is some sort of feeling of triumph in one’s own
life-perfection.

'Tis not through envy of thy happy lot,
But being too happy in thine happiness,—
That thou, light-wingcd Dryad of the trees,
In some melodious plot

Of beechen green, and shadows numberless,
Singest of summer in full-throated ease.

Poor Keats, he has to be “too happy” in the nightingale’s happi-
ness, not being very happy in himself at all. So he wants to drink
the blushful Hippocrcne, and fade away with the nightingale into
the forest dim.

Fade far away, dissolve, and quite (orget
What thou among the leaves hast never known,
‘The weariness, the (ever, and the fret. . . .

It is such sad, beautiful poetry of the human male. Yet the next
line strikes me as a bit ridiculous.

Here, where men sit and hear each other groan;
Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last gray hairs. . . .

This is Keats, not at all the nightingale. But the sad human male
still tries to break away, and get over into the nightingale world.
Wine will not take him across. Yet he will go.
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Away! away! for I will fiy to thee,
Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards,
But on the viewless wings of Poesy. . ..

He doesn’t succeed, however. The viewless wings of Poesy carry
him only into the bushes, not into the nightingale world. He is still

outside.
Darkling 1 listen; and [or many a time
I have been half in love with easelul Death. . . .

The nightingale never made any man in love with eascful death,
except by contrast. The contrast betwcen the bright flame of posi-
tive pure sclf-aliveness, in the bird, and the uneasy llickering of
yearning selflessness, for ever yearning [or something outside him-
self, which is Keats:

To cease upon the midnight with no pain.
While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad
In such an ccstasy!
Still wouldst thou sing, and 1 have ears in vain,—
To thy high requicm become a sod.
How astonished the nightingale would be il he could be made to
realize what sort of answer the poet was answering to his song. He
would fall off the bough with amazement.

Because a nightingale, when you answer him back, only shouts
and sings louder. Suppose a few other nightingales pipc up in neigh-
bouring bushes—as they always do. Then the blue-white sparks of
sound go dazzling up to heaven. And suppose you, mere mortal,
happen to be sitting on the shady bank having an altercation with
the mistress of your heart, hammer and tongs, then the chicf night-
ingale swells and goes at it like Caruso in the Third Act—simply a
brilliant, bursting frenzy of music, singing you down, till you simply
can’t hear yourself speak to quarrel.

There was, in fact, something very like a nightingale in Caruso—
that bird-like, bursting, miraculous energy of song, and fullness of
himself, and self-luxuriance.

Thou wast not born for death, immortal Bird!
No hungry gencrations tread thee down.

Not yet in Tuscany, anyhow. They are twenty to the dozen. Whereas
the cuckoo seems remote and low-voiced, calling his low, half secre-
tive call as he flies past. Perhaps it really is different in England.

The voice 1 hear this passing night was heard

In ancient days by empcror and clown:
Perhaps the sell-same song that found a path

Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick for home,
She stood in tears amid the alien corn.
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And why in tears? Always tears. Did Diocletian, I wonder, among
the emperors, burst into tears when he heard the nightingale, and
Asop among the clowns? And Ruth, really? Mysclf, I strongly sus-
pect that young lady of setting the nightingale singing, like the nice
damsel in Boccaccio’s story, who went to sleep with the lively bird
in her hand, “~tua figlivola é stata si vaga dell’usignuolo, cl’ella
I'ha preso e tienlosi in mano!”

And what does the hen nightingale think of it all, as she mildly
sits upon the eggs and hears milord giving himself forth? Probably
she likes it, for she goes on breeding him as jaunty as ever. Probably
she prefers his high cockalorum to the poct’s humble moan:

Now morc than cver secms it rich to dic,
To ccase upon the midnight with no pain. .
That wouldn’t be much use to the hen nightingale. And one sympa-
thizes with Kcats’s Fanny, and understands why she wasn’t having
any. Much good such a midnight would have bcen to her!

Perhaps, when all’s said and done, the temale of the species gets
more out of life when the male isn’t wanting to cease upon the mid-
night, with or without pain. Therc are better uses for midnights.
And a bird that sings because he's full of his own bright life, and
leaves her to kecp the cggs cozy, is perhaps prelerable to one who
moans, even with love of her.

Of cowrse, the nightingale is uuerly unconscious of the little dim
hen, while he sings. And he never mentions her name. But she knows
well enough that the song is half her; just as she knows the eggs are
hall him. And just as she doesn’t want him coming in and putting
a heavy foot down on her little bunch of cggs, he doesn’t want her
poking into his song, and fussing over it, and mussing it up. Every
man to his trade, and every woman to hers:

Adieu! adieu! thy plaintive anthem fades. . . .

It never was a plaintive anthem—it was Caruso at his jauntiest. But
don’t try to argue with a poet.



FLOWERY TUSCANY

I

Each country has its own flowers, that shine out specially there.
In England it is daisies and buttercups, hawthorn and cowslips. In
America, it is goldenrod, stargrass, June daisies, Mayapple and as-
ters, that we call Michaelmas daisies. In India, hibiscus and dattura
and champa flowers, and in Australia mimosa, that they call wattle,
and sharp-tongued strange heath-flowers. In Mexico it is cactus flow-
ers, that they call roses of the desert, lovely and crystalline among
many thorns; and also the dangling yard-long clusters of the cream
bells of the yucca, like dropping froth.

But by the Mediterranean, now as in the days of the Argosy, and,
we hope, for ever, it is narcissus and anemone, asphodel and myrtle.
Narcissus and anemone, asphodel, crocus, myrtle, and parsley, they
leave their sheer significance only by the Mediterranean. Therc
are daisies in Italy too: at P&stum there are white little carpets of
daisies, in March, and Tuscany is spangled with celandine. But for
all that, the daisy and the celandine are English [lowers, their best
significance is for us and for the North.

The Mediterranean has narcissus and anemone, myrtle and
asphodel and grape hyacinth. These are the Alowers that speak and
are understood in the sun round the Middle Sea.

Tuscany is espccially flowery, being wetter than Sicily and more
homely than the Roman hills. Tuscany manages to remain so re-
mote, and secretly smiling to itself in its many sleeves. There are so
many hills popping up, and they take no notice of one another.
There are so many little deep valleys with strecams that scem to go
their own little way entirely, regardless of river or sea. There arc
thousands, millions of utterly sccluded little nooks, though the land
has been under cultivation these thousands of years. But the inten-
sive culture of vine and olive and wheat, by the ceaseless industry
of naked human hands and winter-shod feet, and slow-stepping,
soft-eyed oxen does not devastate a country, does not denude it, does
not lay it bare, does not uncover its nakedness, does not drive away
either Pan or his children. The strcams run and rattle over wild
rocks of secret places, and murmur through blackthorn thickets
where the nightingales sing all together, unruffled and undaunted.

It is queer that a country so perfectly cultivated as Tuscany, where
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half the produce of five acres of 1and will have to support ten human
mouths, still has so much room for the wild flowers and the night-
ingale. When little hills heave themselves suddenly up, and shake
themselves free of neighbours, man has to build his garden and
his vineyard, and sculp his landscape. Talk of hanging gardens of
Babylon, all Italy, apart from the plains, is a hanging garden. For
centuries upon centuries man has been patiently modelling the
surface of the Mediterranean countries, gently rounding the hills,
and graduating the big slopes and the little slopes into the almost
invisible levels of terraces. Thousands of square miles of Italy have
been lifted in human hands, piled and laid back in tiny little flats,
held up by the drystonc walls, whose stones came from the lifted
earth. 1t is a work of many, many centuries. It is the gentle sensitive
sculpture of all the landscape. And it is the achieving of the peculiar
Italian beauty which is so exquisitely natural, because man, feeling
his way sensitively to the fruitfulness of the earth, has moulded the
earth to his necessity without violating it.

Which shows that it can be done. Man can live on the earth and
by the earth without disfiguring the earth. It has been done here,
on all these sculptured hills and softly, sensitively terraced slopes.

But, of course, you can’t drive a steam plough on terraces four
yards wide, terraces that dwindle and broaden and sink and rise a
little, all according to the pitch and the breaking outline of the
mother hill. Corn has got to grow on these little shelves of earth,
where already the grey olive stands semi-invisible, and the grape-
vine twists upon its own scars. If oxen can stcp with that lovely
pause at every little stride, they can plough the narrow field. But
they will have to leave a tiny fringe, a grassy lip over the drystone
wall below. And if the terraces are too narrow to plough, the peasant
digging them will still leave the grassy lip, because it helps to hold
the surface in the rains.

And here the flowers take refuge. Over and over and over and
over has this soil been turned, twice a year, sometimes three times
a year, for several thousands of years. Yet the flowers have never been
driven out. There is a very rigorous digging and sifting, the little
bulbs and tubers are flung away into perdition, not a weed shall re-
main.

Yet spring returns, and on the terrace lips, and in the stony
nooks between terraces, up rise the aconites, the crocuses, the nar-
cissus and the asphodel, the inextinguishable wild tulips. There
they are, for ever hanging on the precarious brink of an existence,
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but for ever triumphant, never quite losing their footing. In Eng-
land, in America, the flowers get rooted out, driven back. They
become fugitive. But in the intensive cultivation of ancient Italian
terraces, they dance round and hold their own.

Spring begins with the first narcissus, rather cold and shy and
wintry. They are the little bunchy, creamy narcissus with the yellow
cup like the yolk of the flower. The natives call these flowers tazzette,
little cups. They grow on the grassy banks rather sparse, or push up
among thorns.

To me they are winter flowers, and their scent is winter. Spring
starts in February, with the winter aconite. Some icy day, when the
wind is down from the snow of the mountains, early in February,
you will notice on a bit of fallow land, under the olive trees, tight,
pale-gold little balls, clenched tight as nuts, and resting on round
ruffs of green near the ground. It is the winter aconite suddenly
come.

The winter aconite is one of the most charming flowers. Like all
the early blossoms, once her little flower emerges it is quite naked.
No shutting a little green sheath over herself, like the daisy or the
dandelion. Her bubble of [rail, pale, pure gold rests on the round
frill of her green collar, with the snowy wind trying to blow it away.

But without success. The tramontana ceases, comes a day of wild
February sunshine. The clenched little nuggets of the aconite pufl
out, they become light bubbles, like small balloons, on a green base.
The sun blazes on, with February splendour. And by noon, all under
the olives are wide-open little suns, the aconites spreading all their
rays; and there is an exquisitely sweet scent, honey-sweet, not
narcissus-frosty; and there is a February humming of little brown
bees.

Till afternoon, when the sun slopes, and the touch of snow comes
back into the air.

But at evening, under the lamp on the table, the aconites are
wide and excited, and there is a perfume of sweet spring that makes
one almost start humming and trying to be a bee.

Aconites don't last very long. But they turn up in all odd places—
on clods of dug earth, and in land where the broad-beans are thrust-
ing up, and along the lips of terraces. But they like best land left
fallow for one winter. There they throng, showing how quick they
are to seize on an opportunity to live and shine forth.

In a fortnight, before February is over, the yellow bubbles of the
aconite are crumpling to nothingness. But already in a cosy-nook
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the violets are dark purple, and there is a new little perfume in
the air.

Like thedebris of winter stand the hellebores, in all the wild places,
and the butcher’s broom is flaunting its last bright red berry. Helle-
bore is Christmas roses, but in Tuscany the Aowers never come
white. They emerge out of the grass towards the end of December,
flowers wintry of winter, and they are delicately pale green, and of
a lovely shape, with yellowish stamens. They have a peculiar wintry
quality of invisibility, so lonely rising from the sere grass, and pallid
green, held up like a little hand-mirror that reflects nothing. At first
they are single upon a stem, short and lovely, and very wintry-
beautiful, with a will not to be touched, not to be noticed. One
instinctively leaves them alone. But as January draws towards
February, these hellebores, these greenish Christmas roses become
more assertive. Their pallid watcr-green becomes yellower, pale
sulphur-yellow-green, and they rise up, they are in tufts, in throngs,
in veritable bushes of greenish open [lowers, assertive, bowing their
faces with a hellcbore assertiveness. In some places they throng
among the bushes and above the water of the stream, giving the
peculiar pale glimmer almost of primroses, as you walk among them.
Almost of primroses, yet with a coarse hellebore leaf and an up-
rearing hellebore assertiveness, like snakes in winter.

And as one walks among them, one brushes the last scarlet off
the butcher’s broom. This low little shrub is the Christmas holly of
Tuscany, only a foot or so high, with a vivid red berry stuck on in
the middle of its sharp hard leaf. In February the last red ball rolls
off the prickly plume, and winter rolls with it. The violets already
are emerging from the moisture.

But before the violets make any show, there are the crocuses. If
you walk up through the pine-wood, that lifts its umbrellas of pine
so high, up till you come to the brow of the hill at the top, you can
look south, due south, and sce snow on the Apennines, and on a blue
afternoon, scven layers of blue-hilled distance.

Then you sit down on that southern slope, out of the wind, and
there it is warm, whether it be January or February, tramontana or
not. There the earth has been baked by innumerable suns, baked
and baked again; moistened by many rains, but never wetted for
long. Because it is rocky, and full to the south, and sheering steep in
the slope.

And there, in Februaty, in the sunny baked desert of that crumbly
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slope, you will find the first crocuses. On the sheer aridity of crum-
bled stone you see a queer, alert little star, very sharp and quite
small. It has opened out rather flat, and looks like a tiny freesia
flower, creamy, with a smear of yellow yolk. It has no stem, seems
to have been just lightly dropped on the crumbled, baked rock. It
is the first hill-crocus.

I1

North of the Alps, the everlasting winter is interrupted by sum-
mers that struggle and soon yicld; south of the Alps, the everlasting
summer is interrupted by spasmodic and spiteful winters that never
get a real hold, but that are mean and dogged. North of the Alps,
you may have a pure winter’s day in June. South of the Alps, you
may have a midsummer day in December or January or even Febru-
ary. The in-between, in either case, is just as it may be. But the
lands of the sun are south of the Alps, for ever.

Yet things, the flowers especially, that belong to both sidcs of the
Alps, are not much earlier south than north of the mountains.
Through all the winter therc are roses in the garden, lovely creamy
roses, more pure and mysterious than those of summer, leaning per-
fect from the stem. And the narcissus in the garden are out by the
end of January, and the little simple hyacinths early in February.

But out in the fields, the flowers are hardly any sooner than Eng-
lish flowers. It is mid-February before the first violets, the first
crocus, the first primrose. And in mid-February one may find a vio-
let, a primrose, a crocus in England, in the hedgerows and the gar-
den corner.

And still there is a difference. There are several kinds of wild
crocus in this region of Tuscany: being little spiky mauve ones, and
spiky little creamy ones, that grow among the pine-trees of the bare
slopes. But the beautiful ones are those of a meadow in the corner
of the woods, the low hollow meadow below the steep, shadowy
pine-slopes, the secretive grassy dip where the water seeps through
the turf all winter, where the stream runs between thick bushes,
where the nightingale sings his mightiest in May, and where the wild
thyme is rosy and full of bees, in summer.

Here the lavender crocuses are most at home—here sticking out of
the deep grass, in a hollow like a cup, a bowl of grass, come the
lilac-coloured crocuses, like an innumerable encampment. You may
see them at twilight, with all the buds shut, in the mysterious
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stillness of the grassy underworld, palely glimmering like myriad
folded tents. So the apaches still camp, and close their tepees, in the
hollows of the great hills of the West, at night.

But in the morning it is quite different. Then the sun shines
strong on the horizontal green cloud-puffs of the pines, the sky is
clear and full of life, the water runs hastily, still browned by the
last juice of crushed olives. And there the earth’s bowl of crocuses
is amazing. You cannot believe that the flowers are really still. They
are open with such delight, and their pistil-thrust is so red-orange,
and they are so many, all reaching out wide and marvellous, that
it suggests a perfect ecstasy ol radiant, thronging movement, lit-up
violet and orange, and surging in some invisible rhythm of con-
certed, delightful movement. You cannot believe they do not move,
and make some sort of crystalline sound of delight. If you sit still
and watch, you begin to move with them, like moving with the
stars, and you feel the sound of their radiance. All the little cells
of the flowers must be leaping with flowery life and utterance.

And the small brown honey-bees hop from flower to flower, dive
down, try, and off again. The flowers have becn alréady rifled, most
of them. Only sometimes a bee stands on his head, kicking slowly
inside the flower, for some time. He has found something. And all
the bees have little loaves of pollen, bee-bread, in their elbow-joints.

The crocuses last in their beauty for a week or so, and as they
begin to lower their tents and abandon camp, the violets begin to
thicken. It is already March. The violets have been showing like
tiny dark hounds for some weeks. But now the whole pack comes
forth, among the grass and the tangle of wild thyme, till the air all
sways subtly scented with violets, and the banks above where the
crocuses had their tents are now swarming brilliant purple with
violets. They are the sweet violets of early spring, but numbers have
made them bold, for they flaunt and ruffle till the slopes are a bright
blue-purplc blaze of them, full in the sun, with an odd late crocus
still standing wondering and erect amongst them.

And now that it is March, there is a rush of flowers. Down by
the other strcam, which turns sideways to the sun, and has tangles
of brier and bramble, down where the hellebore has stood so wan
and dignified all winter, there are now white tufts of primroses,
suddenly come. Among the tangle and near the water-lip, tufts and
bunches of primroses, in abundance. Yet they look more wan, more
pallid, more flimsy than English primroses. They lack some of the
full wonder of the northern flowers. One tends to overlook them,
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to turn to the great, solemn-faced purple violets that rear up from
the bank, and above all, to the wonderful little towers of the grape-
hyacinth.

I know no flower that is more fascinating, when it first appears,
than thé blue grape-hyacinth. And yet, because it lasts so long, and
keeps on coming so repcatedly, for at least two months, one tends
later on to ignore it, even to despise it a little. Yet that is very unjust.

The first grape-hyacinths are flowers of blue, thick and rich and
meaningful, above the unrenewed grass. The upper buds are pure
blue, shut tight; round balls of pure, perfect warm blue, blue, blue;
while the lower bells are darkish blue-purple, with the spark of
white at the mouth. As yet, none of the lower bells has withered, to
leave the greenish, separate sparseness of fruiting that spoils the
grape-hyacinth later on, and makes it seem naked and functional.
All hyacinths are like that in the seeding.

But, at first, you have only a compact tower of night-blue clearing
to dawn, and extremely beautiful. If we were tiny as fairies, apd
lived only a summer, how lovcly these great trees of bells would be
to us, towers of night and dawn-blue globes. They would rise above
us thick and succulent, and the purple globes would push the bluc
ones up, with white sparks of ripples, and we should see a god in
them.

As a matter of fact, someone once told me they were the flowers
of the many-breasted Artemis; and it is true, the Cybele of Ephesus,
with her clustered breasts was like a grape-hyacinth at the bosom.

This is the time, in March, when the sloe is white and misty in
the hedge-tangle by the strcam, and on the slope of land the peach
tree stands pink and alone. The almond blossom, silvery pink, is
passing, but the peach, deep-toned, bluey, not at all ethcreal, this
reveals itself like flesh, and the trees are like isolated individuals,
the peach and the apricot.

A man said this spring: “Oh, I don’t care for peach blossom! It
is such a vulgar pink!” One wonders what anybody means by a
“vulgar” pink. I think pink flannelette is rather vulgar. But prob-
ably it's the flannelette’s fault, not the pink. And peach blossom
has a beautiful sensual pink, far from vulgar, most rare and private.
And pink is so beautiful in a landscape, pink houses, pink almond,
pink peach and purply apricot, pink asphodels.

It is so conspicuous and so individual, that pink among the com-
ing green of spring, because the first flowers that emerge from winter
seem always white or yellow or purple. Now the celandines are
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out, and along the edges of the frodere, the big, sturdy, black-purple
anemones, with black hearts.

They are curious, these great, dark-violet anemones. You may
pass them on a grey day, or at evening or early morning, and never
see them. But as you come along in the {ull sunshine, they seem to
be baying at you with all their throats, baying deep purple into the
air. It is because they are hot and wide open now, gulping the sun.
Whereas when they are shut, they have a silkiness and a curved
head, like the curve of an umbrella handle, and a peculiar outward
colourlessness, that makes them quite invisible. They may be under
your feet, and you will not see them.

Altogether anemones are odd flowers. On these last hills above the
plain, we have only the big black-purple ones, in tufts here and
there, not many. But two hills away, the young green corn is blue
with the lilac-blue kind, still the broad-petalled sort with the darker
heart. But these flowers are smaller than our dark-purple, and
frailer, more silky. Ours are substantial, thickly vegctable flowers,
and not abundant. The others are lovely and silky-delicate, and the
whole corn is blue with them. And they have a sweet, sweet scent,
when they are warm.

Then on the priest's podere there are the scarlet, Adonis-blood
anemoncs: only in one place, in one long fringe under a terrace, and
there by a path below. These flowers above all you will never find
unless you look for them in the sun. Their silver silk outside makes
them quite invisible, when they are shut up.

Yet, if you are passing in the sun, a sudden scarlet faces on to thc
air, one of the lovelicst scarlet apparitions in the world. The inner
surface of the Adonis-blood anemone is as fine as velvet, and yet
there is no suggestion of pile, not as much as on a velvet rose. And
from this inner smoothness issues the red colour, perfectly pure and
unknown of earth, no earthiness, and yet solid, not transparent.
How a colour manages to be perfectly strong and impervious, yet of
a purity that suggests condensed light, yet not luminous, at least,
not transparent, is a problem. The poppy in her radiance is translu-
cent, and the tulip in her utter redness has a touch of opaque earth.
But the Adonis-blood anemone is neither translucent nor opaque.
It is just pure condensed red, of a velvetiness without velvet, and a
scarlet without glow.

This red seems to me the perfect premonition of summer—like the
red on the outside of apple blossom—and later, the red of the apple.
It is the premonition in redness of summer and of autumn.
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The red flowers are coming now. The wild tulips are in bud,
hanging their grey leaves like flags. They come up in myriads,
wherever they get a chance. But they are holding back their red-
ness till the last days of March, the early days of April.

Still, the year is warming up. By the high ditch the common
magenta anemone is hanging its silky tassels, or opening its great
magenta daisy-shape to the hot sun. It is much nearer to red than
the big-petalled anemones are; except the Adonis-blood. They say
these anemones sprang from the tears of Venus, which fell as she
went looking for Adonis. At that rate, how the poor lady must have
wept, for the anemones by the Mediterranean are common as daisies
in England.

The daisies are out here too, in sheets, and they too are red-
mouthed. The first ones are big and handsome. But as March gocs
on, they dwindle to bright little things, like tiny buttons, clouds
of them together. That means summer is nearly here.

The red tulips open in the corn like poppies, only with a heavier
red. And they pass quickly, without repeating themselves. Therc
is little lingering in a tulip.

In some places there are odd yellow tulips, slender, spiky, and
Chinese-looking. They are very lovely, pricking out their dulled
yellow in slim spikes. But they too soon lean, expand beyond them-
selves, and are gone like an illusion.

And when the tulips are gone, there is a moment’s pausc, before
summer. Summer is the next move.

I11

In the pausc towards the end of April, when the flowers scem to
hesitate, the leaves make up their minds to come out. For some
time, at the very ends of the bare boughs of fig trees, spurts ol pure
green have been burning like little cloven tongues of green fire
vivid on the tips of the candelabrum. Now these spurts of grceen
spread out, and begin to take the shape of hands, fceling [or the
air of summer. And tiny green figs are below them, like glands on
the throat of a goat.

For some time, the long stilf whips of the vine have had knobby
pink buds, like flower buds. Now these pink buds begin to unfold
into greenish, half-shut fans of leaves with red in the vcins, and tiny
spikes of flower, like sced-pearls. Then, in all its down and pinky
dawn, the vine-rosette has a frail, delicious scent of a new year.

Now the aspens on the hill are all remarkable with the translu-
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cent membranes of blood-veined leaves. They are gold-brown, but
not like autumn, rather like the thin wings of bats when like birds—
call them birds—they wheel in clouds against the setting sun, and
the sun glows through the stretched membrane of their wings, as
through thin, brown-red stained glass. This is the red sap of sum-
mer, not the red dust of autumn. And in the distance the aspens
have the tender panting glow of living membrane just come awake.
This is the beauty of the frailty of spring. :

The cherry tree is something the same, but more sturdy. Now, in
the last week of April, the cherry blossom is still white, but waning
and passing away: it is late this year; and the leaves are clustering
thick and softly copper in their dark, blood-filled glow. It is queer
about fruit trees in this district. The pear and the peach were out
together. But now the pear tree is a lovely thick softness of new and
glossy green, vivid with a tender fullness of apple-green leaves,
gleaming among all the other green of the landscape, the half-high
wheat, emerald, and the grey olive, half-invisible, jthe browning
green of the dark cypress, the black of the evergreen oak, the rolling,
heavy green pufls of the stone-pines, the flimsy green of small peach
and almond trees, the sturdy young green of horse-chestnut. So
many greens, all in flakes and shelves and tilted tables and round
shoulders and plumes and shaggles and uprisen bushes, of greens
and greens, sometimes blindingly brilliant at evening, when the
landscape looks as if it were on fire from inside, with greenness and
with gold.

The pear is perhaps the greenest thing in the landscape. The
wheat may shine lit-up yellow, or glow bluish, but the pear tree is
green in itself. The cherry has white, half-absorbed flowers, so has
the apple. But the plum is rough with her new foliage, and incon-
spicuous, inconspicuous as the almond, the peach, the apricot,
which one can no longer find in the landscape, though twenty days
ago they were the distinguished pink individuals of the whole
countryside. Now they are gone. It is the time of green, pre-eminent
green, in ruffles and flakes and slabs.

In the wood, the scrub-oak is only just coming uncrumpled, and
the pines keep their hold on winter. They are wintry things, stone-
pines. At Christmas, their heavy green clouds are richly beautiful.
When the cypresses raise their tall and naked bodies of dark green,
and the osiers are vivid red-orange, on the still blue air, and the
land is lavender, then, in mid-winter, the landscape is most beauti-
ful in colour, surging with colour.
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But now, when the ‘nightingale is still drawing out his long, wist-
ful, yearning, teasing plaint-note, and following it up with a rich
and joyful burble, the pines and the cypresses seem hard and rusty,
and the wood has lost its subtlety and its mysteriousness. It still
scems wintry in spite of the yellowing young oaks, and the heath
in flower. But hard, dull pines above, and hard, dull, tall heath
below, all stiff and resistant, this is out of the mood of spring.

In spite of the fact that the stone-white heath is in full flower,
and very lovely when you look at it, it does not, casually, give the
impression of blossom. More the impression of having its tips and
crests all dipped in hoarfrost; or in a whitish dust. It has a peculiar
ghostly colourlessness amid the darkish colourlessness of the wood
altogether, which completely takes away the sense of spring.

Yet the tall white heath is very lovely, in its invisibility. It grows
sometimes as tall as a man, lifting up its spires and its shadowy:-
white fingers with a ghostly fullness, amid the dark, rusty green of
its lower bushiness; and it gives off a sweet honcyed scent in the
sun, and a cloud of fine white stonec-dust, if you touch it. Looked
at closely, its little bells are most beautiful, delicatec and white, with
the brown-purple inner cye and the dainty pin-head of the pistil.
And out in the sun at the edge of the wood, where the heath grows
tall and thrusts up its spires of dim white next a brilliant, ycllow-
flowering vetch-bush, under a blue sky, the eflect has a real magic.

And yet, in spite of all, the dim whiteness of all the flowering
heath-fingers only adds to the hoariness and out-of-date quality of
the pine-woods, now in the pause between spring and summer. It is
the ghost of the interval.

Not that this week is flowerless. But the flowers are little lonely
things, here and there: the early purple orchid, ruddy and very
much alive, you come across occasionally, then the little groups of
bee-orchid, with their ragged concerted indiffercnce to their ap-
pearance. Also there are the huge bud-spikes of the stout, thick-
flowering pink orchid, huge buds like fat ears of wheat, hard-purple
and splendid. But already odd grains of the wheat-ear are open,
and out of the purple hangs the delicate pink rag of a floweret. Also
there are very lovely and choice cream-coloured orchids with brown
spots on the long and delicate lip. These grow in the more moist
places, and have exotic tender spikes, very rare-seeming. Another
orchid is a little, pretty yellow one.

But orchids, somehow, do not make a summer. They are too
aloof and individual. The little slate-blue scabious is out, but not
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enough to raise an appearance. Later on, under the real hot sun,
he will bob into notice. And by the edges of the paths there are
odd rosy cushions of wild thyme. Yet these, too, are rather samples
than the genuine thing. Wait another month, for wild thyme.

The same with the irises. Here and there, in fringes along the
upper edge of terraces, and in odd bunches among the stones, the
dark-purple iris sticks up. It is beautiful, but it hardly counts. There
is not enough of it, and it is torn and buffeted by too many winds.
First the wind blows with all its might from the Mediterranean,
not cold, but infinitely wearying, with its rude and insistent push-
ing. Then, after a moment of calm, back comes a hard wind from
the Adriatic, cold and disheartening. Between the two of them, the
dark-purple iris flutters and tatters and curls as if it were burnt:
while the little yellow rock-rose streams at the end of its thin stalk,
and wishes it had not been in such a hurry to come out.

There is really no hurry. By May, the great winds will drop, and
the great sun will shake off his harassments. Then the nightingale
will sing an unbroken song, and the discreet, barely audible Tuscan
cuckoo will be a little more audible. Then the lovely pale-lilac irises
will come out in all their showering abundance of tender, proud,
spiky bloom, till the air will gleam with mauve, and a new crystal-
line lightness will be everywhere.

The iris is half-wild, half-cultivated. The peasants sometimes dig
up the roots, iris root, orris root (orris powder, the perfume that is
still used). So, in May, you will find ledges and tcrraces, fields just
lit up with the mauve light of irises, and so much scent in the air,
you do not notice it, you do not even know it. It is all the Aowers
of iris, before the olive invisibly blooms.

There will be tufts of iris everywhere, rising up proud and tender.

When the rose-coloured wild gladiolus is mingled in the corn, and
the love-in-the-mist opens blue: in May and June, before the corn
is cut. :
But as yet it is neither May nor June, but end of April, the pausc
between spring and summer, the nightingale singing interruptedly,
the bean-flowers dying in the bean-fields, the bean-perfume passing
with spring, the little birds hatching in the nests, the olives pruned,
and the vines, the last bit of late ploughing finished, and not much
work to hand, now, not until the peas are ready to pick, in another
two weeks or so. Then all the peasants will be crouching between
the pea-rows, endlessly, endlessly gathering peas, in the long pea-
harvest which lasts two months.
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So the change, the endless and rapid change. In the sunny coun-
tries, the change seems more vivid, and more complete than in the
grey countries. In the grey countries, there is a grey or dark perma-
nency, over whose surface passes change ephemeral, leaving no real
mark. In England, winters and summers shadowily give place to
one another. But underneath lies the grey substratum, the perma-
nency of cold, dark reality where bulbs live, and reality is bulbous,
a thing of endurance and stored-up, starchy energy.

But in the sunny countries, change is the reality and permanence
is artificial and a condition of imprisonment. In the North, man
tends instinctively to imagine, to conceive that the sun is lighted
like a candle, in an everlasting darkness, and that one day the
candle will go out, the sun will be exhausted, and the everlasting
dark will resume uninterrupted sway. Hence, to the northerner, the
phenomenal world is essentially tragical, because it is temporal and
must cease to exist. Its very existence implies ceasing to exist, and
this is the root of the feeling of tragedy.

But to the southerner, the sun is so dominant that, if every
phenomenal body disappeared out of the universe, nothing would
remain but bright luminousness, sunniness. The absolute is sunni-
ness; and shadow, or dark, is only mcrely relative: merely the result
of something getting between one and the sun.

This is the instinctive feeling of the ordinary southerner. Of
course, if you start to reason, you may arguc that the sun is a
phenomenal body. Therefore it came into existence, therefore it
will pass out of existence, therefore the very sun is tragic in its
nature.

But this is just argument. We think, because we have to light a
candle in the dark, therefore some First Cause had to kindle the
sun in the infinite darkness of the beginning.

The argument is entirely shortsighted and specious. We do not
know in the lcast whether the sun ever came into cxistence, and
we have not the slightest possible ground for conjecturing that
the sun will ever pass out of existence. All that we do know, by
actual experience, is that shadow comes into being when some
material object intervenes between us and the sun, and that shadow
ceases to exist when the intervening object is removed. So that, of
all temporal or transitory or bound-to-cease things that haunt our
existence, shadow or darkness, is the one which is purely and simply
temporal. We can think of death, if we like, as of something perma-
nently intervening between us and the sun: and this is at the root
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of the southern, under-world idea of death. But this doesn’t alter
the sun at all. As far as experience goes, in the human race, the
one thing that is always there is the shining sun, and dark shadow
is an accident of intervention.

Hence, strictly, there is no tragedy. The universe contains no
tragedy, and man is only tragical because he is afraid of death.
For my part, if the sun always shines, and always will shine, in spite
of millions of clouds of words, then death, somehow, does not have
many terrors. In the sunshine, even death is sunny. And there is
no end to the sunshine.

That is why the rapid change of the Tuscan spring is utterly
free, for me, of any sense of tragedy. “Where are the snows of yes-
teryear?” Why, precisely where they ought to be. Where are the
little yellow aconites of eight weeks ago? I neither know nor care.
They were sunny and the sun shines, and sunniness means change,
and petals passing and coming. The winter aconites sunnily came,
and sunnily went. What more? The sun always shines. It is our
fault if we don't think so.



THE ELEPHANTS OF DIONYSUS

Dionysus, returning from India a victor with his hosts, met the
Amazons once more towards the Ephesian coasts. O small-breasted,
brilliant Amazons, will you never leave off attacking the Bull-foot,
for whom the Charites weave ivy-garlands? Garlands and flutes. Oh,
listen to the flutes! Oh, draw near, there is going to be sacrifice to
the god of delight!

But the Amazons swept out of cover with bare limbs flashing and
bronze spears lifted. O Dionysus! Iacchus! Iacchus! how fierce they
are against you, fiercer than your own panthers. Ah, the shock of
the enraged Amazons! Ah, elephants of the East, trumpeting round
Dionysus!

They have fled again, lo! the Amazons have fled like a sudden
ceasing of a hail-storm. They arec gone, they are vanished. Ah no!
here are some, suppliant in the temple. Pardon, Lord Dionysus! Oh,
pardon!

But inveterate are the Amazons: over the sea, over the sea o
Samos. In Samos shall be no cry of Iacchus! None shall cry: Comel
Come in the spring-time! For Amazons range along the coast, in-
veterate; defy thee, Dionysus.

The god takes ship, and his dark-faced following, elephants stand
in the boats. And the Amazons wail when they see again the long-
nosed beasts bulk up. Ah, how will they devour us! Bitter, bitter
the fight! Spare them not this time, Lord Dionysus! Bitter, bitter
the fight! And bright-red Amazon blood spreads over the rocks and
the earth, yet the last ones pierce the elephants. The rocks are torn
with the piercing death-cries of elephants, the great and piercing
cry of elephants, dying at the hands of the last of the Amazons, rips
the island rocks.

Dionysus has conquered the Amazons. The elephants are dead.
And the rocks of Samos, called Phloion, remain torn.
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Perpetual sound of water. The Arno, having risen with rain, is
swirling brown: café-au-lait. It was a green river, suggesting olive
trees and the hills. It is a rushing mass of café-au-lait, and it has al-
ready eaten one great slice from the flight of black steps. Café-au-
lait is not respectful. But a world of women has brought us to it.

Morning in Florence. Dark, grey, and raining, with a perpetual
sound of water. Over the bridge, carriages trotting under great
ragged umbrellas. Two white bullocks urged from beneath a bright
green umbrella, shambling into a trot as the whip-thong flickers
between their soft shanks. Two men arin-in-arm under one um-
brella, going nimbly. Mid-day from San Ministo—and cannon-shots.
Why cannon-shots? Innumerable umbrellas over the bridge, “like
flowers of infernal moly.”

David in the Piazza livid with rain. Unforgetiable, now I am safe
in my upper room again. Livid—unnatural. He is made so natural
that he is against nature, there in his corpse-whiteness in the rain.
The Florentines say that a hot excitement, an anticipatory orgasm,
possesses him at midnight of the New Year. Once told, impossible
to forget. A year’s waiting. It will happen to him, this orgasm, this
further exposure of his nakedness. Uncomfortable. The Neptune,
the Bandinelli statues, great stone creatures, do not matter. Water
trickles over thcir flanks and down between their thighs, without
effect. But David—always so sensitive. Corpse-white and sensitive.
The water sinks into him, cold, diluting his stagnant springs. And
yet he waits with that tense anticipation. As if to clutch the mo-
ment. Livid! The Florentine.

Perpetual sound of water. When the sun shines, it shines with
grand brilliance, and then the Arno creeps undcrneath like a cat,
like a grecn-eyed cat in a strange garden. We scarcely observe. We
seem to hear the sun clapping in the air, noiscless and brilliant.
The aerial and inaudible music of all the sun-shaken ether, in-
audible, yet surely like chimes of glass. What is a river, then, but
a green thread fluttering? And now! And particularly last night.
Last night the river churned and challenged with strange noises.
Not a Florentine walked by the parapet. Last night enormous cat-
swirls breathed hoarse beyond the bank, the weir was a fighting

flurry of waters. Like enormous cats interlocked in fight, uttering
6o
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strange noises. Weight of dark, recoiling water. How is this Italy?

Florence—she puts up no fight. Who hears the river in Turin?
Turin camps flat in defiance. Great snowy Alps, like inquisitive gods
from the North, encircle her. She sticks a brandished statue at the
end of the street, full in the vista of glistening, peering snow. She
pokes her finger in the eye of the gods. But Florence, the Lily-town
among her hills! Her hills, her hovering waters. She can be hot,
brilliant, burnt dry. But look at David! What's the matter with
him? Not sun but cold rain. Children of the South, exposing them-
selves to the rain. Savonarola, like a hot coal quenched. The South,
the North: the fire, the wet downfall. Once there was a purc
equilibrium, and the Lily blossomed. But the Lily now—livid!
David, livid, almost quenched, yet still strained and waiting, tense
for that orgasm. Crowds will gather at New Year's midnight.

The Lily, the flower of adolescence. Water-born. You cannot dry
a lily-bulb. Take away its watery preponderance, surcharge an ex-
cess of water, and it is finished. Its flesh is dead. Ask a gardener. A
water-blossom dripped from the North. How it blossomed here in
the flowery town. Obviously northerners must love Florence. Herc
is their last point, their most southerly. The extreme south of the
Lily’s flowering. It is said the fruits are best at their extremity of
climate. The southern apple is sweetest at his most northerly limit.
The Lily, the Water-born, most dazzling nearest the sun. Florence,
the flower-town. Davidl

Michelangelo’s David is the presiding genius of Florence. Not a
shadow of a doubt about it. Once and for all, Florence. So young:
sixteen, they say. So big: and stark-naked. Revealed. Too big, too
naked, too exposed. Livid, under today's sky. The Florentine! The
Tuscan pose—half self-conscious all the time. Adolescent. Waiting.
The tensc look. No escape. The Lily. Lily or iris, what does it mat-
ter? Whitman's Calamus, too.

Does he listen? Does he, with his young troubled brow, listen?
What does he hear? Weep of waters? Even on bluest, hottest day,
the same tension. Listen! The wecp of waters. The wintry North.
The naked exposure. Stripped so bare, the very kernel of youth.
Stripped even to the adolescent orgasm of New Year's night—at mid-
winter. Unbearable.

Dionysus and Christ of Florence. A clouded Dionysus, a refrac-
tory Christ. Dionysus, brightness of sky and moistness of earth: so
they tell us is the meaning. Giver of riches. Riches of transport, the
vine. Nymphs and Hamadryads, Silenus, Pan and the Fauns and
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Satyrs: clue to all these, Dionysus, Iacchus, Dithyrambus. David?—
Dionysus, source of reed-music, water-born melody. “The Crocus
and the Hyacinth in deep grass”—lily-flowers. Then wine. Dew and
fire, as Pater says. Eleutherios, the Deliverer. What did he deliver?
Michelangelo asked himself that; and left us the answer. Dreams,
transports. Dreams, brilliant consciousness, vivid self-revelation.
Michelangelo’s Dionysus, and Michelangelo’s David—what is the
difference? The cloud on David. The four months of winter were
sacred to Dionysus: months of wine and dreams and transport
of self-realization. Months of the inner fire. The vine. Fire which
even now, at New Year's night, comes up in David. To have no
issue. A cloud is on him.

Semele, scarred with lightning, gave birth prematurely to her
child. The Cinque-Cento. Too ficrce a mating, too fiery and potent
a sire. The child was sewn again into the thigh of Zeus, re-entered
into the loins of the lightning. So the brief fire-brand. It was fire
overwhelming, over-weening, briefly married (o the dew, that begot
this child. The South to the North. Married! The child, the fire-
dew, Iacchus, David.

Fire-dew, yet still too fiery. Plunge him further into the dew.
Dithyrambus, the twice-born, born first of fire, then of dew. Dionysus
leaping into the mists of the North, to escape his foes. David, by
the Arno.

So Florence, this Lily. Here David trembled to his first perfection,
on the brink of the dews. Here his soul found its perfect embodi-
ment, in the trembling union of southern flame and northern
waters. David, Dithyrambus; the adolescent. The shimmer, the in-
stant of unstable combination, the soul for one moment perfectly
embodied. Fire and dew, they call it. David, the Lily-flame, the
Florentine.

The soul that held the fire and the dew clipped together in one
lily-flame, where is it? David. Where is he? Cinque-Cento, a fleeting
moment of adolescence. In that one moment the two eternal elements
were held in consummation, forming the perfect embodiment of
the human soul. And then gone. David, the Lily, the Florentine—
Venus of the Scallop-Shell-Leonardo’s John the Baptist. The mo-
ment of adolescence—gone. The subtle, evanescent lily-soul. They
are wistful, all of them: Botticelli's women; Leonardo’s, Michelan-
gelo’s men: wistful, knowing the loss even in the very moment of
perfection. A day-lily, the Florentine. David frowning, Mona Lisa
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sadly, subtly smiling, beyond bitterness, Botticelli getting rapture
out of sadness, his Venus wistfully Victrix. Fire and dew for one
moment proportionate, immediately falling into disproportion.

They all knew. They knew the quenching of the flame, the break-
ing of the lily-balance, the passing of perfection and the pure pride
of life, the inestimable loss. It had to be. They knew the mists of
the North damping down. Born of the fire, they had still to be
born of the mist. Christ, with his submission, universal humility,
finding one level, like mist settling, like water. A new flood. Savo-
narola smokily quenched. The fire put out, or at least overwhelmed.
Then Luther and the North.

Michelangelo, Leonardo, Botticelli, how well they knew, artisti-
cally, what was coming. The magnificent pride of life and perfection
granted only to bud. The transient lily. Adam, David, Venus on her
shell, the Madonna of the Rocks: they listen, all of them. What
do they hear? Perpetual sound of waters. The level swcep of waters,
waters overwhelming. Morality, chastity—another world drowned:
equality, democracy, the masses, like drops of water in onc sca,
overwhelming all outstanding loveliness of the individual soul.
Quenching of all flaime in the great watery passivity which bears
down at last so ponderous. Christ-like submissiveness which, once it
bursts its bounds, floods the face of the carth with such devastation.

Pride of lifel The perfect soul erect, holding the eternal elements
consummate in itself. Thus for one moment the young lily David.
For one moment Dionysus touched the hand of the Crucilied: for
one moment, and then was dragged down. Meckness flooded the
soul of Dithyrambus, mist overwhelmed him. The clements super-
vene in the human soul, men become nature-worshippers; light, land-
scape and mists—these take the placc of human individuality. Diony-
sus pale and corpse-like, there in the Piazza della Signoria. David,
Venus, Saint John, all overcome with mist and surrender of the soul.

Yet no final surrender. Leonardo laughs last, even at the Crucified.
David, with his knitted brow and full limbs, is unvanquished. Livid,
maybe, corpse-coloured, quenched with innumerable rains of moral-
ity and democracy. Yet deep fountains of fire lurk within him. Must
do. Witness the Florentines gatherced at New Year's night to watch
that fiery fruitless orgasm. They laugh, but it is Leonardo’s laugh.
The fire is not ridiculous. It surges recurrent. Never to be quenched.
Stubborn. The Florentine.

One day David finishes his adolescence. One day he reaps his
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mates. It is a throbbing through the centuries of unquenchable fire,
that will still leap out to consummation. The pride of life. The
pride of the fulfilled self. The bud is not nipped; it awaits its ma-
turity. Not the frail lily. Not even the clinging purple vine. But
the full tree of life in blossom.



NOTES FOR BIRDS, BEASTS AND
FLOWERS

FRUITS

“For fruits are all of them female, in them lies the seed. And so
when they break and show the seed, then we look into the womb
and see its secrets. So it is that the pomegranate is the apple of love
to the Arab, and the fig has been a catch-word for the female fissure
for ages. I don't care a fig for it! men say. But why a fig? The apple
of Eden, even, was Eve’s fruit. To her it belonged, and she offered
it to the man. Even the apples of knowledge are Eve’s fruit, the
woman’s. But the apples of life the dragon guards, and no woman

gives them. . . .
“No sin is it to drink as much as a man can take and get home

without a servant’s help, so he be not stricken in years.”

TREES

“It is said, a disease has attacked the cypress trees of Italy, and
they are all dying. Now even the shadow of the lost secret is vanishing
from earth.”

“Empedokles says trees were the first living creatures to grow up
out of the earth, before the sun was spread out and before day and
night were distinguished; from the symmetry of their mixture of
fire and water, they contain the proportion of male and female; they
grow, rising up owing to the heat which is in the earth, so that they
are parts of the earth just as embryos are parts of the uterus. Fruits
are excretions of the water and fire in plants.”

FIL.OWERS

“And long ago, the almond was the symbol of resurrection.—But
tell me, tell me, why should the almond be the symbol of resurrec-
tion?—

Have you not seen, in the mild winter sun of the southern Medi-
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terranean, in January and in February, the re-birth of the almond
tree, all standing in clouds of glory?—

Ah yes! ah yes! would I might see it again!

Yet even this is not the secret of the secret. Do you know what
was called the almond bone, the last bone of the spine? This was
the seed of the body, and from the grave it could grow into a new
body again, like almond blossom in January.—No, no, I know noth-
ing of that.—"

“Oh Persephone, Persephone, bring back to me from Hades the
life of a dead man.—"

“Wretches, utter wretches, keep your hands from beans! saith
Empedokles. For according to some, the beans were the beans of
votes, and votes were politics. But others say it was a food-taboo.
Others also say the bean was one of the oldest symbols of the male
organ, for the peas-cod is later than the beans-cod.”

“But blood is red, and blood is life. Red was the colour of kings.
Kings, far-off kings, painted their faces vermilion, and were almost
gods.”

THE EVANGELISTIC BEASTS

“Oh, put them back, put them back in the four corners of the
heavens, where they belong, the Apocalyptic beasts. For with their
wings full of stars they rule the night, and man that watches through
the night lives four lives, and man that sleeps through the night
sleeps four sleeps, the sleep of the lion, the sleep of the bull, the
sleep of the man, and the eagle’s sleep. After which the lion wakes,
and it is day. Then from the four quarters the four winds blow, and
life has its changes. But when the heavens are empty, empty of the
four great Beasts, the four Natures, the four Winds, the four Quar-
ters, then sleep is empty too, man sleeps no more like the lion and
the bull, nor wakes from the light-eyed eagle sleep.”

CREATURES

“But fishes are very fiery, and take to the water to cool them-
selves.”

“To those things that love darkness, the light of day is cruel and
a pain. Yet the light of lamps and candles has no fears for them;
rather they draw near to taste it, as if saying: Now what is this?
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So we see that the sun is more than burning, more than the burn-
ing of fires or the shining of lamps. Because with his rays he hurts
the creatures that live by night, and lamplight and firelight do
them no hurt. Therefore the sun lives in his shining, and is not
like fires, that die.”

REPTILES

“Homer was wrong in saying, ‘Would that strife might pass away
from among gods and men!’ He did not see that he was praying
for the destruction of the universe; for, if his prayer were heard,
all things would pass away—for in the tension of opposites all things
have their being—"

“For when Fire in its downward path chanced to mingle with
the dark breath of the earth, the serpent slid forth, lay revealed.
But he was moist and cold, the sun in him darted uneasy, held down
by moist earth, never could he rise on his feet. And this is what
put poison in his mouth. For the sun in him would fain rise hall-
way, and move on feet. But moist earth weighs him down, though
he dart and twist, still he must go with his belly on the ground.—
The wise tortoise laid his earthy part around him, he cast it round
him and found his feet. So he is the first of creatures to stand upon
his toes, and the dome of his house is his heaven. Therelore it is
charted out, and is the foundation of the world.”

BIRDS

“Birds are the life of the skies, and when they fly, they reveal
the thoughts of the skies. The eagle flies nearest to the sun, no other
bird flies so near.

So he brings down the life of the sun, and the power of the sun,
in his wings, and men who sce him wheeling are filled with the
elation of the sun. But all creatures of the sun must dip their mouths
in blood, the sun is for ever thirsty, thirsting for the brightest exhala-
tion of blood.

You shall know a bird by his cry, and great birds cry loud, but
sing not. The eagle screams when the sun is high, the peacock
screams at the dawn, rooks call at evening, when the nightingale
sings. And all birds have their voices, each means a different thing.”



68 NATURE AND POETICAL PIECES

ANIMALS

“Yes, and if oxen or lions had hands, and could paint with their
hands, and produce works of art as men do, horses would paint the
forms of the gods like horses, and oxen like oxen, and make their
bodics in the image of their several kinds.”

“Once, they say, he was passing by when a dog was being beaten,
and he spoke this word: ‘Stop! don'’t beat it! For it is the soul of a
friend I recognized when I heard its voice." ”

“Swine wash in mire, and barnyard fowls in dust.”

GHOSTS

“And as the dog with its nostrils tracking out the fragments of
the beasts’ limbs, and the breath [rom their [eet that they leave
in the soft grass, runs upon a path that is pathless to men, so does
the soul follow the trail of the dead, across great spaces. For the
journey is a far one, to sleep and a [orgetting, and olten the dead
look back, and linger, for now they realizc all that is lost. Then the
living soul comes up with them, and great is the pain of greeting,
and dcadly the parting again. For oh, the dead are disconsolate,
since even death can never make up for some mistakes.”
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GERMAN IMPRESSIONS:

I. French Sons of Germany

In Metz I prefer the Frenchmen to the Germans. I am more at
my ease with them. It is a question of temperament.

From the Cathedral down to the river is all French. The Cathe-
dral seems very German. It is nothing but nave: a tremendous lofty
nave, and nothing else: a great jump at heaven, in the conception;
a rather pathetic fall to earth in execution. Still, the splendid con-
ception is there.

So I go down from the Cathedral to the French quarter. It is full
of smells, perhaps, but it is purely itself. A Frenchman has the samc
soul, whether he is cating his dinner or kissing his baby. A German
has no soul when he is eating his dinner, and is beautiful when he
kisses his baby. So I prefer the Frenchman who hasn'’t the tiresome
split between his animal nature and his spiritual, in whom the two
are fused.

The barber drinks. He has wild hair and bloodshot eyes. Still, 1
dare trust my throat and chin to him. I address him in German.
He dances belore me, answering in mad French, that he speaks
no German. Instantly I love him in spite of all.

“You are a foreigner here?” I remark.

He cannot lather me, he is so wildly excited. “No he was born
in Metz, his {ather was born in Metz, his grandfather was born in
Metz. For all he knows, Adam was born in Metz. But no Leroy has
ever spoken German; no, not a syllable. It would split his tongue—
he could not, you see, Sir, he could not; his construction would not
allow of it.”

With all of which I agree heartily; whereupon he looks lovingly
upon me and continues to lather.

“His wife was a Frenchwoman, born in Paris. I must sec his wife.”
He calls her by some name I do not know, and she appears—fat
and tidy.

“You are a subject of France?”” my barber demands [uriously.

“Certainly,” she begins. “I was born in Paris—" As they both
talk at once, I can’t make out what they say. But they are happy,
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they continue. At last, with a final flourish of the razor, I am
shaved. The barber is very tipsy.

“Monsieur is from Brittany?"” he asks me tenderly.

Alas! I am from England.

“But, why?” cries Madame; “you have not an English face; no,
never. And a German face—pah! impossible.”

In spite of all I look incurably English. Nevertheless, I start a
story about a great-grandfather who was refugee in England after
the revolution. They embrace me, they love me. And I love them.

“Sir,” I say, “will you give me a morsel of soap? No, not shaving
soap.” c

“This is French soap, this is German,” he says. The French is in
a beautiful flowery wrapper, alas! much faded.

“And what is the difference?” I ask.

“The French, of course, is better. The German is five pfennigs—
one sou, Monsieur—the cheaper.”

Of course, 1 take the French soap. The barber grandly gives my
twenty-pfennig tip to the lathering boy, who has just entered, and
he bows me to the door. I am in the street, breathless.

A German officer, in a flowing cloak of bluey-grey—like ink and
milk—looks at me coldly and inquisitively. I look at him with a
“Go to the devil” sort of look, and pass along. I wonder to myself
if my dislike of these German officers is racial, or owing to present
national feeling, or if it is a tempcramental aversion. I decide on
the last. A German soldier spills something out of a parcel on to
the road and looks round like a frightened boy. I want to shelter,
him.

I pass along, look at the ridiculous imitation-medieval church
that is built on the islet—or peninsula—in the middle of the river,
on the spot that has been called for ages “The Place of Love.” I
wonder how the Protestant conscience of this ugly church remains
easy upon such foundation. I think of the famous “three K’s” that
are allotted to German women, “Kinder, Kiiche, Kirche,” and pity
the poor wretches.

Over the river, all is barracks—barracks, and soldiers on foot,
and soldiers on horseback. Everywhere these short, baggy German
soldiers, with their fair skins and rather stupid blue eyes! I hurry
to get away from them. To the right is a steep hill, once, I suppose,
the scarp of the river.

At last I found a path, and turned for a little peace to the hillside
and the vineyards. The vines are all new young slips, climbing up
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their sticks. The whole hillside bristles with sticks, like an angry
hedgehog. Across lies Montigny; to the right, Metz itself, with its
cathedral like a brown rat humped up. I prefer my hillside. In this
Mosel valley there is such luxuriance of vegetation. Lilac bushes
are only heaps of purple flowers. Some roses are out. Here on the
wild hillside there are lively vetches of all sorts, and white poppies
and red; and then the vine shoots, with their tips of most living,
sensitive pink and red, just like blood under the skin.

I am happy on the hillside. It is a warm, grey day. The Mosel
winds below. The vine sticks bristle against the sky. The little
church of the village is in front. I climb the hill, past a Madonna
shrine that stands out by the naked path. The faded blue “Lady”
is stuck with dying white lilac. She looks rather ugly, but I do not
mind. Odd men, and women, are working in the vineyards. They
are very swarthy, and they have very small-bladed spades, which
glisten in the sun.

At last I comc to the cemctery under the church. As I marvel at
the bead-work wreaths, with ridiculous little naked china figurcs
of infants floating in the middle, I hear voices, and looking up, sce
two German soldiers on the natural platform, or terrace, beside
the church. Along the vineyard path arc squares of yellow and black
and white, like notice boards. The two soldicrs, in their peculiar
caps, almost similar to our round sailors’ hats, or blue cooks’ caps,
are laughing. They watch the squarcs, then me.

When I go up to the church and round to the terrace, they arc
gone. The terrace is a natural platform, a fine playground, very
dark with great horse-chestnuts in flower, and walled up many fect
from the hillside, overlooking the far valley of the Mosel. As I sit
on a bench, the hens come pecking round me. It is perfectly still
and lovely, the only sound being from the boys’ school.

Somcwhcere towards cleven o’clock two more soldiers came. Onc
led his horse, thc other was evidently not mountcd. They came to
the wall, or parapet, to look down the vallcy at the fort. Mcanwhile,
to my great joy, the mare belonging to the mounted soldicr cocked
up her tail and cantered away undcr the horsc-chestnuts, down the
village. Her owner went racing, shouting after her, making the
peculiar hu-hu! these Germans use to their horses. She would have
been lost had not two men rushed out of the houses, and, shouting
in French, stopped her. The soldier jerked her head angrily, and
led her back. He was a short, bear-like little German, she was a
wicked and delicate mare. He kept her bridle as he returned. Mean-
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while, his companion, his hands clasped on his knees, shouted with
laughter.

Presently, another, rather taller, rather more manly soldier ap-
peared. He had a sprig of lilac between his teeth. The foot-soldier
recounted the escapade with the mare, whereupon the newcomer
roared with laughter and suddenly knocked the horse under the
jaw. She reared in terror. He got hold of her by the bridle, teasing
her. At last her owner pacified her. Then the newcomer would in-
sist on sticking a piece of lilac in her harness, against her ear. It
frightened her, she reared, and she panted, but he would not desist.
He teascd her, bullied her, coaxed her, took her unawares; she was
in torment as he pawed at her head to stick in the flower, she would
not allow him. At last, however, he succeeded. She, much discom-
fited, wore lilac against her ear.

Then the children came out of school—boys, in their quaint pina-
fores. It is strange how pleasant, how quaint, and manly these little
children are; the tiny boys of six scemed more really manly than
the soldiers of twenty-one, more alert to the real things. They cried
to each other in their keen, naive way, discussing the action at the
fortress, of which I could make out nothing.

And one of the soldiers asked them, “How old are you, Johnny?"
Human nature is very much alike. The boys used French in their
play, but they answered the soldiers in German.

As I was going up the hill there came on a heavy shower. I shel-
tered as much as I could under an apple-tree thick with pink blos-
som; then I hurried down to the village. “Café—Restauration” was
written on one house. I wandered into the living-room beyond the
courtyard.

“Where does one drink?” I asked the busy, hard-worked-looking
woman. She answercd me in French, as she took me in. At once,
though she was a drudge, her fine spirit of politeness made me com-
foriable.

“This is not France?” I asked of her.

“Oh, no—but always the people have been French,” and she
looked at me quickly from her black eyes. I made my voice tender
as I answered her.

Presently I said: “Give me some cigarettes, please.”

“French or German?” she asked.

“What's the difference?” I inquired.

“The French, of course, are better.”
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“Then French,” I said, laughing, though I do not really love the
black, strong French cigarettes.

“Sit and talk to me a minute,” I said to her. “It is so nice not to
speak German.” .

“Ah, Monsieur!” she cried, and she loved me. She could not sit,
no. She could only stay a minute. Then she sent her man.

I heard her in the other room bid him come. He was shy—he
would not. “Ssh!” I heard her go as she pushed him through the
door.

He was very swarthy, burned dark with the sun. His eyes were
black and very bright. He was a man of about forty-five. I could
not persuade him to sit down or to drink with me; he would accept
only a cigarette. Then, laughing, he lighted me my cigarette. He
was a gentleman, and he had white teeth.

The village, he told me, was Sey: a French name, but a German
village.

“And you are a German subject?” I asked.

He bowed to me. He said he had just come in from the vines, and
must go back immediately. Last year they had had a bad disease, so
that all the plants I had seen were new. I hoped he would get rich
with them. He smiled with a peculiar sad grace.

“Not rich, Monsieur, but not a failure this time.”

He had a daughter, Angele: “In Paris—in France.”

He bowed and looked at me meaningly. I said I was glad. I said:

“I do not like Metz: too many soldiers. I do not like German
soldiers.”

“They are scarcely polite,” he said quietly.

“You find it?” I asked.

He bowed his acquiescence.

It is a strange thing that these two Frenchmen wecre the only two
men—not acquaintances—whom 1 felt friendly towards me in the
whole of Metz.

II. Hail in the Rhineland

We were determined to take a long walk this afternoon, in spite
of the barometer, which persisted in retreating towards “storm.”
The morning was warm and mildly sunny. The blossom was still
falling from the fruit-trees down the village street, and drifting in
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pink and white all along the road. The barber was sure it would be
fine. But then he’d have sworn to anything I wanted, he liked me
so much since I admired, in very bad German, his moustache.

“I may trim your moustache?” he asked.

“You can do what you like with it,” I said.

As he was clipping it quite level with my lip he asked:

“You like a short moustache?”

“Ah,” I answered, “I could never have anything so beautiful and
upstanding as yours.”

Whereupon immediately he got excited, and vowed my mous-
tache should stand on end even as Kaiserly as did his own.

“Never,” I vowed.

Then he brought me a bottle of mixture, and a gauze bandage,
which I was to bind under my nose, and there I should be, in a few
weeks, with an upstanding moustache sufficient as a guarantee for
any man. But I was modest; I refused even to try.

“No,” I said, “I will remember yours.” He pitied me, and vowed
it would be fine for the afternoon.

I told Johanna so, and she took her parasol. It was really sunny,
very hot and pretty, the afternoon. Besides, Johanna's is the only
parasol I have seen in Waldbrél, and I am the only Englishman any
woman for miles around could boast. So we set off.

We were walking to Niimbrecht, some five or six miles away. Jo-
hanna moved with great dignity, and I held the parasol. Every
man, even the workmen on the fields, bowed low to us, and every
woman looked at us yearningly. And to every women, and to every
man, Johanna gave a bright “Good day.”

“They like it so much,” she said. And I believed her.

There was a scent of apple-blossom quite strong on the air. The
cottages, set at random and painted white, with their many num-
bers painted black, have a make-believe, joyful, childish look.

Everywhere the broom was out, great dishevelled blossoms of
ruddy gold sticking over the besom strands. The fields were full of
dandelion pappus, floating misty bubbles crowded thick, hiding the
green grass with their globes. I showed Johanna how to tell the time.
“One!” I puffed; “two-three-four-five-six! Six o’clock, my dear.”

“Six o’clock what?” she asked.

“Anything you like,” I said.

“At six o’clock there will be a storm. The barometer is never
wrong,” she persisted.

I was disgusted with her. The beech wood through which we were
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walking was a vivid flame of green. The sun was warm.

“Johanna,” I said. “Seven ladies in England would walk out with
me, although they knew that at six o’'clock a thunder-shower would
ruin their blue dresses. Besides, there are two holes in your mittens,
and black mittens show so badly.”

She quickly hid her arms in the folds of her skirts. “Your English
girls have queer taste, to walk out seven at a time with you.”

We were arguing the point with some ferocity when, descending
a hill in the wood, we came suddenly upon a bullock-wagon. The
cows stood like blocks in the harness, though their faces were black
with flies. Johanna was very indignant. An old man was on the
long, railed wagon, which was piled with last year’s brown oak-
leaves. A boy was straightening the load, and waiting at the end ol
the wagon ready to help, a young, strong man, evidently his father,
who was struggling uphill with an enormous sack-cloth bundle—
enormous, full of dead leaves. The new leaves of the oaks overhead
were golden brown, and crinkled with young vigour. The cows
stood stolid and patient, shutting their eyes, weary of the plaguc
of flies. Johanna flew to tleir rescue, fanning them with a beech-
twig.

“Ah, poor little ones!” she cried. Then, to the old man, in tones
of indignation: “These flies will eat up your oxen.”

“Yes—their wicked little mouths,” he agrced.

“Cannot you prevent them?” she asked.

“They are everywhere,” he answered, and he smacked a fly on
his hand.

“But you can do something,” she persisted.

“You could write a card and stick it between their horns, ‘Settling
of flies strictly forbidden here,”” I said.

‘“‘Streng verboten,”” he repeated as he laughed.

Johanna looked daggers at me.

“Thank you, young fellow,” she said sarcastically. I stuck leafy
branches in the head-harness of the cattle. The old man thanked
me with much gratitude.

“It is hot weather!” I remarked.

“It will be a thunderstorm, I believe,” he answered.

*“At six o’clock?” cried Johanna.

But I was along the path.

We went gaily through the woods and open places, and had nearly
come to Niimbrecht, when we met a very old man, coming very
slowly up the hill with a splendid young bull, of buff-colour and

D*
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white, which, in its majestic and leisurely way, was dragging a har-
row that rode on sledges.

“Fine weather,” I remarked, forgetting.

“Jawohl!” he answered. “But there will be a thunderstorm.”

“And I knew it,” said Johanna.

But we were at Niimbrecht. Johanna drank her mineral water
and raspberry juice. It was ten minutes to six.

“It is getting dark,” remarked Johanna.

“There is no railway here?” I asked.

“Not for six miles,” she replied pointedly.

The landlord was a very handsome man.

“It is getting dark,” said Johanna to him.

“There will be a thunderstorm, Madame,” he replied with beauti-
ful grace. “Madame is walking?”

“From Waldbrél,” she replied. By this time she was statuesque.
The landlord went to the door. Girls were leading home the cows.

“It is coming,” he said, and immediately there was a rumbling of
thunder.

Johanna went to the door.

“An enormous black cloud. The sky is black,” she announced. I
followed to her side. It was so.

““The barber—"" I said.

“Must you live by the word of the barber?” said Johanna.

The landlord retired indoors. He was a very handsome man, all
the hair was positively shaved from his head. And I knew Johanna
liked the style.

I fled to Stollwerck’s chocolate machine, and spent a few anxious
moments extracting burnt almonds. The landlord reappeared.

“There is an omnibus goes to Waldbrél for the station and the
east. It passes the door in ten minutes,” he said gracefully. No Eng-
lish landlord could have equalled him. I thanked him with all my
heart.

The omnibus was an old brown cab—a growler. Its only occupant
was a brown-paper parcel for Frau —.

“You don't mind riding?” I said tenderly to Johanna.

“I had rather we were at home. I am terribly afraid of thunder-
storms,” she answered.

We drove on. A young man in black stopped the omnibus. He
bowed to us, then mounted the box with the driver.

“It is Thienes, the Bretzel baker,” she said. Bretzel is a very
twisty little cake like Kringel.
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I do not know why, but after this Johanna and I sat side by side
in tense silence. I felt very queerly.

“There, the rain!” she suddenly cried.

“Never mind,” I pleaded.

*Oh, I like riding in here,” she said.

My heart beat, and I put my hand over hers. She pretended not
to notice, which made my heart beat more. I don’t know how it
would have ended. Suddenly there was such a rattle outside, and
something pounding on me. Johanna cried out. It was a great hail-
storm—the air was a moving white storm—enormous balls of ice,
big as marbles, then bigger, like balls of white carbon that house-
wives use against moths, came striking in. I put up the window. It
was immediately cracked, so I put it down again. A hailstone as big
as a pigeon-egg struck me on the knee, hurt me, and bounced against
Johanna's arm. She cried out with pain. The horses stood still and
would not move. There was a roar of hail. All round, on the road
balls of ice were bouncing viciously up again. We could not see six
yards out of the carriage.

Suddenly the door opened, and Thienes, excusing himself, ap-
peared. I dragged him in. He was a fresh young man, with naive,
wide eyes. And his best suit of lustrous black was shining now with
wet.

*“Had you no cover?” we said.

He showed his split umbrella, and burst into a torrent of speech.
The hail drummed bruisingly outside.

It had come like horse-chestnuts of ice, he said.

The fury of the storm lasted for five minutes, all of which time
the horses stood stock still. The hailstones shot like great white bul-
lets into the carriage. Johanna clung to me in fear. There was a solid
sheet of falling ice outside.

At last the horses moved on. I sat eating large balls of ice and
realizing myself. When at last the fall ceased Thienes would get out
on to the box again. I liked him; I wanted him to stay. But he would
not.

The country was a sight. All over the road, and fallen thick in the
ruts, were balls of ice, pure white, as big as very large marbles, and
some as big as bantam-eggs. The ditches looked as if stones and
stones weight of loaf sugar had been emptied into them—white balls
and cubes of ice everywhere. Then the sun came out, and under
the brilliant green birches a thick white mist, only a foot high,
sucked at the fall of ice. It was very cold. I shuddered.
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“I was only flirting with Johanna,” I said to myself. “But, by Jove,
I was nearly dished.”

The carriage crunched over the hail. All the road was thick with
twigs, as green as spring. It made me think of the roads strewed for
the Entry to Jerusalem. Here it was cherry boughs and twigs and
tiny fruits, a thick carpet; next, brilliant green beech; next, pine-
brushes, very beautiful, with their creamy pollen cones, making the
road into a grecn bed; then fir twigs, with pretty emerald new shoots
like stars, and dark sprigs over the hailstones. Then we passed two
small dead birds, fearfully beaten. Johanna began to cry. But we
were near a tiny, loncly inn, where the carriage stopped. I said I
must give Thienes a Schnapps, and I jumped out. The old lady was
sweeping away a thick fall of ice-stones from the doorway.

When I next got into the carriage, I suppose I smelled of Schnapps,
and was not lovable. Johanna stared out of the window, away from
me. The lovely dandelion bubbles were gone, there was a thicket of
stripped stalks, all broken. The corn was broken down, the road was
matted with fruit twigs. Over the Rhincland was a grey, desolate
mist, very cold.

At the next stopping place, where the driver had to deliver a par-
cel, a young man passed with a very gaudily apparclled horse, great
red trappings. He was a striking young fellow. Johanna watched
him. She was not really in earnest with me. We might have both
made ourselves unhappy for life, but for this storm. A middle-aged
man, very brown and sinewy with wotk, came to the door. He was
rugged, and I liked him. He showed me his hand. The back was
bruised, and swollen, and already going discoloured. It made me
wince. But he laughed rather winsomely, even as if he were glad.

“A hailstonel” he said, proudly.

We watched the acres of ice-balls slowly pass by, in silence. Neither
of us spoke. At last we came to the tiny station, at home. There was
the station-master, and, of all people, the barber.

“I can remember fifty-five years,” said thc station-master, “but
nothing like this.”

“Not round, but squares, two inches across, of ice,” added the bar-
ber, with gusto.

“At the shop they have sold out of tiles, so many smashed,” said
the station-master.

“And in the green-house roofs, at the Asylum, not a shred of
glass,” sang the barber.

“The windows at the station smashed——"
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“And a man”—I missed the name—"hurt quite badly by—" rat-
tled the barber.

“But,” I interrupted, “you said it would be fine.”

“And,” added Johanna, “we went on the strength of it.” It is
queer, how sarcastic she can be, without saying anything really
meaningful.

We were four dumb pcople. But I had a narrow escape, and Jo-
hanna had a narrow escape, and we both know it, and thank the
terrific hail-storm, though at present she is angry—vanity, I suppose.



CHRISTS IN THE TIROL

The real Tirol does not seem to extend far south of the Brenner,
and northward it goes right to the Starnberger See. Even at Sterzing
the rather gloomy atmosphere of the Tirolese Alps is being dispersed
by the approach of the South. And, strangely enough, the roadside
crucifixes become less and less interesting after Sterzing. Walking
down from Munich to Italy, I have stood in front of hundreds of
Mariertafeln; and now I miss them; these painted shrines by the
Garda See are not the same.

I, who see a tragedy in every cow, began by suffering from the
Secession pictures in Munich. All these new paintings seemed so
shrill and restless. Those that were meant for joy shrieked and
pranced for joy, and sorrow was a sensation to be relished, curiously;
as if we were epicures in suffcring, keen on a new flavour. I thought
with kindliness of England, whose artists so often suck their sadness
like a lollipop, mournfully, and comfortably.

Then one must walk, as it seems, for miles and endless miles past
crucifixes, avenues of them. At first they were mostly factory made,
so that I did not notice them, any more than I noticed the boards
with warnings, except just to observe they were there. But coming
among the Christs carved in wood by the peasant artists, I began
to feel them. Now, it seems to me, they create almost an atmosphere
over the northern Tirol, an atmosphere of pain.

I was going along a marshy place at the foot of the mountains, at
evening, when the sky was a pale, dead colour and the hills were
nearly black. At a meeting of the paths was a crucifix, and between
the feet of the Christ a little red patch of dead poppies. So I looked
at him. It was an old shrine, and the Christus was nearly like a man.
He seemed to me to be real. In front of me hung a Bavarian peasant,
a Christus, staring across at the evening and the black hills. He had
broad cheek-bones and sturdy limbs, and he hung doggedly on the
cross, hating it. He reminded me of a peasant farmer, fighting
slowly and meanly, but not giving in. His plain, rudimentary face
stared stubbornly at the hills, and his neck was stiffened, as if even
yet he were struggling away from the cross he resented. He would
not yield to it. I stood in front of him, and realized him. He might
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have said, “Yes, here I am, and it’s bad enough, and it’s suffering,
and it doesn’t come to an end. Perhaps something will happen, will
help. If it doesn’t, I 5’1l have to go on with it.” He seemed stubborn
and struggling from the root of his soul, his human soul. No God-
ship had been thrust upon him. He was human clay, a peasant
Prometheus-Christ, his poor soul bound in him, blind, but strug-
gling stubbarnly against the fact of the nails. And I looked across
at the tiny square of orange light, the window of a farmhouse on
the marsh. And, thinking of the other little farms, of how the man
and his wife and his children worked on till dark, intent and silent,
carrying the hay in their arms out of the streaming thunder-rain
which soaked them through, I understood how the Christus was
made.

And after him, when I saw the Christs posing on the Cross, a la
Guido Reni, I recognized them as the mere conventional symbol,
meaning no more Christ than St. George and the Dragon on a
five-shilling-piece means England.

There are so many Christs carved by men who have carved to
get at the meaning of their own soul's anguish. Often, I can dis-
tinguish one man’s work in a district. In the Zemm valley, right
in the middle of the Tirol, there arc some half-dozen crucifixes by
the same worker, who has whittled away in torment to see himself
emerge out of the piece of timber, so that he can understand his
own suffering, and see it take on itself the distinctness of an eternal
thing, so that he can go on further, leaving it. The chief of these
crucifixes is a very large one, deep in the Klamm, where it is always
gloomy and damp. The river roars below, the rock wall opposite
reaches high overhead, pushing back the sky. And by the track
where the pack-horses go, in the cold gloom, hangs the large, pale
Christ. He has fallen forward, just dead, and the weight of his
full-grown, mature body is on the nails of the hands. So he drops,
as if his hands would tear away, and he would fall to earth. The
face is strangely brutal, and is set with an ache of weariness and pain
and bitterness, and his rather ugly, passionate mouth is shut with
bitter despair. After all, he had wanted to live and to enjoy his
manhood. But fools had ruined his body, and thrown his life away,
when he wanted it. No one had helped. His youth and health and
vigour, all his life, and himself, were just thrown away as waste.
He had died in bitterness. It is sombre and damp, silent save for
the roar of water. There hangs the falling body of the man who had
died in bitterness of spirit, and the driver of the pack-horses takes
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off his hat, cringing in his sturdy cheerfulness as he goes beneath.

He is afraid. I think of the carver of the crucifix. He also was
more or less afraid. They all, when they carved or erected these
crucifixes, had fear at the bottom of their hearts. And so the monu-
ments to physical pain are found everywhere in the mountain gloom.
By the same hand that carved the big, pale Christ I found another
crucifix, a little one, at the end of a bridge. This Christ had a fair
beard instead of a black one, and his body was hanging differently.
But there was about him the same bitterness, the same despair,
even a touch of cynicism. Evidently the artist could not get beyond
the tragedy that tormented him. No wonder the peasants are afraid,
as they take off their hats in passing up the valley.

They are afraid of physical pain. It terrifies them. Then they
raise, in their startled helplessness of suffering, these Christs, these
human attempts at deciphering the riddle of pain. In the same
way they paint the humorous little pictures of some calamity—a
man drowned in a stream or killed by a falling tree—and nail it up
near the scene of the accident. “Memento mort,” they say every-
where. And so they try to get used to the idea of death and suffer-
ing, to rid themselves of some of the fear thereof. And all tragic
art is part of the same attempt.

But some of the Christs are quaint. One I know is very elegant,
brushed and combed. “I'm glad I am no lady,” I say to him. For he
is a pure lady-killer. But he ignores me utterly, the exquisite. The
man who made him must have been dying to become a gentleman.

And a fair number are miserable fellows. They put up their eye-
brows plaintively, and pull down the corners of their mouths. Some-
times they gaze heavenwards. They are quite sorry for themselves.

“Never mind,” I say to them. “It'll be worse yet, before you've
done.”

Some of them look pale and done-for. They didn’t make much
fight; they hadn’t much pluck in them. They make me sorry.

“It's a pity you hadn’t got a bit more kick in you,” I say to them.
And I wonder why in England one sees always this pale, pitiful
Christ with no “go” in him. Is it because our national brutality is
so strong and deep that we must create for ourselves an an&mic
Christus, for ever on the whine; either that, or one of those strange
neutrals with long hair, that are supposed to represent to our chil-
dren the Jesus of the New Testament.

In a tiny glass case beside the high-road where the lsar is a very
small stream, sits another Christ that makes me want to laugh, and
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makes me want to weep also. His little head rests on his hand, his
elbow on his knee, and he meditates, half-wearily. I am strongly
reminded of Walther von der Vogelweide and the German medieval
spirit. Detached, he sits, and dreams, and broods, in his little golden
crown of thorns, and his little cloak of red flannel, that some peas-
ant woman has stitched for him.

“Couvre-toi de gloire, Tartarin—couvre-toi de flanelle,” 1 think
to myself.

But he sits, a queer little man, fretted, plunged in anxiety of
thought, and yet dreaming rather pleasantly at the same time. |
think he is the forefather of the warm-hearted German philosopher
and professor.

He is the last of the remarkable Christs of the peasants that I
have seen. Beyond the Brenner an element of unreality seems to
creep in. The Christs are given great gashes in the breast and knecs,
and from the brow and breast and hands and knees streams of
blood trickle down, so that one sees a weird striped thing in red
and white that is not at all a Christus. And the same red that is used
for the blood serves also to mark the path, so that one comes to
associate the Martertafeln and their mess of red stripes with the
stones smeared with scarlet paint for guidance. The wayside chapels,
going south, become fearfully florid and ornate, though still one
finds in them the little wooden limbs, arms and legs and feet, and
little wooden cows or horses, hung up by the altar, to signify a cure
in these parts. But there is a tendency for the Christs themselves to
become either neuter or else sensational. In a chapel near St. Jakob,
a long way from the railway, sat the most ghastly Christus I can
imagine. He is seated, after the crucifixion. His eyes, which are
turned slightly to look at you, are bloodshot till they glisten scarlet,
and even the iris seems purpled. And the misery, the almost criminal
look of hate and misery on the bloody, disfigured face is shocking.
I was amazed at the ghastly thing: morcover, it was fairly new.

South of the Brenner again, in the Austrian Tirol, I have not
seen anyone salut