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‘e arrived early 1926. /hile Kirtley was making his arrangements, ! got in

toueh with P.R. Stephensecn, whom I had known in urisbane and who was now =
‘nodes schrlar?ﬁxfnrd. ! keen socizlist, he had joined the Communist Party
but about this time had to resign, to escape being sent down for propagand
among Indian students; he remained however effectively a member all the
while T knew him. TIn the summer we went to the Ile de Bréhat, off Paimpol
arittany, where I stayed onjcomplete 2 -transfation of the Satyricon, then
rejoined Kirtley in London. Our =zzreement was that ke weuld now pay me

2 small weekly sum for the work I waa doing for the firm -- though, to
keep me going during the summer and autumn, I had asked Horman for another
150, which he sent. The Press was called the Famfrolico (the Motteux-and-1U
-uhart version of Rabelais fxanlex fFanfreluche); Norman had used the name
for a fantasy-world in which he set a number of qontes drolaticues, a sort
of ibbey of Thelema. ® Yt seemed a suitale and mystifying name for us %o
uee as our Australian batile-standard. Kirtley published a second version
of our ILysistrata, printed by the Chiswick Press but in the same format as
our handprinted book. Then he began on a Pberonius, with my translation an
the hundred-odd drawings that Norman had made in 1909; but he decided that
he gouldn't bear Enplsnd any longer sand offered me the press. I at once
accepted. I had no capital whatever and very little credit: for Kirtley,
ensure he wouddn't be pursued for my debts, teld our trade-connections
what the situstion was. About this time P.R.5. was leaving Oxford and din'
want an ordinary job; he offered me his serviges as manager. Ya agreed the
sach of us would take 55 a week.

T was now living with Elza de Locre, a strange, lost, and beautiful
person, in the late twenties, who had recently left her husband, a son of
Cordon Craig. She wove all sorts of romences round herself and her origin
sut I later found she was the illegitimate daughter of a doctor and the
dsughter of a Coombe-Martin marketgardener. She dressed in trailing pre-

Zaphaelite clothes to pppfose the prevailing costume of short skirts and .

b
waigs. At her insistence I grew a Tolstoyan beard, She had = very hard
life, often §y selling herself, and not long hefore we met she had doing
:n a pather professional way to keep herself a2nd her young daughter.




Lt the time I first met her she was living with an fustralian singer; and

it was only very gradually, as severe strains Beveloped between us, that
T found out the facts of her life. TFor these first years I saw her only i
as strange, beautiful and lost, a sort of waif from my poefry, capable of
a2 fine lyricism of emotion, but continually dragged down by dark spirits.
Under my encouragement she bepan writing verses, which expressed just what)
I felt about her and which strenzthensd my comviction of her as a venus-

inearpation of poetry (a Boticelli Verms) drifting on her shell of spring-

meditation, with wild hair, across an unapprehended earth., The first

This is my loneliness, and here
amid the frightencd voices hid,
I gee the eartl, as in a maze
\ iowelled lamps hung from my mind.

viece she wrote mas a quatrain: !
|
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T had no intention of leaving Janet but I succumbed to Elza with her
frail charm,her pitiful and yet proud appeal.

P.R.5. and I managed to carry on with the Fress, gontinually getting
books out just in time to ward off creditors. Amomp the works of mine
that we did were translations from Greek and Latin: lysistrata and

TkRlesiagousai (Yomen in Parliament) doée in similar format, the Satyric-

on, Propertius, Theocritos, Homeric Hymn to Aphrndite, Catullus, “arondas,

Ausonius; there were also Farlno Taliero, Helen Comes of Apge (three plays)

» Hereward, the Pass ~ionate Neatherd (lyrics)y in prose Dionysos and

William Blake: Creative #ill 2nd the Pro phetic Image {two editions, the
second with an extra chapter on the Prophetic Books). e also did & full

collection of MeCrae's poems and Slessor's Darth-Visitors; comnlete

sditions of Beddoes and Cyril Tourneurj a number of reprints that I

-dited, 3ir John Harrington's Medgmorphosis of Aiax (through which I came

to ltnow Peter Warlock), John Eliot's Parlement of Pratlers, the letters ni
the Pirst Farl of Chesterfield, @& series of Bedlamjite poems of the |
17¢h century, Loving Mad Tom; also Norman's Hyperborea and ladam Life's T
iovers (in which he set out to show how his gods interfered @n the leves ?
of their chosen ones, and to deal with the problem of creative advance
and breakdown): Nietzsche's Antichrist, translated by P.R.5.; poems hy

skelton, William Morris, Byren, Herrick. In 1828-~9 we published six
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issues of a periodical the London Aphrodite (the title a defiant joke

"
&imed at pontifical London Mercury), which we announced at the mukmsek

outset was to last only a year. We had felt the need of a larzer audi-

ence than we could reach with limited editions. The Londen Aphrodite

was ignored by the literary world, but sold out; there was such a demand
that at the end we reprinted it a2nd sold bound volumes. (The only book
of the press not done in a limited number, my Blake, promptly sold out
two editions.) Agong tEg contributors were Norman Douglas, Huxley,

A

Robert Nichols, T.F. Powys, Karel Capek, V.J. Turner. Zdgell Rickword,

Bhys Dagies. (I also edited Blake's Poetical Sketches for my old friend

|
“ric Partridge, who had started his Scholartis Bress;he also published
4 book of Elza's poems with drawings by myself.) 'i

y relations with P,R.5. had begun to wear thin, and I handed over tc|

M

him the book of D,H. Lawrence's Bftings which had been offered to us, ad
thgt he could start his own pres:, the Mandrake. But now the Wall-Street
c%%is was catehing up with us 211 and the basis for the many fine presses'
of the 1920's broke down. The Fanfrolico was next to the Honesuch gn
the scale of its productions and the sales it mede; the others were far
behind. In general it may be claimed that the fine presses had done much
to raise?%ﬁgug%andards of English book-production.

With the departure of 2.R1.8. I:Eg;ided to hadd the sales over to a
wholesaler and to return to hand1rinting. I installed a press in the

ety i
basement of a West Hampstead house and did much of the setting and , e

epei, aided by a pressman whom I employed. Throughout the years T had
“one a large number of translations as well as editing and reseamch:
all the proof-reading as well as minor jobs in the office such as tyingn
up pareels at a publication-date. After the Satyricon all the books were
designed by me; sometimes I drew out each vage. e were the first to

v Kaavaiv . )
4se Polyphilus or Koch (in a book), and, in handsetting, Walbaum, in

Sngland.imong the books T set and helped $p print were Herondas,

.y 5 ol - o 1 ¥
or'is's Guevere, & second book of Elza's toems, AM=mmius Festival Prel-

ddes by Gordon Botbomley, Chesterficld's Letters, and llorgan In Jamaica .
This last book was by my brother Philip, who had now come over from

Agsiralia, with a poem by myself and reproductions of rirate-paintings
°Y Ray: the only book in which we thre: collaborated. T was setting a
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selection of Davenant's poems T $ad made, when the Press ended; we also

had set part of a version of Thus Spake Zarathustra by Brian Penton. I had

commissioned a new version of Balzab's Contes Drélatiques from Phil, and

Douglas Garman was working on ﬁachi%gii%&'s rlays. I had in mind as future
publications many out-of-the-way 17th century works as well as editions
of the works of Wyatt, Skelton, Donne, Rochester, Plato; and I had some
ideas about new ways of doing Blake. Alan Odle, Tionel Ellis, and Bawden
had uﬂ'& illustrations for me. e were thus broadening out.
I had become friendly with Warlock, Norman Douglas, Liam O'Flaherty,

idgell Rockword, Robert Graves, and to a lesser extent with Huxley; and

I had much contact with D.H.L. near his end. In Octcber 1928 I had gone to
spend a fortnight with Norman Douglas in Florence, where I missed meeting
D.H.L., who had Eggg—tu South France, but saw several of his paintings
left with Orioli. I urged the holding of an exhihition, and I think that
my suggestions had much to do with Lawrence's decision, though he had
slready, I found later, discussed the matter with the Warrens. In any
event he did much of the arrangements through me, asked me to check the
way the pictures were hung and so on, to read the pgroofs of his essay

and make sure he was correct about Henry VIII and syphilis. He also offer-
ed me +the publication rights; but I did not take these up. I h&ﬁed them
over to P.R.5., who had called on him in France, partly to give him a

zpod financial start, and partly because I did not much want Engzonnected
with the Press. 1 felt sure for one thing that if the Fanfrolico combined
with D.H.L. we would be prosecuted. He was in the throes of a fierce
conflict with the wretched Home Secretary, Joynson-Hicks, and we had had
aany threatening letters and warnings for having dared to publish (in thot
tﬁ:ﬁ?%nys} such warks as Lysistrata and the Satyricfion. Norman's drawings
were always liable to brins police-action upon us. (Partridpe had an
editiaﬁfsgiggaeéerely because thd work bugper was printed.) /e had our-
selves plunzed into the war against Joynson-Hicks with a verse-satire

mainly by F.R.5., in part by myself) on & miserable critic of the timeg

ames Douglas, who wiehkded much power and had declared he'd rather a

aughter of his took prussic atid than read the mildly-Lesbian novel

[

iell of lLoneliness. (The satire was entitled 3ink of Solitude,Qthe
luppint an improvised Hermes Press.) Alio wi lk  [Lgnfa. ﬁthmﬁhf P& Su
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had made a hefty attack on Sguire's moralistic venoms, especially with

reference to xkiaxksxhe notices he had given ycherley and Lascelles i

Abercrombie's Pheenix., However it was not just fear of prosecution that
deterred me from deing D.7.5.'s paintings; I stkll felt a considerable
amecunt of distaste foft}crm of sex-mysticism, though T recognised the
great power of much of his writing . For Norman, \ristophanes, or Petron-
ius I should have been ready to go to the stake.

However, I was strongly affected by one of D.HAl!s leiters, #s alse by
one from Freud, whom I had asked to write an¢ introduction to our Thus

Parathustra. D.,H.L. wrote something like: "Give up writing all this muck
&£ nd

about love. Leave it to the 3ashy Sitwells. You're right in what you hate.!
Stick to that and you'll get somewhere. Stop the love slush. Stiek to your
hate. That's what's real ani good and creative in you.” (I scon after lost
the letter.) Freud, who had read the copy of Dionysos I sent him, mildly

rebuked me by sugpesting that I should get in touch with Louw Salome and

LEge ]

discuss directly her relations with Nietzsche. I had forgotten that she
beocame a disciple of his; her episode with Nietesche had seemed far back
in history. 1 reread what I had written about her, and I was gruck by its
cocksure sweeping tone. I felt a revulsion from the way that llorman and I
had scattered judgments right and left, often on extremely inperfect con=-
siderations, concerned only with making persons and things fit with
effective symbolism into our preconceived structures.

2
But D,H.L.'s diatribe an! Freud's rebuke would not have had the effect of
unsettling me if I had not already moved far from our Sydhey positions. In|
carrying the Fanfrolico aesthetic into distant and enmemy terrtory, I had
steadily begun to change my perspectives, even if still eclung to our '
central aesthetic idea. Almost at once T.ondon began to make me feel the

|

disturbing pressure of clasa—dplfferentlatluns as I had never felt them 1ni
%ﬂ ﬂ‘&t-u-r Ih’ sl '\nhhﬂ{h

fustralia. There were even still many beggars dehees and the

effect of grime and decay in the streets, the buildings tnemelves, could

not but depress and antagonise an ‘ustralian. I arrived shortly before the

Jeneral Strike of 1926; and though I understood practically nothing of wee




what lay behind it, I felt a vast uprush of sympathy as I saw it cuming.‘ K
ug The night before it began I went roaming restlessly about in the pubs ¢
of Fleet Street, listening to the talkers. Finally, worked on by the beer
and the whole atmosphere of excitement, I butted into a pgroup of printers
with a speech appealing to them to stand fast and defy the State. My
remarks must have been fervid and anarchistic; for one of the group

shouted that I was an agent pncvaé}eur, and I had to make a hasty getaway
on & convenient buss I wrote an essay on the possibilities of radical
change in such & situation, which ﬁwﬁ_ the hollowness of Wellsian €
Utopias by bringing“ﬁut a seEpdey conceete confrontation of the inhuman and
the human elements in our society. Hovever naively I ﬂ%ﬁfit, I think I
was putting my finger on the heatl of the matter. I sent it to the Mawkl
Guardian (which had published an essay of mine, Travel * Narrows the

Mind) and the Statesman, and of ¢ourse had it rejected.

Then when P.R.5. joined me, I had his communist presence khzxm in the '
firm. Hot that he talked much politics to me; for he considersd that poets
were spoilt by becoming too political. Yet he introduwed me to Mayakowsky
25 well as Essenin and Blok. He knew Russian fairly well, and did much :
to produce the first Gnglish versiom of Tenin's Imperialism; I knew a |
littlgiuﬁggﬂhiis aid T tried to do several poems by Mayakovsky, without |
satisfying myself. However I felt I did better with Essenin and Blok, and

S
I printed versions of them in the London Aphrodite. The mood of rebellion

zept on coming back to me at a certain stage of beer. One afternocon, with

Warlock, I harangued a group of locals on a Kentish f@reen, pretending that !

they were peasants assembling to hear Jghn Ball. ggi?day, with P.R,5, at

Cxford, I gave another speech to some young workers on the need to over-
throw their ghastly upper-class of gentlemen, while at the same time resp- .
ecting true culture. A thesis that clearly left the c¢hap I singled out }

o ! : =
o particulatr formy message in a state of extreme confusion, Often, when

I had enough beer aboard of me,; I informed F.R.5 that next day I was going’

to join his party; but he always laughed at me and made no effort to "
o 1k . . . ) "

sncourage me 2L morning. Another communist I cage te knew and like was A

“harles Ashleigh, who delighted me with his I.W W. songs; and for a time

g

-
r
I meditated broadsheets for them, together with Coclkney ballads sung by a |

I




girl who had been working in Arcos. Finally T became very friendly with a
young and talented peoet, Philip Owems, who was at that time a communist.

In the london Aphrodite 28 P.R.3. wrote what was meant to be a tribute,

though in Marxist t=rms, to Bakunin:

«=+ Stalin seasks to stabilise the new regime. 7o such a climax of realism
even the most hersically-carried-through revolution must come. Here is
ne work for herepes, flaming at the head of phalanges. Exit the Bakunin-
principle, exit Trotsky. Znter Stalin, upstage, sits at desk guietly,
works... It is the {rue greatness of the greatest revolutionary of them
all, Lenin, that he could adapt himself, with overihdlming commonsense,
to changes on a changing revolutionary situation...

(But] Comiunism, &n its own most fundamental hyvotesis, cannot stand
still, but must develop. Develop to what? To practical Anarchism, no less;
Lend it is then that Bakunin will have the last laugh. 7,

In the same essay he may be said to have founded Narxist literary ciitic-

ism in England by applying lLenin's !eft-Ving Communism te D.WT.I., noting

xk his characteristic petty-bourgeois confusions and wvacillations, his
playing at revolutien. A

In 1929, in my essay in the last number offﬁandnn Aphrodite, T

declared:

rﬁatinnalism exists now only as a reactionary principle. With the arrival

| of the proletarian revolution the human horizén has been so far extended
that we are forced back insistently in individuality as the sole universal
principle (i.®, in the sphere of experience of course, not of cheating).
The politicel variztion between Henry ord and Nikeolai lenin is not the
most important one == the chasm in intellect between the two does not

need stressing: no one is likely to mistake Ford for even a human being.
The true conflict, which however must express itszelf in ths astrugsle for
the cohtrel of the instrument of production ond distribution, narrous
itseld dowh to the guestion: Which party will centralise its organisation 1
on the needs of the indijvidual, his ripght to exzperience...

The bolshewiki are in my opinion 2 genuine expression of the rowvan
constructiveness. In any case the russian revolution displays a huges and
happy uprush of the human spirit; and this brimming worldtide of new |
energy is to bes seen even in the reactionsry military dictatorships among
the latins and the commercial dictatorship of the TUnited States. Snsland,
bogged in the product of its own cunning snd so now its own dupe, remains
putgide this hurry of enersy, whether of the constructive russian kind or
the sporadie american. It is among this international expammicon that the
poet must find his vindication of lorce.

F.R.5. might well have extended his analysis of petty»huurgﬁis confusions
3 shit LTI W PV )
to this essay. (amp might defend the first paragraph nkuﬂgzihELénnaa that

socialism alone can release true individuality in a world of acute alien-



aud
ations. But in the second paragraph we see a blurred linking of amY al;?

state-forms which jettison the illusions of Tiberal Capitalism. Fascisnm
made much of its appeal to intzllectuals by denouncing the lies ant hypoc:
risies of that stage of capitzlism, but the imposition of naked force by

?M-‘u._
monapoly-forces was the opposite of thefoverthrow of the class-state, afte

gz2igew, Still, with all its confusions, my formulation can be taken as thi
first one made in the English intellectual field sinee William-Horris
days of the decisive importance of total acceptance of the working-class
revolution by the writer and artist Such a formulation has nothing in com
on with the eclectic and superior attitudes of men like Shaw and Wells; i:
foreshadowed the movements of the 1930®s and already went further than noi
of the antifascist intellectuals of those later days.

However I was still far from understanding my own words and all tha
they implied. Let us glance back over my Fanfrolico writings.

5 !

In generzl T had carried on our notion of the primacy of the creative
image. Despite the changes that began in me with my arrival in England T
printed Dionysos without altering its repudiations of any social partisan.
ships. But the little book I wrote on Blake in 1926 (published 1927)
concentrated almost entirely on the guestion of the imagination. The only
other point in it that could be linked with Dionysos was a mild chiding o
Blake for an ebsessive use of Jesus ag a symbol. But this objection wes
moral rather than zoeial in its colouration; both P.R.3. and I felt one
of the finest things about the SovietUnion was the anti-religious tone of
its eulture; hence our agreement in publishing the Antichrist with =zome o
Norman's aﬂtlﬁhrlatiiﬁuarﬂ 1nﬁ%i “’ﬂg;ilﬁdhl&ﬂ&ih . » In his Bakunin
essey: P.R.5. wrote:

«»+ the British Communist Party for years put the soft pedal on anti-god
propaganda, as "®acticae" to avoid estranging the Clydeside Roman Cathelie
ind $his is the reductic_  ad absurdum of tactics, because the war agains

relizion can never he relaxed by & revolutionary party, not even after th
irevﬂlutiﬂn and certainly not before. The exjposure of religion is almost
the essence of the ideclogical attack upon capitalism; just as its prop-
lagatdon, by the journalism of deans, community . hymn-wailing at faootha
matches, wireless bromdcasting of church services, and newspsaper stunting
of piffling "prayer-book' controversies, is escential to the buttressing
of capitalism,
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One morning he rushed into the office to abnounce joyfully that ILunacharsk
had banned the production of an opera with strong religious colourations;
thought it excellent that Christipsity, after havinflhaﬁ%ed, suppressed,
and crushed so many expressions for a milleniwm and a half, should itself
get some suppressions. This was a very sectarian viewpoint, but it brings
out how, by concehtrating the polemical side of Dionysos against relizioen,
I had built a bridge over to certain aspects of P.3.3.'s comsunism. But I
still had read nothing of Marx and had no idea of his theoriees beyond the
fact that he condemned capitalism, I did howe?ert?%ad a copy of the 18th_
Bramaire which ER.S5. had, and gained a respect for his capacity to write
contemporary history. In due time this reading was to have a further effec
Hlake, them, dealt zlmost wholly with the dotctrine of the Imagination
which could be brousht very close to what had been set out in Diomgsos.
I opensd with an accoéunt of the transformative powers of the poetic mind,
using the poem in a letter to Butts which describes the Wistle turning int
an 01d HMan:

Every image is a star, and obeys & law of gravitation by which it Bux weld
together the atomic material of its substance, emotional and aesthetic,
around its central point of radiating fire, which is at once both an
emotional and an sesthetic accreftion and sometihing transcending either:
a unity which comes from the psyche of the individual creator, the sole
home of unity. Every poem refills the furnaces of the sun. Operating from
a higher condition of space where such chemic¢al transmutations of elements
are possible, if one were handed a bundle of beading energies auch as the
Homeric Bpics, one could construct an earth in five minutes, whatever
fine minutes are in eternity -- & problem on which geologists do not seem
to be able to agree.

But though a work of art can ultimately be explianed only in terms of
itself, yet we may explore much of the activity that produced it.

5,

Vore ¢tress is laid on direct experience than in Dionysos.

f%ﬂ annihilates enually the attitddes of Neo=Platonism, Christianity, or

| Materialism, by merely sayinz: ALl the body is soul, though not all the

fsoul is body.

| The Image is Resurreckion. Cut of the body, this ruined and shabby bit
of spirit, we must build up the Jewelled gardens of eternity. The body,
therefore, instead of being depreciated, has & new and tremendous value
set upon it. It is no longer a kind of anchor of dirt to which the bobbing
sonl is tethered, It is the soul itself as projected inte three dimensiona
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space; and {resdom can only be found by forging into the consciousness A
images that transcend, while including, all the properties of that condit- -
ion of space. For any higher development must include this life, as two
dimensionsal space is included in three dimensional; it cannot airily
rroceed on some new and abstract structure of life.

Put experience itself involved a conflict between two opposites, and must
proceed, not by destroying one of them but by resolving the conflict in a
higher unity.

=

Pity is the hurt of love; and therefore if love is to be whole it must

rise above pity. Here is another trap of agony, of division, for the spirit
It must be continually rifted by vity, yet it must never succumb %o it. ThS
must banish pity by summoning ike sense of joy in life to vanguisi and [
include the sorrowing image, and so to transfigure it from a source of
dissolution inro a dynamic affirmation. On the one side lies ingensitivity,
which certainly saves one from a sense of things pitiful, but at the same
time dries up the springs of delight. On the other side is the flabby
|submission to life's misery, or any surrender that irrevoeably tinges

(the soul wit} darkness or smothers the laupghters of desire.

The concern with pity in Dionysos and Blake had behind it my cofipunctions

about my mother, whom I had in effect deserted in the return to the father

and who been falling into a state of despair after her divorce -- partly

because she felbt that she had lost any resl relationship with her sons,

especially with me, the eldest. liow uéi% her fizure lurking mmsEi uncomsol-

ed in the back of my mind there was added that of the fallen angel in
 Elza: her poem Childhood:

Between the branches

I look down on & garden

go full of humen faces

and angels flamed with wings
lying in waiting thsre,

It was so very long ago

that Farth first claimed me for his bride

and trampled out esach blossom

and dashed my soul against the wihds r
to float with thin hands

through the secthing trees. E
4nd always I would lose my way |
and stumble over totting minds,

tree-roots in the darkness, thorns everywhere,

and mancroves thrusting their fingers

into my wounds; and then

a small fire like & moonstone

rrew up in the distance f
]intﬂ ovening winps of light
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where my heart throbbed, and I said: e
If that light's throb stops, T am dead. e

I leaped the garden wall
and there were #our great angels
with candles in their hands.

ler diction had been somewhat affected by mine, but the character of the

Poems was all her own and it deenly moved me.

« p—

[Blake uses two contrasted symbols to express these two conditions that
beset the soul. He calls them Spectre and Emanation. The first is all that
tends to harden, to parch, to lose vital contact with life and set up an i
intellectual or moral abstraction in place of the living image. The other
is all that tends to loosen, to weaken the bonds of indsviduality, to
dissolve it in the common and glucose mass of life. Cruelty and Pity are
¢xamnples of these severed and self-destréﬁive halves of the soul; and both
4are excluded, or rather included harmoniously, by the prond joy of the |
|self-contained spirit w ich pities out of its power and exults in nEReas
incontaminated power for all its pity. That is at once both cruel and pit-
\¥ing, and neither. The two angles of emotion are equally lost and held in
the synthesis of self-responsible individuality, which looks both
outwards and inwards, and has & sustaining knowledpe of joy that Bives it -
equipoise though the world's chazos of pain is beating on its doors from
one side, and personal despair pacing up and down the other.

Blake has moments when he seems to think the greatest peril is to be
found in the spectre, moments when the guileful sobs of the emanation
seems the call of death's siren. He changes as the emotional revolt within
nimself, threatening to upset the harmonic state of his soul, threatens
to tear up the roots of life itself.

———

The issue of exmistential choice, of realising &t every moment of conscious-
ness the total pressure of the universe and of objectifying it in an

action, an image, is more stressed than ever.

|Urizen did not cloud and petrify on the deep at any given time; he did so
when Blake's body was formed in his mother's womb, when mine was. Los made
no mik mythically past effort to retrieve that universe of congealing )
horror; he made that effort in every poem that has been written, in every
attempt to arrive at self-mmaszisusness knowledge, in every effort that

aas in any way built into the consciousness of man. But t:ough from one ¥
side he represents the accumulative effort of all self-expression, as
Urizen represents the whole general condition of cleft eternity, they have n
realiby only when they appear in the individual spirit. Blake desires ever <
to give cosmic dimensions to the tiniest cry of emotion, to see in every |
bubble of delight the newly hewn sun expanding in the void, and to found
heaven and hell between supper and bedtime. Nothing is teo vast or too
small to exuyress the soul's careless clarities.




[ Hvery man's life is the 6,000 years which it takes to creat

| Last Judgment shatter earth to fregments every time an indi¥idua
expression is defined; for every new image begins life anew. lou
is located in my soul, and that dimstrous voice peals forth eve
sumit to an abstract condition, and T am the Moses who receives
swaddling evil of the Law. I hang nailed on the cross of my muti
I am crucified afresh every day. fvery day the angels rebel in h
end fall with giddy terror into the depths of my mind.

It is small wender that few men can live 2t such an intense
of feeling. Life and Death, ILife and Death, nothing but Life and
‘nd Life is not something ex$ernal, the political or social syet
city of flame, which, though the first quiver of the imuninent ca
already shakes the ground, has a stability disdaining stones and
the merest dust of the wind. It ia feverishly aspiring, sullenly
And there is no peace: life is eternally in danger. If I fail, t
goes blind in the socketing sky. Who dares live with this heurly
iomgness of life, of destiny with its fingers twined in the hzir
hears forever in the air Nietzsche's sheut: "Ebernity is at stak

The central nature of contradiction is stressed, and is seen to
2 head in the question of Time. Time for us is both mechanistic
time, which, lacking all quality, can go backwards as easily as
and a concrete oneway-movement. Similarly Space can be analysed
infinitely small components (as the physicists of the particles
ioing) or it can he grasped as a significant sspect or element o
oneway evolutionary or developmental process. We live and move

Ry
spacey but it _as time that we realise the universe as moving, ch

e, complete, y

and destroy an e¢arth... every s ire of ecstasy in time ig that period,
when the tail and mouth of the serpent eternity meet. The Trumpets of the

1.

nt Binai
ry time I
the

lated self.
eaven

I
|
i
&
pressure ]
Death! a
em; but &
taclgsn 'r
brick as }
dying.
he sun !
consc=-
? YWho
e
come to &
clockwork-
forwards,
into its |
have been |
f a ¢
in time-

anging,

oreaking up, concentrating on new levels of organisation. I had been seek-

ing to define this nature of time-space in my imagery, as we hav
through lyric dissclutions and redintegrations, through the trag

of larino, who, giving himself up wholly to hate, finds that tim

% ¢ 7
one real enemy. In Blake I statedthese contradictions in an ide

here is a ridiculous dilemma, a baffling and terrible banality,
ore of life. To it we shall respond with a tormented rebellion,
owards; with a gay contempt, if we are not. 1t is the paradox o
f we are on earth, to achieve eternity, we can do so only by a

nd complete experience of earth; therefore, we submit to a very
experieNeexenxeERrkk adventure inprder to prove that there was no
it. If life is immprial, we had identity before birth and allow
%0 be involved in a lengthy and ponderous proof that we know the
know. As I can never become another than myself, every poem I
shut already in my head, and yet I will po through endless di
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Fo pretend to myself I am creating something when I am merely extracting
it by a process of dentustry. If we seek to regain the blissful unity of

the soul, its perfact harmony, we can only do so by riveting its identity J
with self-knowledge, and so making it for ever a thing px apart, precipit-
ating conflict by its very existence... And so on.

There is this paradox at the heart of all thought. But though we cannot J
transcend its antinomies in our consciousness, we do so in every act of
creation. For if the nihilism of the intellect were real for the whole of |
our spirit, it would act as a sterilising factor and all"Epontaneity of ;
life die out in us. But by travailing in the ruthless ecstasy of creatoon
We pive a concrete denial of the abstract dilemma. This dichotomy of the
infyellect Blake calls Doubt: If the Jun and loon should doubt, Thev'd
imnediately go out. Consequently, as we only perceigve the ankinomy with
olir consciousness and we make the act of creation with our whole being,

We can only conclude that our consciousness is a very imperfect instrument
and that if we were able to view the guestion from some higher concentrat-
ion of our forces, we would find that tis contradiction were reconciled.

—
The way in which I was already drawing away from Norman is to be seen in

my resuming the attempt I had begun before my—bgaamxﬂﬁ his discigle,; of

trying to understand, not merely denocunce, the modernist developments in
art and poetry. I wrote:

It is curious that sucl movements as those of French painting during the
last century, which consist largely of sencialisations in certain aspects
of the creative function rather than in an effort to achiéve a symthesis
of all its enerries, should follow so shortly after Blake's demonstration
of the mind'e division. Géﬁanne, for instance, takes that part of the mind
which has a constructive sense of volume, of colour-planes, and by hanging
like a limpet (to the exelusion of almost every other part of the creative
vision) produces an art highly specialised and effective in its area. Van
Zogh does the same by unbaring certain pulsing undulations of rhythm; the
Futurists and Cubists, in different ways, focused their atlention on
certain architectonic elements: patterns of abstract movement and patterns
.Ef chipped-up tone; and 50 on .

A wery imperfect analysis, but at least she start of an attempt to look )

at the works for what was rezlly there, not to smudge them out with exces-
give pgeneralisation. The main idea, that of a steady movement from a i

total rezlisation (in fact Cdzanne's aim) te abBtractedaspects or fragmen-nJ
2
I

tations of that realisation, was, I still think, fundamentally correct.
In the last diapter, "The Colour-Image and the Future,' I tried to anal-

yse what seemed to me the full, aesthietic working-out of Blake's positions:

in effect what T had been %¥xx seeking to do in poetry.

&

Tzke this line by Sir Thomas Yyati: Iike bended moon that leans her
lusty side. That has the authentic concehtrates of fuszed sense, an image




where form serves rather to hold the colour than colour to vivify the furm.J
In Hlake's idiom, pure form is a condition of the spectire, pure colour

of the emanation; only when the two meet in un image of conerete emotion
| 1 the dualism transcended, If yatt had written: The moon hung over me
‘ike a bending gmirl, we should not pet the colour-image. Tt is thes unexp-
ected conjunction of bended and moon which pives the divided sensation,
half the pale rim of the moon, half the sudve line of a nk noked girl. We
zre not quite sure which is uopermost in our mind: the stony light of the
moon softening into & pirl's side or the flesh's curve trembling back to
the moon's hardness. This suddon mingling of two images produces & molten
| state of the senses as op-osed to the less dynamic co~ordination in the
f'ﬂrm-im.: 5& -

It is b4t a short step from melting two visual images together to fusingz
imprescions of different senses, and so the potentialities of the colour=
image become infinitely enticing. Bloke prepared the hyvpothesis of this
form of mental activity, though he did not venture there much himeelf.
| #is menthod was not to create the matrix of the image in which the senses
poured their es ences. All the matrices in his mind were eracked, and the |
senses that should have mingled and run together into clear shapes of
brauty, dripped out, falling away in coils of gesticulating smoke. But
he shows us the effort of the self to achisve the new synthesis; and it
is only in the cloddy and suffused outline of his forms as they seek to |
Join with each other that we see much actual expression of mesthetic
correspondencies. Tor the definition of the spiritual state however see a
roen such as The Hental Trayeller.

It is perhaps worth mentioning here that the womb of all these broken
efforts is the first two books of Paradise lost, the one place where an
exposure of the true bhasis of MNilton's mind intrudes. The cavern of

racked darkness is Milton.
=

I was trying to show Blake as composing the hypothesis from which symbol-
iste poetry developed, Keats made a biz step with lines like: Delicious

symphonies, like airy flowers, Budded and swell'd, and,full-blown,shed

full showers Of light, soft unseen leaves of sounds divine." Beddoes

strongly built ox such bases with lines like' ... live in the pyre of )

its kiss-coloured leaves." Thus the mind wnquers the vastnesz of space,

partly by filling it with a dynamic image, partly by merging the close
i ealey .
with the far, flower with star. As & sort of paredy I Jgﬁehu? the line:

the feathery bricks blossoming on the furred sea. To make this zesthetic-

b

B -

ally effective in our response:

'we should have to merge the picture of the feather-ends of foam with that
£ the broken squares and roufds of the sea paved flatly with melting foam
3 note the similarity of a white rose glittering and the téssing heads

of tasselled foam, and register a sensation of the soft mush of foam wheree
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it piles up in a racing edge of ermine; these images of phume and glassy W
cube and curling petal and richly churning fur must be disentangled and
then related back to the tumbling water; further the relation of the ‘
various imeges to the whols roll and turn of a wave must be seen; and
the sense of these relations must be so strons that all sense of discord
must be overcome. The fact that a brick is zctuslly unlike a feather must
be slurred over by & mind that moves so rapidly ¢kzt in the timepsegusnce -
of the image (the slither of racing foam followed by the torn and
Stretching lace-pattern) that the contradiction of giving a stone plumage
ng

Teather to brick visually and yet remaining foam all the wikiXe time.
Horeover all this mutt $ake place so gquickly that the pictorizl mixture
must not unduly #xx distract but subnerge itself almost at onece in the
emotionsl movement.

Perhaps the time will come when our mental eguipment is adeguate to
such & strainj but it has not come yet. We shall be obliged to lay the
foundations 2 little more patiently awhile, before we can soar to these

|

' 1

i

| is overlooked: mothing is felt except the image of foam alternating from ]
;

[

| twinkling turrets d4f sehsory complexity. Anyhow, as usual, one of Blake's ?

+luid geometries from their true actiocn.

& virtue out of one's failure.

spectres is waiting for us. Ungoverned colour-effects, merely as such, are
45 abstract as one of Wordsworth's Zeeclesiastical Sonnets. We must bind |
our stones together with the mortar of humanity, of the travailing blood,
or we shall budld no Parthenon. We shall instead build some ornately .
barogue doll¥ houses out of the overstressed nerves, and no more. To

assert that all one wants are spangled dollls houses is to pretend to make

"~
I set out my ideas in the prefaces of some of the bhooks, and artgeles in

a few periodicals; but the fullest statement of their later phase appeared

in the London Aphrodite. In the manifesto of the first number I declared,

Tt is certain that J.C. Squire and T.5. Eliot, Wyndham lewis and Dean Ea
Inge, Humbert Wolfe and Robert Graves, I.E, Cumnings and Alfred Hoyes, Mer
liaritain and James Douglas, loger Fry and William Orpen, would, if
compelled by physiesal force to read our magazine, heartily (or at least
irritatedly) dislike it. If we take any of these names in vain, we shall
apologise in due course to the prodésting owner and cheerfully pay the )
libel costs. However, while awaiting such regeneration, we declare war
gainst all academicians. whether modernistically disguised or smugly ;
official -~ against all prophets from the gutters of resentment whether

the noise pwoceeds from the mere press or exasperated theories of intell- Y|
ectualising impotence -- apainst all sentimentalists who degrade the |
emotional theme by trivially pretiy modes -~ against 211 debauchees of i
the distracted nerves or ascetics of the intellect who abstract the

=

(It will be seen that Graves and I had now differed: something to do with
%

Laura Riding.) In my essay on "The Hoderh Coheciousness,” I strove to

develop the mpre serious attitude to contemporary culture that I had -4

L] ] = - m " . & =
begun in Blake. There w&R still too mueH oversimplified summaries of
-

— - = e




complex aspects of culture, the lucky (or unlucky) hit-ot-miss, but with
more attention to facts. "Philosophy marched from abstraction to abstract-
ion, the only conclusion of which could be Hume's pertinent use of logic

to sever all the knots of divine law, with the S3cotch Common-sense Philos-
opers tying them up again with penny bits of string. Kant, a great dnstruy-!
er with a disguise of infinitely tortuous terminelogy, destroyed metaphysig
by carrying to a logical precision far ahead of any predecessor the proofs i
for the existence of Cod and then calmly annihilating them. Frightened at
this vast god-slaughter, he resuecitated the deity with 2 salve of moral ri
proof; but even then found himself floundering back into danger wikk in

The Critique of Judgment (which consequently nobody reads) and gavs up the

task. However his work remsined, its stimulus, behind the deadening veils
of style, votally destructive. Hegel carried on this work, supplanting for |
the first time since the Hellenes the abstract universal with the human
complex: his dialectic bored down into the human process as significance. .
His limitations do not matter here. Bnough that he saw human actieity as
reality. On to this scene arrived Nietzsche.!

Nietzsche was seen as synethésising all philosophy from Plateo to
Hegel. Then we jumped into the contemporary situation with Wyndham Lewis.
He "is very vague as to primary causes or definitions, but any thinker
in whom he can discover the stigmata of Time-process is proclkaimed part
of a Camorra to undermine stability and cast it into the sea of hunpgry

gensation. Seeing a decade of fluctuous fools, he decides wisdom must lie
in a stony mechanism of intellect. Hietzsche is gligppsed only a2s a frenz-
ied megaphons in the distance, a2 Hunnish outlaw announcing Foree. Bergson i
serms the MNoses whose wand tapped the stone and set the cascades of Time

frathing around modernity's flippant ankles..." After discussing the var- ¥
ied thinkers whom Lewis lumped togsther, I turned to Bergson, who

5

"attemptad to create a vision of the creative surge of life, and, missingrﬁ
the subtle antithetical values behind the most dithyrambic of Hietzsche's:
utterances, he fell himself into the surge. Seeking to add 3pirit to
Darwinism, he largely did not nothing but give a pseudo-Poetical version

of Evolution excitedly dissppearing down its own wobtices of rhythm. Sinw e
the antithesis of energy is only abstractly perceived, the rhythm of Time

(a fine conception if finely handled) becomes as abstract a process as



any mathematical computation. For there is an irrationzl abstraction as <

well as a rational one. Similarly his effort to define free will (though }
again made in the right direction) e&nds in only a flushed inversion of 1
Determinism. Beginning with an effort to show the act of Spirit, he ends ]
by showing act as a hectic mechanisation of Spirit.”

i
Then T turned to the Lwo whom I took as posijive thinkers: Fpeud and

Einstein, "Nietzsche proclaimed that the individual is, in essence, all
desire; and Treud has demonstrated this negatively, by showing what happ- @5
eng if he fails the immanent desire of self. Finally, in Devond the [
Pleasure-Principle, Frewd reaffirms the terrifying third essay of the !
Genealogy of Morals, showing that all man's life is a cuarve towards death:
two forces alone defying that curve -- one, blind: sex; the other: consc-
iousnéss." My interpretation of Einstein was yet wilder. I saw him as
ending the old certainties of measurement; the fixed point must be scught
in new dimensions, in new wholes of comprehension . "For the judgment of
the self to have validity it must at one and the same time arrest the flux
by a unified conception and yet keep contact with all its relations.™

Then came poetry. Milton was seen as the creator of false rhythm and
diction, which for long arrested poetic development. "Michelangelo at the
heart of the Renaissance had tried to distort its rhythm with a Gothie
dispersal of energy in torment. Milton did the same now to Fnglish puetryf
To overcome this setback the poet had to regain the Nenascence (Shakes-
pearean) consciousness with a further synthesis, which ‘was Musie." Here
comes a discussion of the Colour-Image. A similar situation on painting
had ‘its conflicts resolved by Turner. 'He used light as an explesive, mix-
ing it with his landscaves to blast them to pieces, hoping to catch their
significance at the moment just as the explosion irradiates the forms." Al
Thus he begueated difficult problems, which various painters from Delacroisf|
to Ceézanne, Van thhf:'lf‘uturishF Cubisk, have sought to overcome. There wer;"

many achievements but an over-all breakdown of the integrative faculty,

The masterly union of tone and rhythm in, say, Rubens' Munich Bacchanal

is not force to them because, having read about force in scientific books,
they can only conceive it as graphs or diagrams, angles hitting one anoth- &
L er. They do not see that the Bacchanal conquers time by catching energy




up into a completed rhythm, so that our response to the work does not show
us a group of static figures, but sends Silenus stapgering into our own
experience -- the completion of Rubens!' experisnce in the rhythm makes us |
2lso feel our whole life (now become drunkenness) moving into the exper-
ience of the picture and returning revotalised back inte our own selfs
delighting. |

No, to Marinetti, a picture consisting of one ear, an eyebrow, a
matchbox, the facade the man looked at five minutes ago, and a beer- .
bottle label, joined together with spirals, would be a far truer synthesis
of Dionysos.

Rubens, then, inteprated in Beauty the spipitual signifteance of
energy: the modern seeks to disintegrate its physical constituents. Having
new a stavic mode of volume and & static mode of flux and force, we
advance to Cubism, which applies the method of the latter (cutting-uvp of
| forps) to the flat definition of the first. This done, all that is left

' is Blague.

Rodin however was praised, though, "trying to synthesise Michelancelo
and Praxiteles, he only succeeded in bringing an irritetion inte the

heart of his love." Then came Music. Beethoven's symphonies "hear one
acrdss the whole experience af an earth, at every point relating the ind-
ividual experience to the generic symbol." In the sonatas and quartets
are expressed ''the personal reactions from the necessity defined py i
those symbols of desire and joy -- the suffering, the weariness, the
reveries, the bitterness, the self-contempt and self-renewal... anger |
always resolved on the note of unconouerable delight, which is robbed of |
any smup shallowness by the omnipresent anguish of scepticism, a sedf-
mockery never permitted to become sterilising.” (In Sydney I had written |
a poem of some 500 lines on the Iamk qéharp minot Juartet, Opus 131, in |
which I attempted to brinc what I thus congfdered the meaning, plus ¢
changes in rhythm, imagery, and,piﬂgiigﬂt to define the musical chanpes.) |
The form is so compact that no critical pin can penctrate the decision
of its tonal values; but its chief charascteristic is the resilient energy
of the meles which, though constructed of very simple units, zives the
effect of infinite length and diversity, steppine from horizon to horizon
utterly free of space. Also the physical genesis and rewoil of the 8
Agapge is always perfectly understood; human gesture and intonation are
| the basis of this melos, the Diony&ian dance its mode. |
Wagner is diametrically opposite in form. He builds always by mass;
drowning the earth with infinitely subtle and rich colour, he takes up
the beautiful sosked masses and builds titanically out of the,, draping I

them from star to star, but returning always to the clear contours of thel
hero or the heroine of kisses about whose nakedness he wrans this rich

Raades A0V *d P RARE: THAR AR SR SRS, RS S Sa S human




Wagner adds an immense duantity of realistic »urmmzex Froperties, such L
being of little value to Beesthoven's maenad purposes, but essential to the ..
elucidation of Vagner's colour-masses, to save them from becoming abstract i
volyphony.

Then I tried to show that ithe same breakdown as in paintines had occurred: M
the exvloitation of some particular asbects at the sxpense of a total 1
realisation. I overgalued .$q1 . as a parcdy of Wapner with "a desp =
sadistic compulsion' in his music; and saw Eﬁhﬁgerg with his twlve-tone
scale as the decisive turn into disintegration. {Hith Seukler in Sydney
I had worked out the concept of musisxx melodic form as based on the rise
and fall of the voice plus riythms ultimately derived from dance, with
harmony and counterpoint introducing colour-elements,®r the union or con-
fliet of other voices. e did not mean that the composer thought in terms
of voices, but that in the last resort, if his vork were emotionally true,
& human intonation, a human dance-rhythm, underlay his form. I still
believe this to be correct, though the thesis needs to bhe carefunlly form-
nlated to avoid narrow interpretatiuns.)

T then turned to contemporary poetry. The Geergians carried on the
failure of Znglish 19th-century poetry. The Hinned-out, abstractly DiBnys-
ian form of Francis Thompson and ke Housman's "human cry, very limited in
emotion, bat techniecally purified," failed to provide an effectibe basis
for their work, despite felicities in de la Mare and W.7l. Davies. The
first genuine new start came with the 3Sitwells, aware of French develop- !
ments, -but definitely Tnglish. Some forward steps had been taken Ly Sach-
eyerll Sitwell, W.J. Turner, and Hoy Campbell, while two older men,
lordon TBottomley and Yezats, had mafle important contrisutions. Yeats "has
lonm since outdistanced his early Celtie twilisht. From Ezra Poond he
learned economy of statement and has developesd a sinewy but melodious form

f lyric. Moreover, in his best plays, he has invented a feminine but
ielicately profound use of symbolism continunously relating itself back to |

iuian experience.” Bottan}y had learned from Morris's Defence of cuenevre

to build dramas, which,evading larger tanpgled themes, yel sugrestda
sassionate intensification "and a force of gesture hidden under clenched
surfaces.! flowever a nihilistic intellectuasldsm had come in with T.5.

zkziteeinatizxx Sliot. "One man of at least far bulkier stature buttr-




egses this dull synfthesis of despair® James Joyce -- though an occasional
vividly precise phrase redeems him from the dullness of the pure Intellect-
ualists." He was the anti-Rabeddis, using the excreta of experisnce for
disgust, not for delight. (A little later im an essay for the second velume
of Serutinies I saw ég'with more sympathy as a creator of the very palpab-:
ikitie s of daily life, but at rnat?@ggwéinal vast exvansion of the natural:
~&5t novel on the edge of dxtinction, using imposed symboelisn to hold
together the disintezrating material and then using the disintegration of
the word itself as a method, the associative onrineiple diverced from
purpese and calling up ghosts of myth to keddsfgive 2 semblance of struct-
ure to unconseious meanderings below the level of individual character. )
Joil.lia 1 saw as the oprosed twin of Zliot and lewis. "He wants the
loss of identity, not its hellenised -odhead. He warnts to ooze back inteo
the mud, masochistically surrenderinz to the brutal embrace of death, not

1

to shape rraxitelean statues fpom his poised delipght." 7is Iiterary
ancestry was ‘Witnan's narcism and Mmssisn masochism (cf. Dostoevsky and
Bunin'; but to the latter Lawrence adds a thick obstructicn of rerverted
poetic imagery -- the result of absorbinz the vestern musiecsl energies —-
the image of beauty flowing Hdown inte eczvernous loing." CJordrad however
initiated new possibilities of dramatic conflict, 'net the Shakespearean
wrecking cof self on an insufiiciency or blindness of the will, but the
tragic division of self (hinted at by Ibsen, etc.) -- the effort to arrive
at conscioushess of oneself, to attain an intellectual awerenessz of one's

impulses.!

“here then are the main lines of this effort to work out a chart

amgﬁﬁ_ggggtseqmed the main modern tendencies., There was still teo much of
the freadiness to define a man's whole work in terms of an anecdote about

him (Courbet) or off some isolated point (Proust) with-ut proper thought
or research. Hut taken =5 a wh le, the essay made sense in comparison wit
with the excessively generalised dicta of Dionysos: a penuine effort to
come to grips with the modern situation as a whole, seeing both the new
potentialities and the distorting tendencies of fragmentation and abstr-

dction, which I was not yet able to link with bourreois zlienation.




L
I put the conflicts and tensions of this phase in three plays, Ragnhild,

Bugcy d'Amboise, and Merevard. The first registerad the shock of meeting

Elza and taking her inside my system; the second the fuller workipg-out

of the entailed tragic conflict, with the image of dezire-death in one
-

voman; the third, the same sort of tensions in a hero torn between two

women. The tale of Ragnhild (written July-August 1526) was my own iovent-
& None

ion. Ragnhild, an Irish princess, has been carried off hyﬁFrithidf{as
his wife; she chafes apgainst his power, and works on his brother Asmund
and on a young scald Viglund. Frithiof surprises Her with Viglund and
‘he Kills him in & semi-trancée, then lets Asmuond put the hlame on
Yiglund, who is killed.(?rithinf was based on the singer with whom Elza
had been living: Asmund on another Australian, whom I had krnown at the
university and who, affer surveying in the Sudan, had been having an
affair with Dlza.)

Since my thinking was, and has continued to be, insezerable from my
dramatisation of conflict in poem, play, novel, I shall cite two passages
from Ragnhild to show the orientation now tﬂkenfthe key-imzges of love
and dsath. Marino had seen Justice as a BJﬂhn?indged beysnd the world of
men, however it agitated that world. Now it enters into the sxperience
of love,expressed in the demand that everyday life be one with the dreams
of harmony.

1Ha ild. There was & woman that the breasted lilies
guckled, and juice of moonlight erushed from apples
to tot the goul with a slows stain of dreams.

Why? That is all I want to know; and then
disdainfully to die. Justice I ask.

Tell me why stars are silver bells of silence.
Tell me why stars bring promises to me

of dawns as beautiful with a single purbose

as the straizht lunge of a trumpet's roar.

“hy have I felt the day's worn ragged light
prophesy days that spread in twinkling harmony
about the staunchless heauty of the sun?
as T have: felt my body, once or twWice,

blown out, then lit again, growing again,
unrolling in clear fumes of rounding flesh
beautiful with the curved purpose of the spirit
about the central kiss.
And tell me why
I must expiate in days of drizzling pain
this knowledge that there is a fist of power




closed in the dull glowve of the lifted sun,
and that there is a moon more lovely than the moon
like milk inside that eld gourd of silver.
Tell me, or I shall leave a curse behind
to sear the liliez that breathz out the moons
Jike puffbells goinz out on the stars' hedges.
T'11 put the stars throush sieves of the dark mind
and rub awxx the rays of beauty burring them
quite away. I'1ll kill the songs of love
that stir with the whisper of mysterious flowers
in every tingling silence. I ask Justice
hecause the sunbeams chafe against my breasts
and I can find no friend on all the earth.
Viglund. Why do you come to me?
Ragn. Because you sing
words from the spirits vhose caressing fingers
smoothed out red clay to tremble into petals,
and warved the tress out of the stately air
witd bits of mud and weed. Pecause you sing
words from the spirits that thought the curves of my bLody
and set it wandering in a loveless place.

Yigl. And they have told me also that those who find
always a shrunken sadness ag their side
instead of the toppling laaghters they invoked,
are no true lovers. 1t is themselves they see
so small beside the tall desire they fear.

They muke a pigmy of the gigantiec sun

that brawls with beauty through the sky's taverns,
because thesy cannot take the happy hands

and dance on the starting timbers of the world
thatts trodden for ever by the four gay winds.

Ragn. “hose hands do the gods offer me?

Yigl. That's for you
to learn; and when pou have marde sure of it,
clasp tightly.

Ragn. You spoke of the gay dancing-floor
that is the creaking earth. You are the first
who ever told me there was such a place.

Vigl. Yet joy was always there.

Raegn. And must I have
only the tattered winds for my companions?®
You £211 me to take the hand, my lover's, bravely...
Shall I take it
and stand as high as the sun?

Yigl. It is your duty.

Ragn. You are in the right. I have been dying in a house,
that should be climbing the adventurous hills,
soatked wmk to the brown skin with the valley-mist
and my skirt up round my waist te held the apples
we stole below. And that is where T would be.




You tell me that I go the cowardly way

to rail upon the bland and prosperous moon,

because T am poor in kisses and a sad heart.

Can this be true if I cry out to Freya:

I take the first windfall of chancy joy.

though it means in & week's time I'1ll be fsleeping with
my feet in bogwater or laying my queenly head down
not dresst a week now, that h=s been dresst each dzy
all of my life, xXExt now lyinz amid shabby leaves,
dogswort and darnel, that was used to have

pillows re-szewn with rose-petals every night

when the whim took me. Beside a tinker's fire
scenting the dawn with sharp and dewy hunger,

to take the happy hand you bid me take

and hang out dreams on sunlight as the maids

hang out the linen on the bushes to dry;

and wgar them next my skin.

ind here is a passage on death after Frithiof has been killed and Ragn-
nild is driven back into her demonic self. Kiolvor is an old ‘fan devoted
to Frithiof, who fears and hates Ragnhild.

b Kiolvor. Whom did I hear ealling? You always you.
¥ou give me no peace.
I hear you going about in the darkness
with the terrible indrawn hiss, the deepening silence
that is sound before the sound of a shriek.
parn, That iis as it should be.

Fiol. The seethe of fear
cleaying the darkness.
Ragn. T am the edge of the sword,

truly you said that; amd I am happy to be

the destroying beauty,and the fissure of lightning

splitting up the cloudy rock of the night-sky,

and the terrific storm that stamps flat

the crops of three countries so that next year

the poor perish with famine in the streets,

only that one small trickle of its delufe

may nourish a lonely wviolet under a stone ==

but that's enough. Why should the poor not die?
¥iol. They told me someone is dead. Who is dead?
Rarn., Have these two men died? I do not know.

Bodies going puffily hard, jellied with cold,

bleesding here and there --

that is not death. I am another sword,

bringing a death too hard for them to die.

iol. Tell me who is dead.
Rarn That is not death.

Or T would be walking over a e¢liff

or letting 2 poison scald me out of pain.




But that is not death. It is nothing at all.
Kisl., T have something to say. It came to me
last night in my bed as I looked out
at the beech's hulk of fading stone.
A woice said to me,
wearily it said: v
The stones and the rocks and the boulders on the hill
are men, and men are stones
growing like trees out of the wintry earth,
black huddled things
eracking the sky to bits between splayed fingers.
Aind the wind comes and smudges out the stony faces
and the rain pits them with another face
on and on for sver and for ever.
How patient all these men are, standing there
until they are ground down by the rub of darkness.
Ragn. You old woman , that is true, buwl not death either.
T talk of a death that tosses the whirled sun
into something less than the spinning glint
cored in a dewdrop.
¥iel. I see the wintry sky
flawed with the dark branches of the trees.
Ragn. Does not earth die when two mouths merge together
in a burning cave of beauty? That is death,
that only, and the death that T would die...
love potioned with warm death.
Biol. Death is here.
I smell it. Ah, some spirit claps his new hands
to try them out. Who is spesking?
Rapn. Frithief.
Kiols Quics Osas
What is it you s=ay?
How can T kill her: I am so very old...
Ragn. There on the bed you'll find him if you wish
to speak to the face you knew.
Eigl. He stands beside you.
He is not on the bed. He is at your side.
Hig face is smooth and drawn like a sheepskin,
hardly a face at all. drawn back so tight
from the thin mouth whiech is looking at you.
Basgn. Stop ¥lis.
Liols T will not. We has eyes of ice
thawing down his cheeks. He has no eyes.
They have dripped omt, but with his mouth he hates you.
Ragn.(beating her). Stop, stop.
Kiol. ok Leaye me alone, FHagnhild.
T saw the ocarg laid .on the sand,
stiff serpents of the sea copper-collared
all white and slimy gold in the sunlight,
biding their time, as I too bide my time.




It was not waves I heard bump on the shuddering wood,
it was stones rolled upon them; foam splintered
with arrow-heads, and the wind rough with gold
where the Valkyrs swoop, hooves of the clattering light
clanged on helmets -- the girls have long hair
that blows in the men's faces and they can't see
and are killed.
Ho eye can view the horses but they gleam in the water
and you can & then passing by the fhashes of the foam.
Ha, the shieldgirl slings him up.

Bagn. Who is to die?

Hiol. I shall not tell you. Keep herbagk, Frithiof.

ind xmg then at the end Ragnhild herself reaches the valkyr-exaltation,
tut her ecstatic acceptensce of death is from the side of hatred and has
as its eaprthtly reflection only fear and craft.

log. . Go to your deaths. I bid you go to your deaths.
Out, old oceanwsdragons, hurdlers of sea,
birds nesting in fire-esdges of the =zex foam,
out, you riders of death, and you sea-horses
charging the hedgy waves. Draw out and drive
among the skerries and the sea-teeth waiting
to get a bite at your under-timbers. Cut,
out, old quester nosing in ec¢ld gulfs,
sandpiper on desolate dunes of wind.
and crane that leans by some dim pool for hours
to snap the prize up and its scales of moonlight,
rangers in heron-cresks
winding on sudden noises and much gold,
secret raiders battering in the night's doors
studded with star-pails, to tzke zods by the throat
and drink the stonewvats of heaven dry of mead,
I love you, and T e¢ry here for your deaths.

0 all you gods that love me becanse T am

prouder, more unbending in my #m¥ pain

than you in contewptuous joy, zgrant me thig --
send all these long boats and all these confident men
e sea-feath or a sword-death by the month's end.
Send the lightning-worm venoming at them,

let thunder clashing halves of the sky together
break the frozen clouds up into hail

and the sea arch the manes of its hatile-waves

and send them all against each trapped ship;

or give them some happy and hopeless death

in 2 tall defile or a burning house --

or let it march foursquare and with tangled spears
clesing in to trample them utterly out
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so that when the enemy have passed over

there's only a rose tinge krmifex sodden in the soil

and little scraps of swords, to show they were.

Xill these men for me, because I love them. 1
(She drag$s up Kiolvor) :

Get up, Voice of fear and the ancient wrong

walking in darkness, guaver your farewell,

for all these men are sailing to their death.

I say they are. I say it. They shall die,

Frithiof is dead, and Viglund, amd dead too :

for ever while I draw the sun's breath,

this body which I inhabit but do not own,

since my kisses only dwell in one small tower

halfbuilt intoc the sky, and they never wassail

in the warm full rooms of flesh. Always some zhost

usurps my mouth and takes the kiss before

I can get down from that small tower of clouds.

fever again. All that is ended now.

Nothing is left but a cold eraftiness

and silence ebhing out of a wound in the ®ide.

Get up, cold woman, listen, listen io me.

Kiol, What... what is £&7
Ragn. I killed Frithioef,
»1ulvor, I killed Frithief. Langh mith me,

In Bussy I drew & reckless character who without realising half of what
he is doing, falls in love with Frangoise de Montsoreau, wife of the
King's Head-Huntsman, and is finally killed in her chamber. The peint of
the drama lay in the way in which the casual act of adultery snares him
emotionally, so that, insbead of dodging away to safety, he carries on
into the inevitable ambush. Here then I sought to express my full accept-l
ance of BElza, my struggle to transform her world of fear and broken
love. Only one passage, at the height nf?gﬁﬁyéiscuvery offﬁgggthe must

choose, whatever it entails:

‘Franc. Never again.
Bussy. When :all the shifting earth
rises in terror at you, and the light
is nothing but twisting snakes amonpg the leaves,
. then it is mine to calm the roar of space
and show you sunlight not as a fierce sea
lashing the world into tormented life,
but as the props of beauty up whose sides
the whole world s effort to grow string and single L
painfully climbs. '
TTANG . Never again, my love. }
T Tou are that tallness, like & tree of light

up which I have sougnt all of my 1fe tg elimb,
but like torn ivy bBruise upon e win
I never found its sirength.
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those days.
passiviey shown by my being ready to live in part on Janet's money. I was

drew his fairsized wealth from stocks and shares.

BE

——Bussy. 1Y HoW.ams
Frang. m111 nowé

But having ehee this knowledge T am strong.
Once I feared to die because I had
nothing to live for and so could find no meaning
in the slack thought of death, and yet T cried
often to death, often. But now, although
one part of me wants life as never it did,
ancther part cries Die, cries Die, because
death is a garland and a noise of birds
and a proud sob of love, and more, xmdm and more --
and yet T shall not die.
Bussy, For love is here.
And stars have only mExmingxwhexnx being when we see
the beauty of a dwindling fire of dew
and know the joy exhaling both in fumes
of silver; for our breaths mix, and our hreath
it is that melts the dewdrops and the stars
into one width of light;, wherein we stand
and do not need to die,
Frang. ih, hold me closer.
I am so afraid that you will wvanish.
I try to look at you, but I cannot see you.
I see only a dewy wraith, a thought
hiding between two wings of steady flame,
faceless, and like an angel, and most dear...
and I feel that one cry of the suffering world
will blot you out. :
Bussy. It shall not. I am proud.
nng all the nupbing pein eof the burst world
shall not unknit one gquiver of a kiss,
but toss unnoticed past. If we can stand
gntire in love, and lonely, against the world,
then it can never be more than the ocean
clashing a mile off, which becomes a part
of the mild boom of bees and the woodpigeons.
And we shall say: The sea is over there ,
we must go walking that way before long
and see the gulls flying with bended feet
and pick some shells up. That skalX will be its use.
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But before I consider the third play, I must say more of the ethic of

First, the Press had enabled me to throw ofl the element

of

not being fully true to my oath when I accepted at secondhand, money that
had been earned by methods I would not tolerate for myself. (Her allowame

was given to her by her father, a ﬁ%&iggg% old 3cotchman, who I am sure
But new, as if by a

1
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stratagem of Apollo, I was living, though a young poet with no name in the |
world, on the proceeds of my poetry and its surrogates. Further, by making
use of my craft as printer and book-designer, together with all the multi e
activities surrounding the Press, I was losing any sense of beinz a mere |
writer capable only of seribbling with & pen in an attie. I had the first

incochate feelinp that the poet should be able to do anything that came ake
along, whether his hands or his mind were concerned. Clearly, any individual
can only o tackle a certain amount of crafts or intellectusl discipl-

ines ir one lifetimej; but he should master enough to show that if he were
put to it, he econld master the others as well.

I have already memtioned that in resction against he moralfstie
stragght-jzckets of all kinds we felt that the artist or poet should take
his cue from life in &1l its hurlyburly, should accept the pull of life
and what it brought him. Such an attitude could he interpreted with vary-
ing deczrees of passivi@ty. At one end the poet could feel it his duty to
mon Up every plass of beer mear his elbow and to succumb to every little
slut who rubbed against him; at the other end he cculd decide that "'the
pull of life' he was ready to recognise was that which bore the stamp of
some sort of relevance to his poetic needs. Un the whole it was the second
line of internretation that had ruled with me. Janet and Blza had seemed
ﬁgc%eveﬁl a Tace of my noetry: Janet with her penerous éasy-going naturaj'

her intellectual balance and wit, hid seemed to refiwet come smiling out
1 i3

of my lyrics, as olza with her d sperate and obscure inner tensions secmed
tﬂﬁ tragic heroine in all her lineaments. (she treasured a fullsize colour
reproduction of the head of Zotticelli's Venus, and was remarkably like :
that goddess.) Rut now I encountered a third and different incarnation r
of my favourites images, Betty lMay, who, among many other things, was an
excellent model for Lpstein. She was my wilful Helen in bold guttersnipe
version, mistresc of a thousand beds and yet proudly herself as if all
those beds had only been an umimportant prelude to the one conmplete and :
shattering love that she was offerindwith both hands, with both hreastis,
and witlh all the frank urgeney of her broad handsome“ma&E. Wy affair withy
her lasted only a few weeks, and we parted good friends. She told me that

she was thinking of going to live with Rdgell, and I gave her my blessing.
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0ddly, the effect of the affair, working on me together with all the
many factors drawing me away from my Australian positions, was to make me
confront afresh my sexual ethic. I decided that I wanted to build my life
on Elza, on her alone. I was coming to the peint defined in Bussy some tlm&i

after T had writhen that work. My semi-bréak with ".B.3. Had helped, I wag |

the differences of the sexes. The segregation eX¥pressed by the exclusion

feeling a certain revulsion from the ingrained Australian attitudes about

of wonien from pub-bars, the ¢etreme stresz on matiness, on the compact of
the males (in work and in beer) as something on & hizher level than any
relationship possihle with a woman. I had accagted the segrepation-system
and given it Norman's particular stress: that men did all the creative work
ﬁﬁ wonen supplied the material of the image and hore babies. The male
gestation of the image was paired off with the female gestation of the
¢hild; the male got the woman with child, the woman pot the male pregnant
with the image. (Mence one of the sources of the notion of a passive accep-
tance of the pull of life; women were the active agents in sex despite the
nyth of male aggressiveness.) Unclearly T was turning apainst these pre-
suppositions, partly because I reluctantly and uneasily had to champien
Elza againset my male friends, especially F.R.5.; who disliked her. I was
rezisting the attitude. that the cell of the male friebds in the comrade-
ship of beer was something more diaporiant then any domand a woman could
make. I tried to gﬁh& B compromise:

The crest of drunkenness is that pale face
foaming to m¥ksxm momentary moons along

huge waterflanks

of the hyopthetical and true Egbrace

which sucks us into Song

yet gpives us wheszy ribs of ecaking loam

for all our thanks -

it is your face to which my swirled heats foanm.

How is it then this fury can disturb

the suspended candour of your domestic eyes?
For, tell me plesdsg -

if truly this vain babel T could curb,

would you kke not then despise

my#weakness bent to you: Yet you're distresst
because these 3eas

garry me on, your face their stormy crest.
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The poets to whom I was most turning now were Yeats and Donne.

by the latter's confliet between the Centrique Part in all woman and the |

I was drawn
|

beloved as the Centre of all living. This was precisely my own conflict at |

the moment; and I was moving from a stress on the first aspect to one on

the second, all aspects of my strugsle leading in to Elza.

I Logk in my eyes and love me, and in turn
with c¢lockwork spontaneity I'll burn.

It'e easy while the Mirror is our Sky
whers images in mute deception die;

and nothing snaps

pur nrompt embraces but the dinnerbell --
our coronetted Hearts can set no traps

to brealk this spell.

Yet you are weeping, and I bluster here ..
Where is the HNirror that should shut out fear?
Who broke it? why? By pcetry renewed,
unflaccid kisses still can dare the nude --
Yes, there's the pguile:

our Mirror is the pglazed mercurial Skies
chanzing each day to make us versatile...

Twool in my eyes.

I was changing from the narcism inherent in Norman's outlook; #e mirror of
self-rerarding was broken. Venus adnmiring or sleeking herself was no lonrel
the key-image. TLove must be able %o stand up against the full strzins and
challenges of life. This meant the complete acceptance of Tlza as she wasg,
#nd the need to discover myself outside the categories of Norman's j
|

thought, which were now seen as complacent barriers against the truth ef

relationships.

S0 this is love; if so, what shall we do?
Now fobbed off with eternity we stand,
myself a pulse within the imaged You,

for ever puttins out a farewell hand...
can I withdraw

without submitting to a barren law?

50 be it: let me be your heart, and so,
rocked on your blood for ever, pu,p away

Two Mes, they say, upon your eyeballs show,
Two Yous on mine... and tius my eyes display
myself inside

those Yous; so on, until I'm terrified.

For you and I must endlessly contract
within the other, and that other still
fall narrowing down oneself; a wvisual fact
now made reality by amorous will,

Then come, perplext,
open our eyes and see what happens next.

e




All my problems burst on me fullblast at the same moment. It sSeemn=
ed impossible to carry on the Press with the worsening economic erisis.T
decided to liquidate, though in the end we were able to meet practically -
all our debts: I had sold a lot of stock at a 21,000 before the worst
loomed up. Ant through the malice of the wife of the Australian poet
Rupert Atkins%%f?uund out about 3etty May. Elgg_was alseo suffering beﬁau@
Edith Craig had taken her daughter and refused to give her up. The irony
of the situation lay in the fact that T had now for some time definitely
given up the cult of the Centrique Part for that of the one beloved as l
Centrejfut I had no means of convincing Flza that this was so6. Certainly
the way in which the breakdown of the Press had shaken me contributed to
my inability to carry conviction. Since early 1926 I had based myself
wholly on the Press as the system which had enabled me to earn a living
and publish my poems together with works proclaiming our aesthetic; and
now that system was collapsing. hat was T s=w to do? The parancia which T
had been showing up in Elza for some time was pgiven a strong stimulus.She |
made inereasing demands on me; she hecame afraid te be left alone and
wanted to go everywhere with me; her fears of all my friend made her wzxak
scheme to isolate me from them. Parily because of my confused state, my

weakening of nerve, and psrtly throuch my determination to make a2mends &

&nd help her to overcome her fears, I succumbed. ind the more I surrender-
ed, the more exacting she became. Tnstead of alleviatine her fears by my !
acceptance of her demands, I seemed to make them worse; and yet I could |
not now reverse the process. I was caught in a deteriorating mechanism. '
True, I c¢ould in a moment have ended the situation by standing up

strongly against her; but obviously that would have meant at attempt on ke
her part to kill me or to kill h¢erself, or she would have dashed out |
into the ﬁtreafs with nnmﬁhre to go, no resources, no hope. I was not j

afraid of her fry*ng to kill me,but I was very afraid of her suidide. (She |
Had tried to kill herself at least twice before I met her,) And T could ne.

face the thoupht of her lost and homeless,in utter misery, in the ILondon

where she had suffered so much before. So I gave in, sustained by the l
|

vague hope that my devotion would somehow get through to her and bring

|
|
her happiness -~ bring us both the basis of a new harmonious life together |
|
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Before all these troubles had burst upon me, I had written Hereward,
which forecast the confrontation of the two loves: Torfrida (Elza) and
Alftruda (Betty), with the destruction of myself, Hereward, as the con€lu-
sion. In the last scene, Alftruda, who has betrayed Hﬂ;?%o the Normans,

hands him 2 sword and he dies fichting.

1T -ruda. Hereward, T love you.
Hereward. Thanks for saying it,
although I knew it closer than a word,
the best word str-ng and tender in the world.
Tou were the greater love, dear, after all --
the part I love the best, mymel my self of courage
mocking the world with glee -- Torfrida moved
upon my other side, my dreaming self,
feeding upon my blood, Death makes me true
to both my loves --
The world's not large enough to hold us three
L but death is wider.

| Fereward. dave you one word to say before I go?

-

Partly under Yeal®'s influence I had flattened my verse, dropping much of .
the #olloquial and broken rhythms; and simplified the imapery, to give
more force to direct emotional statement. At the same time I changed my
constructional method, seeking a more cinematic movement, sometimss with
very short scenes and stoccato effects, alterhatgons of a dreaming voice
in darkness and sudden bursts of action. The scenes were mostly separated
by lyrics spoken in darikness to music. The play opened with:

It is the falling of night --

I am lonely and drowsy like you.

Beneath the boughs of the night
listen for a footstep too:

ﬂ%é%ﬁhg onuto & scene of Alftruda and a Norman. Here are a few more of

the lyrics:

Does she dream, that the faces change?

does she know face Trom fzce?

She has gazed herself blind in a mérror. i
She is beautiful. Let her stay blipd.

Wow from a faulty embrace

passion comes baclk to z mind, i
and despair ouk of ecstasy's error.

I am glad. Let her stay blind.

I make & mock of the wind,

I have no fear of the waves;
but the human voices shake me,
s0 little I understand.

Danger he @ished to find,

| and more than a woman's face --




[if out of despair you should wake me,
I o would take sword in hand.

I am afraid of the world --
not of the chatfering masks
with 2 void behind the ejes,
not of the cruel fingers
knetting my nerves with main,
not of the murderous angers,
the bloodecries coming again --
I I am afraid of one thing:

your love and my pitying sighs.

The turn in dramatic method was linked with a §e§i?e at last to Eftﬂﬂg
plays staged. As T felt theﬂ??ei f?? “id?? gctiy}t1@5,§mdﬁlﬁfoF i

w 1 had bezun to explore the possibilities of opening a theatre for
poetic and experimental drama, and Douglas Garman had agreesd to come in
Wil as manager. Bottomley was enthusiastic, and in theone meeting I had
with Yeats he showed a guarded interest. He would certainly have let us
use his plays; Behxsfier and without doubt I would have started the
theatre, with or whthout success, if if had not been B my disaster with
Elza. Under the new circumstances I had to give up any idea that involved
ny being away from her for protracted periods.

Elaa's book, I See the Zarth, was chosedn as one of the 50 Best Zooks
of the Year through wmy drawings in it. I now made my first tentative
trizl of music, sketching simple rhytpic effects I wanted +to be played,
Prpbably @n drum and flute, for the Hereward lyrics. I showed my ideas to
a young Australian musician, John Gough, who enthusiastically made quite
complex settings in his style based on Delius. I was sorry that T had not
stuck to my own vaguely ominous effects, ard did not attempt any more
music till ahout 1945. For me the imoortant things was that EZxkh I had

widened my area of expression: shown that if put to it T could draw or

wompose. . step nearer to the complete man.
M - q 5 ¥ gl e 1 e sad
Two short Horse plays, written in the Hereward style, stresuaiufg
srowing criticue of our Australian positions. Tove told of a scald meetiime
—— L =
a priestess of Freya whe moes round ceollecting offerings with a statue of
Freya in a waggon; he makes love to the girl and is confrgonted by reya
who has endter:-d into the statue; they fight and he wounds the goddess;
3 : 2 8
then seeing some countryfolk, ,he puts the statue together ane chants the

pddess's praises while the priestess carries on with her work. The

¥
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tffme was thus the defiance of the gods, the use of themﬂfar human sxsee
M, the assertion of lavcaﬁ%ﬁﬂsﬁorman's puppet-masters of destiny.

The second play, Hate, told of the burial of a lorse herc, at which his
best friend, worked on by the ritual and the chants, declares that he

too will be walled up. About a century léter the tomb is being opened and
a2 violent clash of weapons is heard in the darkness. The man wheo had sac-
rificed himself as the perfect expression of friebdship tells how the

dead man attacked him as soon as there was total darkness, and they had
fought on all those years. Just as light breke in again, he, the survivor;
had struck his friend-enemy down. In horror the intruders kill him =as
well. The theme was thus the element of hatred underlying the purely male
compact, the bond of war or agression. The man is fighting his own unreal-
ised evil. Both these works foreshadowed my break with Norman, but the

happy ending of Toyve was not to be.
ol
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