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PREFACE

THis book is the outcome of a series of le€tures delivered
at King's College, London, during the Lent term of
1927. The leurers were not asked to conform to any
particular viewpoint, and the divergence of their attitudes
is the best proof we have of the complexity of the problem
to whose description rather than solution this volume is
intended to contribute. Almoét every attitude with which
contemporary literature can be approached is here repre-
sented : the descriptive, the analytic, the idealigtic, the
condescending, the fighting, and the dispassionate.

It would be unwise, even if it were possible, to attempt
a synthesis on the basis of the materials here presented,
but it may not be out of place to mention some of the
problems suggested by the juxtaposition of these varied
national and critical positions. There is, first, the problem
of a division of the European countries into those basically
affeted and unaffe@ed by the War, and those in which
revolution introduced a further complication. There is
the problem of ““ European Literature” as a concept to
be detached from the national records, in which task a
clear digtin¢tion must be preserved between literary com-
niutication and litcrary unity. There is the problem of
the focus- of literary activity, of literary capitals, of
countries that would appear to be seminal. On this point
it would be well not to confuse the eddy of fashion with
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PREFACE

the §tream of progress. All these are at present doubtfully
answerable questions.

Certain things, however, seem to §tand ‘out beyond
dispute. There has been an important cleavage between
generations which explains, though not justifies, mis-
underétandings refleted in the jealousies of critical
judgments. It is clear that processes are more prized
than results, and patterns more than subjc&—nfattcr. It
is of intere§t to note that recognisable and quotable
personages have almost disappeared from the modern
novel. On the positive side little more has been achicved
than a shaking up of fecling and expression that shows
itself cleare§t in the exploration and reconétrution of
language. Literary faith has wavered between atheism
and agnofticism, and is, perhaps, only jut coming round
to a primitive idolatry in the New Objetivity which at
the moment is the end label of the series: realism—
symbolism—anti-intellc&ualism——futurism—-fc;rmalism
—Neue Sachlichkeit. This faith in the virtue of literature
muét not be confused with movements of the spirif that
in certain countries have expressed themselves in some
form of Neo-Catholicism. Politically the hopeful sign
is that, whereas in mo§t weakly political countries there
is a literary Left and a literary Right, in Russia literary
theory and practice appear to have cut across such dis-
tinctions and included both political aspects in a covering
literary activity. It is also clear that th¢ War and the
physical revolutions following it should be regarded ‘as
the result of the successive waves of asthetic revolution of
immediately pre-War years, and not as the cause of move-
ments more obvious in the po§t-War period. In many
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PREFACE

cases individuals and groups had already cxpcrlenccd in
themselves the changes that were afterwards shared in a
pubjic, though perhaps not more painful, manner by the
beligerent and adjacent nations.

Whether agreement will be found or not with the
views and conclusions contained in the following pages,
it is hoped, at least, that the bibliographies, with their
li§ts of available English translations, will render the task
of judgment casicr to those who are unable or disinclined
to §truggle with the original languages.
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CONTEMPORARY MOVEMENTS
IN EUROPEAN LITERATURE

ENGLAND

CoNTEMPORARY literature is a serious matter; only half-
wits and certain kinds of academic folk regard as matter
for laughter the cfforts of souls and intelligences to adjust
their growth to changing and unpropitious circumstances.
Unless we accept this fa¢t of seriousness on the part of
those who are creating the literature of to-day, if not of
to-morrow, we are wasting our time.

There are in all ages two kinds of literature : that which
is of vallie to contemporaries in helping them to under-
§tand the problems of their own time, in helping them to
live as contemporaries and not as anachronisms, which is
of valuc to writers in showing them problems and offering
them new means of description, of feeling, and of analysis;
and there is the literature that is to survive, whether in
muscums of literature, or textbooks, or in the living con-
sciousness of later readers and writers: two types that we
may call the literature of direction and the literature of
permanence. It is difhicult, as a living person, to escape
the .demands made upon one’s critical attention by
questions of technique and experiment, questions of
dire€tion as opposed to achievement. It should be
the business of the contemporary critic to deal with
dire¢tion and intention and sensibility, with the life of
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CONTEMPORARY EUROPEAN LITERATURE

literature in the making, and leave to pofterity the pro-
nouncement of judgments, the assessment of values, the
measuring of greatness, the writing of obituaries, and the
chiselling of tombstones. ‘

There should be a clear di§tintion between those
writers, undeniably great, who are of no further signifi-
cance for the progress of letters, and those whose ‘useful-
ness, temporary or permanent, consists in providing new
ways of seeing, new shortcircuits of expression, new
syStems of inclusion and comprehension. Within our own
experience we have all assimilated so much and passed on
to so many new problems that our old enthusiasms seem
a little diftant, §trange, and even hobbledehoy. It is a
question whether the age must experience this in some
colletive consciousness, or whether there must always be
intelleGtual martyrs in order that the multitude may sleep
more securely. In each age there are literary scapegoats
in whom the battles are fought that make irftellectual
security for the next generation. In the pat there have
been Donne, Byron, Browning, Wilde, and Henry James;
in our own time perhaps James Joyce, T. S. Eliot, and
D. H. Lawrence. Over againét these literary scapegoats
must be set in each age the great monuments, the writers
of epics of lo§t causes, such as Milton. It may be that
Byron is a partaker of both clements, suspended between
the heaven of Milton and the earth of Joyce.

It is necessary, for the purposes of this present
argument, to etablish the chronological scope of cogtem-
porary literature. Thc age of any individual investigator
will materially bias his arithmetic, but agreement will
certainly be found in the view that contemporary litera-
ture is fixed, not by those who are now merely alive and
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_ ENGLAND

writing, but by those who are in touch with present-day
fecling, with that my§terious entity that for want of
under§tanding we label provisionally the modern con-
scioasness. Since it is a battle of generations, we may
declare war by saying that three generations go to a cen-
tury, and contemporary literature was born-amid the
changes of spirit of the mid nineties. Until about 1908
its mind Wwas in the keeping of its parents, who themselves
were learning and changing. Between 1910 and 1914
were the years of its adolescence and intellectual turmoil.
To the men of this generation the War was a coming-of-
age gift. During the War they suffered. Some were
silent, some were silenced for ever, some learnt from the
older men who shared their agonies, some were {right-
encd out of sanity. Some returned with a trembling
balance that was sensitive to every social and intellectual
discord, some returned with moral §trength, some with
weakness. Some, like Edmund Blunden, with a terror
§till in their dreams, but all changed beyond the power of
indifference. To describe this change is difficult, for the
gencration we are discussing is not yet clear of its toils.
Of those who are older, some were equipped with §trength
to resit the disintegration and do not quite understand,
others who did not go to the War live in a world of
sentiment that obscures their under§tanding like a benevo-
lent blanket, but there are honourable exceptions, in
literature at lcaét, and those are listened to. Those who
are younger, too young to have experienced the War, live
for the moment in a great bewilderment, having heard
rumours of battle and its glories, but unders§tanding little
of its tortures. To them this generation is a horrible
example, almost without hope, regarding itself as an
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CONTEMPORARY EUROPEAN LITERATURE

entity, and having little of its attention to spare for others.
This younger group, that will grow soon into a genera-
tion, wishes it had not heard of this war experience, and
defends itself by dcnying its validity as a barrier between
gencrations. This is a sentimental and a gloomy p1&urc,
but without it the faéts we are dlscussmg remain in
darkness. .

The French noveli§, Stendhal, who died in 1842, pre-
di¢ted that he would not be appreciated till 1880. The
Victorian era accordingly and conveniently died between
1880 and 18go. In the nineties Oscar Wilde left his
valuable impression on the English spirit; to him and
his group modern literary England owes the ecase with
which it can approach problems of art untrammelled by
irrelevant social and moral considerations, owes much of
its freedom from cant and much of its emancipation from
literary insularity and parochialism. In the ninetics Walter
Pater died and Hardy wrote the lat of his sex rtovels. In
the nineties A. E. Housman published his Shropshire Lad,
whose §trong Teutonic ironies have dwindled into the
bucolic complacencies of the modern topographical poets.
In the nineties Ibsen came into his own, and the Yellow
Book waved its @éthetic banner, on which were inscribed
the names of such notorious decadents as Henry James,
Professor Saintsbury, Miss Victoria Cross, Arnold Bennett,
H. G. Wells, John Buchan, and the late Sir Walter
Raleigh. The funeral hymn of the ninctcenth century
was written by Thomas Hardy in his Darkling Thrush.
The explosion that was to shatter the calm of the future
was not caused by the Boer War, but a little after its
close by the po§thumous publication of Samuel Butler’s
The Way of All Flesh in 1903. It is difficult to describe

4



. ENGLAND

the processes of its influence, but it is not too much to say
that the whole body of English fi¢tion until the publi-
cation of James Joyce’s Portrait of the Artist as a Young
Man bore its impress. Certain figures came to the front.
Kipling, whose work no longer has relevance to the
confli¢ts of our time, will, nevertheless, be remembered
with gratitde for his vigour, his naive and forceful
adju§tments to the civilization of his time. Henry James,
more difficult to rcad than many a modern &ylitic
anarchist, took the novel seriously, and is the one man
of his time whose fluctuations of sensibility §ill bear
close relation to our own explorations. Bernard Shaw
acted Harlequin with a solemnity that would be comic
were it not in retrospet pathetic.

Chronology is somewhat difficult when people born
as long ago as 1850 or 1860 §till claim to be contem-
porarics. I do not know that I can admit as a con-
temporary a man who was writing when my grand-
parents were quite young people. It would be well to
make-another classification, in terms of the family, whose
conflicts and disintegration,accompany or perhaps explain
the contemporary world. Kipling wrotec most of his work
before the end of the la&t century, yet he may be classed
in influence with the re§t of the “big five ”—Wells,
Bennett, Galsworthy, and Conrad. These writers §tand
in the position of parents to the present generation; they
have their being between 1goo and 1914. Wells’s Kipps,
1905, Galsworth'y’s Man of Property, 1906, and Bennett’s
Old Wives’ Tale, 1908, are landmarks in the progress of
these authors, and mark a definite incursion of the social
elements. After them come the elder brothers and siéters,
E. M. Forter, James Stephens, May Sinclair, Gilbert
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Cannan, .J. D. Beresford, Frank Swinnerton, Oliver
Onions, Francis Brett Young, W. S. Maugham, and
D. H. Lawrence, to pick out but a few who are nearer
to us in spirit and have merit of ditinction and sincerity.
The present generation includes Virginia Woolf, Norman
Douglas, Stella Benson, Aldous Huxley, Osbert Sitwell,
Rebecca West, Wyndham Lewis, Dorothy'Righ:ardson,
Stephen Hudson, James Joyce, and, though now departed,
Katherine Mansfield. There are also a few baby brothers
and siters ju§t beginning to prattle, including David
Garnett, Margaret Kennedy, W. Gerhardi, William
Plomer, and Rhys Davies, about whom one can say
nothing as yet. A glimpse at the birth certificates within
these groups will show that it is purely mental age that
is being considered here.

It would seem from this array of writers that the novel
were our chief concern. The order of importance in this
present generation I take to be the novel, pottry, and
criticism. The drama is mainly parasitical at present,
though there is little doubt of a revival in the near future,
in which case the experiments.in the movement of prose,
its tug-of-war, and its fluctuations of rhythm will have
contributed largely, if only an adequate framework is
found. It does not seem possible for drama and fiction
to exi§t prominently together. Drama of the period we
are discussing is helpful in showing publicly the same
transitional forces as the novel, particularly in the age,
the fir§t decade of this century, when the problems. of
society, the changing Edwardian conditions, nceded some
emphasis. In this display, the drama is a tra¢t, Gals-
worthy’s plays are tracts, and tracts are symptoms, not
achievements.
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More important than cataloguing the authors we are
to discuss.is the task of fixing the mental background,
and there we have the richest of fields, with, nevertheless,
the ‘greate§t dangers of error. If our perspective is later
judged to be wrong, we must plead that we have been
led astray by the §tatements of those who say, they have
been ipfluenced. Fir§t we have the great influence repre-
sented by the intelle¢tual revolt of Samuel Butler, the
liberator, for us, and earlicr for people like Shaw. Butler
is the solvent for the ideas of Darwin into literature, in
Erewhon, and a queer biology, the §truggle for freedom
and equality, in The Way of All Flesh. Science was
becoming a mafter, its prestige was threatening, and we
have Wells in his fantasias cxploiting with solemn logic
the possibilities of invention. This one must call romance;
it certainly gripped. With the new century came the
gradual acceptance of the ideas of experimental
psychology, meaningless for the general public,
except in so far as it provided a new medium of
explaration into consciousness, and, above all, the con-
stitution of the mind. The main concern of present-day
litcrature is the enlargement of sensibility, and for the
novelist any new information about the conétitution of
the mind, its background and processes, is of vital im-
portance. There is one danger in this exploration, and
it is not without intere§t that it was pointed out by
Bacon, at the threshold of modern science, when he
prayed that “from the opening up of the pathways of
the senses, and a fuller kindling of the natural light,
there may not result in men’s souls a weakening of faith,
and a blindness to the divine mysteries.” We may, of
course, translate “ faith” and ““divine myfteries” as we
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like, and say that by these processes it is definitely * faith ”
that is §trengthened, that instead of parroting glib
formule, inftead of accepting approximations of pro-
cesses, we are now in a position to realize the worider
and intricacy of the minds we have hitherto diagramma-
tized. The increasc in reality, not merely realism and
likeness, is remarkable, as also the increase,of life and
intensity, when words are used in accordance with the
ascertained nature of thought and imagery.

Philosophers have come and gone; it is not often that
they have any dire¢t effect on literature in England, what-
ever may be their form of embalming in France and other
countries. But we have a faculty of misapprehension, or
perhaps personal selection, that is very valuable to us.
With Bergson’s philosophy we eftablished so much con-
tact as to inje¢t an impetus into life which may account
for the biographical novel, the novel of biographical dura-
tion, whether of one or more generations, thay was so
popular in the years just before the War. A work of this
kind, whose influence was enormous, was Romain
Rolland’s Jean Christophe, translated by Gilbert Cannan,
a noveli§t intereting in his time. I am not sure, as with
so many, whether we have any further nced of him. This
question of “ having nced ” raises many more questions.
When do we need an author? Is it when he aéls as a
channel of communication, when he softens the impact of
a philosophy, when he tones it down and translates it into
terms of narrative and action into which it disappears as
into the sand? I do not know how far this has happc'r'led
with Croce; certainly it has not yet happened with
Einétein, but it is happening with Freud.

The problem of Freud’s conta¢t with the novel is one
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of the mo#t fascinating and yet mot difficult with which
we have to deal. The War ended with a §tate of unreét,
of revolt, of final solution of the problem of the family,
and’ with it, as in no previous war, came a tremendous
enlargement of our under§tanding of the mechanism of
emotion, and also of the mechanism of the imagination,
for Freud’s. Interpretation of Dreams, translated and
printed in three separate impressions in 1913, .deals not
only with the body, but with the mind. The dream
fantasies were shown to have close affinitics with certain
processes of literary creation, and particularly with poetry.
Certain poets seized upon this, notably Robert Graves,
and allowed the queétion of the resolution of conflicts to
be the centre point of their conscious dotrine for some
while. The conclusions that Freud forced upon the world
were ruthless. ““ Surely we are not so bad as all that,”
was the prote@ive cry. Many read Freud for the first
time while §till in the trenches; and just as it is true that
nobody who went through the War was quite the same
person again, so nobody who has read carefully in Freud
can avoid the complexity and ruthlessness it imposes.
Another work fruitful for the imagination is Frazer’s
Golden Bough, a compendium of legend taken from
§tores morc deeply rooted in the human unconscious than
any other form of creative adtivity. There are quarrcls
between the scientifts, but no quarrel can remove the
influence of myths conneéted with birth and dcath, with
the eternal rhythm of the seasons, with tribal taboos of
relations within the family; and these thlngs have all
become grafted on to the modern consciousness, which
desires to become more and more aware of its origins, of
its resources, of its possibilities. Certainly the poet jumps
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at this, and poets of the importance of T. S. Eliot, Robert
Graves, and Edgell Rickword, and prose writers of the
intensity, albeit a wild and ferocious undergraduate
intensity, of Wyndham Lewis, have been deeply affected.
This does not by any means exhaust the mental back-
ground, far, in addition to the changing consciousness,
the changing forms of the mind, the changing igterefts
on a general plane that is shared by writer and non-writer,
there is the special influence that the writer as writer must
undergo, even if the reader is not yet ready to follow, and
that is the building of §orey upon §orey in the edifice of
verbal sensibility and atmospheric subtlety.

There is a whole chain of sensibility that the writer
must be aware of. In the earlier history of the novel there
arc landmarks represented by Don Quixote for its bold
§tatuary of charater; by John Bunyan with his intro-
spection and soul-griping; Defoc with his world of ver-
balised allusion; Swift with his intelle¢tual persuasion
and passionate, white-hot persuasion in retrained form;
Richardson with his convolutions of sensibility, the father
of all Europecan fictional consciousncss; Sterne, acrobat
and confidence trick§ter—all these are in the more or less
conscious education of the noveli§t, but in recent years
this process of education has been accelerated to speeds
that leave the ordinary reader dizzy. The subtlety,
reftraint, and precision that accompany Stendhal’s work,
the passionate concentration on triviality and irrelevance
of Doﬁocvsky, the imperceptible loading: of the dxce in
the sceming plain §tatement of Chekhov, the serpentmc
associative logic of Proust, all have contributed from
abroad to the enrichment of the novel; but these things
are idle unless they are recreated in the texture of our own
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language, and therein lies the interest and the value of
the $tylistic and technical experiment that so disturbs
the reader secking delight at no co§t to himself. The
experiments in parody in Ulysses give us perhaps our best
object-lesson of apprenticeship in action.

It would secem as though what I am describing is the
special busmcss of a set of technicians, that this is the
grammar of the literature we can all enjoy without its
particular §tudy. This is a misapprehension. The §tyle
that arises from these researches is no angular style, this
angularity occurs only en route for the ftandard Style of
the near future. A remarkable example is to be found in
Sacheverell Sitwell’s prose fantasy, All Summer in a Day,
written in English of a purity and simplicity, and yct a
flexibility that has not, I think, been often surpassed. And
this flexibility—nay, its very texture—is the result of
daring innovations that the author has tried out in his
poems, Where, since poctry cannot explain its short-cuts,
they have been much frowned upon and laughed at. Tex-
ture "and sentiment have both advanced in subtlety, but
when we seck for origins we mut not mind where
chronolog,y leads us. Some of the intercéting modcmity
and exquisite adjustment to modern scnsnblhty in certain
poems of T. S. Eliot can be paralleled in the work of
Jules Laforgue, who dicd, aged twenty-seven, in 1887.

We have spoken of intelle¢tual background, of the
anceftry of scnsibility, both on the normal adult plane,
and on what we must call the supersensitive planc (some-
times insulted as the ““ highbrow ). It remains to speak
of some of the waves, now of fashion, now of influence,
that have swept enthusiasm into a jaded, though not
§tupid, world. It is important also to sece what has
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happened in other arts. In many ways the reign of
Edward VII. was a marking time, a breathing space in
which to recover from the incubus of the Victorian
§tability. The beginning of the new Georgian reign saw
many new influences. In 1910 London was §tartled by an
exhibition .of poft-impressionist painting, when for the
firt time in England were seen publicly the paintings of
Cézanne, Gaugain, Van Gogh, Matisse, Derain, VIaminck,
Rouault, and Picasso. Derision and keen intere§t were
displayed. Many sensible people were upset and mercly
vomited, many sensitive people were upset and began to
inquire into the new conditions, to ask if the new ways
of seeing had any value for literature, and one of the most
remarkable indications of dire¢tion we have in our period
is a comment by Arnold Bennett in December, 1910, after
seeing some of these paintings:

“I have permitted mysclf to suspect that, supposing some
writer were to come along and do in words what these men
have done in paint, I might conceivably be disgusted with
nearly the whole of modern fiction, and I might have to begin
again. This awkward experience will in all probability not
happen to me, but it might happen to a writer younger than
me; at any rate, it is a fine thought.”

This is honesty of feeling, and is very rare until years fol-
lowing. The te§t was to come with the work of James
Joyce.

Among the chicf of these waves of fashion was the
Russian fever that, from about 1912, with-Mrs. Garnctt's
new translation of DoStoevsky (who was, of course, known
and translated in the unready cighties), increascd in fury
until about 1918 it became the predominant factor in the
heic evolution of young intelleét. Its heltig quality is
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shown cleare§t in Middleton Murry’s biography of
Dofstocvsky and in parts of his Evolution of an Intellectual.
The very title of that work gives a consciousness to literary
dcvclopmcnt that was by no means unsymptomatic of the
War period. Chekhov, too, was an influence, and it was
Arnold Bennett who, in 1909, was, if not the fir§t, one
of the very earliet to lavish praise on the new writer, and,
mot important, to realise the value of his technique :

*“ We have no writer, and we have never had one, nor has
France, who could mould the material of life without dis-
torting it, into such complex forms to such an end of beauty.”

There were the subsidiary influences of Gorki and
Artsybashev, but Chekhov and Dostoevsky are the chief.
It mut not be forgotten that Toltoy and Turgcnev had
previously been influential, but not quite in the same
manncr, nor was the ground quite ripe for this particular
fertilisation. The ground had been prepared for some
time, of "course, by forcible Continental §timulants, and
the “ Henley Gang,” a potent force again in the nineties,
has been described as the great ** Flaubert-Turgenev-Zola-
Maupassant-Goncourt group.”

There is §till an important group of influences—the
ferment that really caused the War, the group of “ isms ”
of the years 1909 to 1914. It was in 1909 that Marinetti
issucd his Futuri§t Manife§to, with its machine-borrowed
doctrine of speed and cfficiency, its hatred of museums
and monumental cultures, and its insi§tence on move-
ment. Then came the cubidts, following the primitive
rescarches of Cezanne, secking for content in the absence
of representation. Then in poctry the imagists, who,
under the guidance of Ezra Pound, a figure to whom the
present generation does not show all the gratitude it owes,
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suggested a similar ab§tracion from representation : ““ Let
the poet fill his mind with the fine§t cadenees he can
discover, preferably in a foreign language, so that the
meaning of the words may be less likely to divert his
attention from the movement—e.g., Saxon charms,
Hebridean folk-songs, the verse of Dante, and the lyrics
of Shakespeare—if he can dissociate the vocabulagy from
the cadence.” It is as the result of discipline of this kind
that the writings of T. S. Eliot present us with the most
controlled rhythms of contemporary poetry.

With all these ““ isms” we are in the War, and now at
lagt we are in sight of our problem. There is but one last
point, and that is the new habit, taken almot certainly
from France, of influence by means of periodicals directed
by a group and bent on some definite literary programme
or some perceptible §tandard of judgment. Beginning
with the Yellow Book, we have a scries of §tepping-stones,
not quite complete; there are some big jumps tobe taken.
The Savoy, under the subtle and sensitive direction of
Arthur Symons, brought in the symboli§ts. The En glish
Review, under the guidance of Ford Madox Hueffer,
helped into notice so (11§hngu1shed a band as Norman
Douglas, D. H. Lawrence, Ezra Pound, T. S. Eliot, John
Masefield, H. M. Tomlinson, Robert Froét, and many
others of equal prominence but less significance. Then the
New Age, under A. R. Orage, which made Nietzsche
and Stendhal accessible, and dealt cqually with the
dignity of eighteenth-century prose and the impudence of
twentieth-century arts. Then RhAythm, in 1911, cdited by
Middleton Murry and Katherine Mansfield, the first to
publish Picasso and the like, to discuss Van Gogh and
Gaugain, and to recommend Crocc. The Egois?, directed
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partly by Richard Aldington and T. S. Eliot, published
A Portrait- of the Artist as a Young Man, and por
tions  of Ulysses. Blast, by Wyndham Lewis, the lat
shriek before the catatrophe, brought in the vorticist
movement, and taught what afterwards was dimly recog-
nised as Expressionism. After the War, in 1919, came the
glory period' of the Atheneum, mot brilliantly edited
and contributed of all modern journals, and the Adelphi,
when a new turn appeared in Middleton Murry’s mind.
Then two papers, in which $tandards were rigid almost
beyond human endurance, and seriousness was in danger
of being swamped in solemnity : the short-lived Calendar
of Modern Letters, by Edgell Rickword, a critic who has
not reccived all the attention he merits, and the Criterion,
in its various incarnations, dircéted by T. S. Eliot.

It is important to remember that the young men who
went to the War were these very futurists, cubists,
imagists, ‘and vorticiéts, and that they were the only
people who knew what they were fighting for. It was not
what they were sent to fight for, because the young men
on the other side were fighting for the same things, and
the tragedy that killed Wilfred Owen the poet, Gaudier
Brzeska the sculptor, and Isaac Rosenberg the poet, on
our side, was the tragedy that killed Franz Marc the
painter and his poctical comrades of the Sturm group.
The War in its poetry may not show its agony clearly
cnough. Words are always under retraint for English-
men, but paint'is a foreign medium, and an English
painter often says more than he knows. In the War
Musecum and in the Tate Gallery, in the angular draw-
ings and paintings of the young Wyndham Lewis,
William Roberts, Edward Wadsworth, David Bomberg,
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Paul and John Nash, and even Nevinson, we can realise
something of their temper. :

It is difficult to sum up the nature of the War shock,
but it is intimately bound up with the idea of the con-
temporaneous in literature. It is, of course, foolish to
attempt to §tudy the literature of the pat if we are un-
aware of the processes that produce literature. in the
present, but, unfortunately, even contcmporary' literature
has been §tudied in the recent past with the sole view
of passing judgment, of judgment after the Victorian
gtandards, by results. The War, by short-circuiting the
normal period of digetion in which contemporary litcra-
ture, after being revolutionary, is suddenly admitted to
the fraternity of the classics, forced attention upon pro-
cesses: it was necessary to recognisc certain modern
writers before they were dead. Literature was forced into
a closer connection with action than ever before. It was
felt, and scntimentally acknowledged, that ySung men
suffering in France were externalising their feelings in
verse, not merely in political paraphrase, but in shricks
of more or less disguised agony. One of the mogt inter-
efting §tatements we have is from Isaac Rosenberg, a
poet killed in 1918, whose works, edited by Lawrence
Binyon and Gordon Bottomley, have already an influence
on post-War poetry.

“1 am determined that this war, with all its powers for
devagtation, shall not ma$ler my pocting; that is, if T am
lucky enough to come through all right.- I will not leave a
corner of my consciousness covered up, but saturate fuiysclf
with the Strange and extraordinary new conditions of this
life, and it will all refine itself into poetry later on.”

And this is how it refined itself in his “Dead Man’s
Dump,” one of the greatest poems of the War:
16
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* * * *

*“The wheels lurched over sprawled dead
But pained them not, though their bones crunched;
Their shut mouths made no moan.
They lie there huddled, friend and foeman,
Man born of man, and born of woman;
And shells go crying over them
From night till night and now.

*

Farth has waited for them,

‘All the time of their growth
Fretting for their decay:

Now she has them at lagt!

In the trength of their §trength
Suspended—$topped and held.

What fierce imaginings their dark souls lit?
Earth! Have they gone into you?
Somewhere they muét have gone,

And flung on your hard back

Is their souls’ sack,

Emptied of God-ancestralled essences.
Who hurled them out? Who hurled?

None saw their spirits’ shadow shake the grass,
Or §lood aside for the half-used life to pass
Out of those doomed noftrils and the doomed mouth
When the swift iron burning bee
Drained the wild honey of their youth.
* * * * *

Burnt black by §trange decay
Their sinisler faces lie,

The lid over cach cye;

The grass and coloured clay
More motion have than they,
Joined to the great sunk silences.

That is the War, and there is little more one can say
of Tt except to record the final changes that were made
upon the ‘people who passed through it. And fir&t the
novel. Of the parents of the present novel, Wells and
Bennett are of importance, since they explored the social
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background and funétion, and saturated themselves in
the world of feeling they were employing.. In Henry
James’s parting words in 1914: “ The new is an appetite
for a closer notation, a sharper specification of the “signs
of life, of consciousness, of the human scene and the
human subjet in general, than the three or four genera-
tions before us had been at all moved to insi§t on.” The
justice of this for the period ending in 1914 is not marred
by his objection, which is brought against the present-
day noveli§t as well. *“ These are the circum$tances of the
intere§t, but where is the interest itself?” The new novel
came into a world which, continuing till the present day,
is marked by new desires for synthesis of knowledge, by
new under§tanding of psychological process, of the main-
springs of motive and condu¢t. Mr. Murry has suggested
that the key to §tyle, especially in its modern manifesta-
tion, is to be found in Stendhal’s definition: ““The art
of adding to a given idea all the details necessary to
produce the effect that idea ought to have,” and he quotes
from Katherine Mansfield, whose ambition was .to tcll
“the plain truth as only a liar can tell it.” Tt is clear
from such prosc that there is a closer unity between
sensibility and expression than hitherto, that things are
not so much described as conjured into existence, not so
much alluded to as pointed to. There are many different
syStems of modern prosc, in which a hicrarchy and a
chronology might be cStablished. In Dorothy Richard-
son’s novels we have what Miriam feels, what floats
along her §trcam of consciousness, made external” and
seen from the outside in the fulness of its-detail and
variety. In D. H. Lawrence, whose §tyle varies greatly,
we share in the life of man, bird, and beast. It is pan-
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theistic prose, if one may dare such a label. In Virginia
Woolf there is already a mellowness which enables us
to live at a, slower speed than many other novelifts
demand. In Mrs. Dalloway occurs this moment, ex-
quisitely rendered :

“ Mullicent Bruton, whose lunch parties were said to be
extraordinarily amusing, had not asked her. No vulgar
jealdysy could separate her from Richard. But she feared
time itself, and read on Lady Bruton’s face, as if it had
been a dial cut in impassive $tone, the dwindling of life; how
year by year her share was sliced; how little the margin that
remained was capable any longer of §tretching, of absorbing,
as in the youthful years, the colours, salts, tones of existence, so
that she filled the room she entered, and felt often as she §tood
hesitating one moment on the threshold of her drawing-
room, an exquisite suspense, such as might §tay a diver before
plunging while the sea darkens and brightens beneath him,
and the waves which threaten to break, but only gently split
their surface, roll and conceal and cncrust as they just turn
over the weeds with pearl.

She put the pad on the hall table. She began to go slowly
upSlairs, with her hand on the baniflers, as if she had left a
party, where now this friend now that had flashed back
her face, her voice; had shut the door and gone out and $tood
alpne, a single figure againét the appalling night, or rather,
to be accurate, against the $tare of this matter-of-fat June
morning; soft with the glow of rose petals for some, she
knew, and felt it, as she paused by the open $taircase window
which let in blinds flapping, dogs barking, let in, she
thought, feeling herself suddenly shrivelled, aged, breastless,
the grinding, blowing, flowering of the day, out of doors,
out of the window, out of her body and brain which now
failed, since Lady Bruton, whose lunch parties were said to
be extraordinarily amusing, had not asked her.”

Alongside of this and chronologically earlier can be
plaeed a page from Joyce’s Ulysses, one of his cruder
pages, chosen to show a process:

“Ilis heart adtir he pushed in the door of the Burton

re§taurant. Stink gripped his trembling breath: pungent
mceatjuice, slop of greens. Sce the animals feed.
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Men, men, men.

Perched on high §tools by the bar, hats shovai back, at the
tables calling for more bread no charge, swilling, wolfin
gobfuls of sloppy food, their eyes bulging, wiping wette
moustaches. A pallid suetfaced young man polished his
tumbler knife fork and spoon witK his napkin. New set of
microbes. A man with an infant’s sauceStained napkin
tucked round him shovelled gurgling soup down his gullet.
A man spitting back on his plate: halfmagtjcated gristle :
no teeth to chewchewchew it. Chump chop from ‘the grill.
Bolting to get it over. Sad booser’s eyes. Bitten off more
than he can chew. Am I like that? Sce ourselves as others
see us. Hungry man is an angry man. Working tooth and
jaw. Don’t! O! A bone! That last pagan King of Ircland
Cormac in the schoolpoem choked himsclf at Sletty south-
ward of the Boyne. Wonder what he was cating. Some-
thing galoptious. St. Patrick converted him to Chritianity.
Couldn't swallow it all however.

* * * * *

Couldn’t eat a morsel here. Fe'low sharpening knife and
fork, to cat all before him, old chap picking his tootles.
Slight spasm, full, chewing the cud. Before and after. Grace
after mcals. Look on this picture then on that. Scoffing up
Stewgravy with sopping sippets of bread. Licke it ofl the
plate, man! Get out of this.

He gazed round the stooled and tabled caters, tightening
the wings of his nose.” .

This is not the same thing as saying, “ The sight of
people cating, and the awful smell of the retaurant,
nearly turned his §omach,” which merely asks for a
polite recognition of the fecling, but is the fecling itsclf
recreated so far as one is sensitive to language. H. G.
Wells in 1917 reviewed A Portrait of the Artist as a
Young Man in these terms: “Its claim to be literature
is as good as the claim of the last book of Gulliuer's
Travels, and one conversation in the book . . . I write
with all due deliberation that Sterne himself could not
have done it better.” And on the technique: ““ Most of
the talk flickers blindingly with dashes; one has the same
20
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wmcmg fcchng of being flicked at that one used to have
in the carly cinema shows.”

W.e may under§tand more of the progress of the novel
by noticing the changes in fashionable science, for the
nineteenth-century  biology, for the early twentieth
sociology, which places Bennett, Wells, Galsworthy, and
Shaw, and for our own time psychology, which, perhaps,
places us. These three together affect the scope of fiction.
The incursion of biology, and particularly of evolution,
gave us the novel of several generations, because only in
such a span can heredity and environment be displayed.
The earlie§t form of it was The Way of All Flesh, with
its special problems. The incursions of sociology gave us
the Forsyte Saga and the Five Towns §torics. Psychology
limits the field and at the same time extends it; it tacked
itself on to the older form and gave us the typical auto-
blogrqphy or life hiStory, Sinister Street, or Of Human
Bondagc, and its merit varied with the capacity of the
author. Gradually biology is taken for granted, sociology
makes' fewer demands, and psychology holds the field,
and then we get, intead of a slice of life, a plummet
into consciousness, and with its use there come new
obligations, the mo#t rigid of all being imposed by Joyce
on himself in Ulysses. There we have the progress of
onc whole day and night. It is possible to arrange the
life of an individual, of a group, to arrange and diagram-
matisc cven the lives of two people in relation to each
other, but when' the events of one day are recorded ruth-
lessly their bulk becomes almost unwicldy. In his honesty
Joyce was compelled to put down the unconscious as well
as the conscious, the hidden as well as the open, the
private as well as the public, the forbidden as well as
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the permitted, the ridiculous as well as the sublime, the
incoherence as well as the coherence, the medley as well
as the pattern, the obscene as well as the decent,-and
there came the trouble. Oscar Wilde said justly: ““The
English public, as a mass, takes no interest in a work of
art until it is told that the work in question is immoral.”
Ulysses is the greate§t example we have of an attempt to
embody and thus clear away the débris of a fading epoch;
in this it ranks with, but below, the works of Cervantes,
Rabelais, Swift, and Byron. It is in the lineage of the
great satirifts, AriStophanes, Lucian, Petronius, Sterne,
and Dickens, and is a great failure. The failure might be
said to lie in its ruthless logic, which demands an inex-
orable despair. The objection brought againét its tone is
that it is like using the cloaca maxima to cleanse the
Augean §tables.

D. H. Lawrcence brings us to the problem of the sex
novel, and of that I can say very little. It is intcrcﬁing
to make a short li§t of some previous sex novels in
European literature. Chaucer’s Troilus and Cnseya'c’,
Shakespeare’s Romeo and Juliet, Richardson’s Pamela,
Charlotte Bronté’s Jane Eyre, Hawthorne’s Scarlet Letter,
Flaubert’s Madame Bovary, Stendhal’s Le Rouge et le Noir,
Hardy’s Jude the Obscure. After this it scems almost un-
necessary to say anything. Women have entered into
literature with their descriptions of what has been called
the totality of love, and with the new light that psychology
has shed upon the processes, and, above all, the mutations
and disguiscs of scx, ncw obligations arc imposed upon
the honet arti§t. As soon as he fulfils these obligations
he is attacked. D. H. Lawrence is the one novelit in
the hiStory of English writing who has treated sex

22



ENGLAND

reverently with full knowledge of its nature, and from
it has endeavourced to build up the religion it was in
primitive life. And to that end he has continued the reck-
less exploration of men, begun at the Renaissance, has
deepened the naive explorations of Bunyan, Swift, and
Defoc, and the riper researches of Richardson, Proust, and
Joyce, and by delving into anthropology, by secking the
basis of emotional cxistence, frightens the world with
the promise of under§tanding that he holds out to them.
Lawrence it is who has mo$t intelligibly expounded
the problem of morality. Until the decadent nineties,
“moral ” was a definite term of praisc; since then among
many intelle¢tuals it has had a derogatory sense, pre-
cluding beauty. May there not be a compromise, in our
be§t English manner, to make ““moral ” neither abusive
nor laudatory, but mcrely descriptive of a factor in
creative work that uses values as anything verbal must
use thent? Lawrence urges that morality in the novel is
that trembling inftability of the balance between the
writer and his circumambient universe. When the
novelist puts his thumb on the scale, to pull down the
balance in his own predile¢tion, that is immorality. In
accordance with these terms, If Winter Comes is the
type of an immoral book.

Poetry must be passed over more quickly, not because
it is less important, but because, other than by extensive
quotation, it is impatient of explanation. Robert Graves
says: “ Guess the riddle and you shall have the answer
given to you; this is the proper course communication
should take between pocts.” But we are not all poets, yet
all of us can make of poetry an experience and not merely
a recognition. Now, what is wrong with poetry? It is
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curious how mo#t discussions of contemporary literature
begin with this formula. One of the main objections has
been concisely put:

“The poets in recent times follow a peculiar doétrine.
They compose poetry out of words, compose poetry out of
learning, and compose poetry out of opinion. They are
laborious enough, but theirs is no longer the poetry of the
ancients, for they are deficient in the music of»‘f(’)ys and
sighs.”

It is interesting to note, however, that this was written
by a Chinese critic of the twelfth century of the poetry of
his period. There may be hope for us. The Chinese critic
points to many things that are certainly true of our time.
The poets do compose poetry out of learning, but with a
very special need.

The poet now reads up for his poctry, reads in order
to have material for his poem, reads in order that he may
come upon something that has served mankind before,
and, therefore, may serve him, that will place him in the
main §tream of mythical creation, for in his reading he
may come across some image that may concentrate or
cry$tallise a whole sy§tem of thought, may give the focus
for many a vague groping that hitherto has had no ex-
pressed nucleus, some $tory that may be a folk-ftory,
bound, by roots of which we are yet ignorant, to the
inner §trings of creative consciousness. For the poet, the
sensitive, alive, mode§t poct, no longer thinks that he is
God’s rival in the creation of obje¢ts and materials, sccnes
and people that have already their exiftence in other
material, vegetable, mincral, or animal, but; likc the
modern arti§t, realises that he has to recreate in a different
medium the feeling of totality the objeét has, and not the
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object itself. We are helped much, in all of this literary
inquiry, by going to the modern cxpressions of the arts.
It is better to have your apples as Cézanne painted them,
with personality, with solidity, with weight, with position
in space, than those more usual objeéts that D. H. Law-
rence has referred to as enamelled rissoles.

The poct also composcs out of words, and very often
out of other people’s words. “ Somc words are childish,
some feminine, some manly, and of these lagt some are
sylvan, others urban; of those we call urban we feel that
some arc combed out and glossy, some shaggy and
rumpled.” This wild modernism is taken from Dante’s
treatisc on poetical technique, but cxaély expresses the
view of the naturc of words held by Edith Sitwell and
displayed in her poetry. The scarch for assiftance has led
to a rediscovery of poets, who have themselves Struggled
with verbal and intclle€tual material. The influence of
John Skelton on Robert Graves, and of John Donne on
Isaac Rosenberg, T. S. Eliot and Edgell Rickword is of
this niture. Poctry so alimented is not for the readers of
newspapers.

They make poctry of learning, and here we have the
difficult problem of T. S. Eliot, who has shown signs of
poctry most in touch with our present conception of
poetry, who has solved problems that have hindered our
complete adjustment, who has given cxpression to certain
phases of contemporary sensibility that otherwise would
have had to remain concealed. His is frequently the
poetry of allusion, often the adventure of a soul among
mafterpieces: he evokes a mood by alluding to some un-
forgettable usc of it by a major poet in the pag; he is
learned beyond any other poct now writing; he is rooted
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in tradition; he calls himself an old-fashioned Tory, and
is a contemporary proof of Wordsworth’s §tatement that
revolution cannot be successful unless firmly based on
tradition. He trics to show what §tru€tures can be made
out of previous beauties as well as out of the raw materials.
His “ Waste Land” is the mo§ important pocm of
the present generation, and, with *Gerontign” and
“Prufrock,” forms the ncwest teStament of poetic sensi-
bility. In his work is seen mo$t clearly the movement
away from rhetoric and towards a noftalgic classicism
that is more and more the mark of free poetry to-day.

“For I have known them all already, known them all :
Have known the evenings, mornings, afternoons,
I have measured out my life with coffee spoons;
I know the voices dying with a dying faﬁ
Beneath the music from a farther room.
So how should I presume?”

“Here I am, an old man in a dry month.”®

Much of contemporary poctry derives from the imagist
school, founded about 1912 by Ezra Pound, Richard
Aldington, and F. S. Flint. Its do&rines are concisc :

1. Direct treatment of the “ thing,” whether subjedtive or
objective.

2. To use absolutely no word that does not contribute to the
presentation.

3. As regarding rhythm! to compose in the sequence of the
musical phrase, not in sequence of a metronome.

This, with the peculiar view of the *image” held by
T. E. Hulme (one of our chicef losses in the War), is the
foundation of the texture of modern verse in so far as it
is “ austere, dire&, free from emotional blather.”
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The last thing to be discussed is the direction of critical
feeling. Much energy has been wasted in the adjourned
duel.between romanticism and classicism, and those who
find these banners without appeal seeck the camp of the
Baroque as a period of much activity in which a decision
is not demanded. This is so much a catchword that many
are unaware that while they are shouting Baroque they
are using the accents of Rococo, to which properly belong
the activities of Lytton Strachcy and David Garnett.
Criticism and scholarship are in general so divorced that
the learning of many of the writers in the Criterion
comes as an affront to the world of hasty reviewers. There
is such a whirlpool of contemporary experiments that
unless books are read on the day of publication there is
danger of unfairness to a pionecr who is superseded by a
smart wiclder of his own tcchniquc If the impact of the
imitator 1s received firft, the pioneer can easily be dis-
missed as demoded, so delicate is the balance of sensibility,
and so unimportant, perhaps, is the unit in this colletive
development. It is not often that a critic §tops to link up
to-day and yeterday, to underline the relationship
between Katherine Mansfield and Anthony Trollope, to
see the unity of technique in Joyce’s Mrs. Bloom and
Dickens’ Mrs. Lirriper, or to find the broader principles
of contemporary fictional texture concentrated in the
chapter of Dostoevsky’s Idiot that describes his epileptic
fit. Since conclusions are rare in prcscnt—day criticism, we
muft lay the emphasis on method in those few critics
who arc scrious. These are few; they do not extend much
beyond T. S. Eliot, Herbert Read, Edgell Rickword,
I. A. Richards, H. C. Harwood, Desmond MacCarthy,
E. M. Forfter, Virginia Woolf, and they are all academic
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in varying degree. I use “academic” as a term of praise
to mean a methodical examination of all the relevant
material, assifted by the power to leap, without error,
over intervening laborious §tages in the argument. The
absence of such clementary qualities in mot writers of
literary history in academic circles is much to be regretted.
Criticism has only recently attempted to establish, its own
categories for itself, and its most valuable achievement has
been to characterise the emotional pattern of that previous
generation from which we have so clearly parted com-
pany. It is no longer possible for the modern critic to
accept the sophisticated mythology of Barrie, for the basis
of belief has been so whittled down that the departure of
sentiment is dangerously near including that of feeling.
This cleavage in individual points is all the more wel-
come to the present gencration since it is part of the
general, even European, confli¢t that in successive decades
has become clearer, the confli¢t of father and son that
has given special validity to The Brothers Karamazov, to
Synge’s Playboy of the Western World, and Gosse’s
Father and Son, a confli¢t whose harshe$t and most con-
scious movings are to be seen in Germany.

It will be seen from the shape of this survey, by its
eddyings and turnings back upon itsclf, by its unexpeéted
emphasis and neglets, that the period of which it is a
mirror is by no means a simple one. Cross rhythms dis-
turb us, there is no simple progress; it is difficult without
undue simplification to pick out definite dates for the
beginning of definitc influences. What is truc for one set
of writers has to be adjusted for the perspeive of another
set; many things are taken up by group after group; some
catch up what, through ignorance, has been missed; the
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speed of effect in some cases atones for lateness of contaét.
One is always tempted to think one’s own period more
complex than any other, but this at least will be conceded,
that our time is more congested than any other of which
we have record, and unless we sweep aside everything as
merely Sturm und Drang, which is only dodging the
question again, we must be content for a while to be
puzzlcd,' to await the permanent fruits of this time of
experiment.

The chief objection to this age, made by those who are
awaiting an Aunt Sally, is that we have produced no
masterpiece. There has been one brave attempt, Ulysses,
and that I have suggested is a vast failure, the real reason,
I feel, being that it is too solemn. The only masterpiece
I can imagine fitting and cxpressing this age is a monster
in the form of a comic synthesis of this confusion,
Hudibras rather than Dunciad, philosophical rather than
spitcful, ahd in the face of this the objectors would shrivel.
That Joyce attempted his synthesis in forms of Don
Quixote and Sancho Panza is admirable, but the presence
of medley within himself, and overmuch information un-
digested into knowledge, left him without sufficient
relevance. This synthesis will be effe¢ted by a compara-
tively simple soul who will perhaps not quite realise what
he has done.

When the ground has been ploughed up, when the
resources of the spirit have been explored and inventoried,
when the tumult has subsided, let your masterpieces come
as and when they will. T am not sure that literary history
can do much with masterpieces, they teach themselves.
For mafterpieces there is required faith and holiness, two
qualities lacking in the present make up, for the under-
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§anding of one’s age there is required intelligence, the
new war-cry of criticism, and, if a motto is needed, let it
be from Blake: “ Put off holiness, put on intelligence.”

J. ISAACS.
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WHEN I attempt to assess the influence of the War on
present-day literature in France, my mind goes back to
the early days of the War, to try and see how the country
received the shock. I remember very well the arrival in
my regiment of the mobilised men from the land. Every-
one practically was determined to see it through, but
under prote§t. And among those peasants, whose only
intellectual life is too often the rampant anti-clericalism of
the French southern countryside, the protest took the
form of saying: “§il y avait un Dieu, il ne permettrait
pas ces choses 12" (““ If there were a God, He would not
allow this. sort of thing to happen”). Of course, this
attitude was not allowed to go unchallenged, and a
mobilised pric§t—typical of many others—tried to ex-
pound unto us that this was coming upon us through
the wrath of God, owing to our sins. I well remember
the tempest of indignation aroused by this contention.
However wicked we might have been, we had done
nothing to deserve this. On our righteous self-conscious-
ness we took a firm §tand. The world might go te ruin, but
admit that we were wrong we would not. In the citadel
of our own selves we were impregnable. A good many
couritry priefts had taken up this notion of the punish-
ment of our sins; the proteéts againét them were so bitter
that bishops had to circularise their clergy and tell them
to water down their Puritanism.
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Now, these early incidents scem to me typical of the
reaction of the people of France to the War; and the
States of mind they reveal scem to me to have left their
traces on all after-War literature. There has been firét a
great wave of scepticism, if not pessimism, bringing along
with it immorality and anarchy. From these evils, or in
the mid&t of these evils, the refuge is the self: the
intere§ts and feelings of the individual remain the one
point emerging in the deluge. Each man is &ill interested
in himself, even if he has lot interet in anything else.
But all have not loét interest in anything else; and those
who have not, againt the universal scepticism, fly to
dogmatism of one sort or another. As ever in France,
they fly to the left or to the right, and a great movement
towards Catholicism on one side, and towards Bolshevism
on the other, is only too evident in po§t-War French
literature. I am not going to talk politics; but the politics
of the nation are the refleGtion of its moods, and its moods
cannot but be refle€ted also in the literature. This is all
the truer'if we consider that in fact the new generations
that came to intellectual life since the War have given
us but little more than promise. The great after-War
reputations—Paul Valéry, Marcel Proust, Alain, Brémond
Martin du Gard, Picrre Benoit even—go to men who
were intellectually formed before the War. It is too early
to say whether there will be a difference, and what
difference, between the pre-War and the after-War
generations. The only thing we can §tudy now is the
effe&t of the War on the men who went through it. So
that in many cases the present tendencies are only pre-
War tendencies, though exaggerated. The scepticism, the
absorbing interest in the self, the dogmatism, the my#t-
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cism even, all were there before; but the War has given
to each of those tendencies a more powerful expression.

Proust, I suppose, is the greatest reputation that has
arisen since the War. And I suppose, looking at the
matter from a dispassionate height, that Proust is a good
argument for our friend the Puritan. There are enough
sins in Proust to justify the gods in sending a second
shower of fire over the modern Sodom and Gomorrah.
But then obviously the gods failed in their purpose:
Prou§t was not quenched, and he is perched like an
ironical and unhcalthy flower on the ruins left by the
War. What sort of a man was this Prout, to attract
the wrath of the gods and then to survive it? Here is
the fir§t, and the best, sketch of him to get into literature.
It is in Leon Daudet’s Memoirs, and depicts Proust
morally and externally:

* Akout half-past scven a young man used to drop into
the Café Weber in the rue Royale. He was pale, with eyes
like a deer, always nibbling or pulling one end of his droop-
ing, brown moustache, and wrapped up in woollens like a
Chinese idol. He would ask for a bunch of grapes and a
slass of water, declaring that he had just got out of bed, he
ad the grippe, he was going home, and the light hurt his
eyes. He would look about, anxiously at fir§t, then mock-
ingly; finally, he ended by breaking out in a delighted
laugh, and not leaving after all. Soon he began to talk, and
from his lips there flowed, in hesitating, hurried tones,
extraordinarily original remarks and diabolically clever com-
ments. His surprising figures played about in the upper
regions like a kind of celestial music, such as one might have
heard floating above the Globe Tavern, among the com-
*panions of the divine Shakespeare. This young man had
something of Puck, something of Mercutio about him, and
Eursued' several trains of thought simultaneously. . . . ‘I
eg your pardon, sir, but don’t you think that . . .’ Thus
the msidious fellow would begin a conversation, and his
unsuspecting prey would fall a vicim to his powers of
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analysis, working somewhat in the manner of a thousand
ants.- For while Proust, with part of his brain, admires and
enjoys the sight of something, he criticises it with another
part, and with a third §ands off watching indifferently what
the other two are doing. 1 am not surprised that Proust is
always tired. . . .”

This is not only Proust; it is after-War French litera-
ture: “His powers of analysis, working somewhat in
the manner of a thousand ants.” Prou$t & /e Recherche
du Temps Perdu, no doubt, but also Paul Valéry with
the thousand wriggling, living fragments of his poctry,
and Alain with his thirty volumes of two-page essays,
Brémond with his hundreds of grubby mystics. All of them,
they have the grippe, they are going home, and the light
hurts their cyes. All of them, they look about, anxiously
at fir§t, then mockingly : thus André Maurois at Colonel
Bramble. All of them end by not leaving after all:
twenty volumes is the least they will give us before they
pause. But also in all of them there is a kind of celestial
music, and some varicty of myéticism is ever ready to
shine out through their drifting clouds.

But let us take it in order. I spoke fir§t of scepticism.
Now, let me ask you, what is the &ock-in-trade of the
novelist? With one voice you answer: ** Love!” And
what worse sort of scepticism can ever befall a novelit
than scepticism about love? What greater doubt is there
than doubting the virtuc of woman? How are you going
to write novels if the heroine is no longer faithful to the
hero—or the hero to the heroine, if it comes to that?
And this wor§t kind of scepticism has even befallen
Proust and the French novelifts of to-day. - Hence the
novel, having by its nature, apparently, to deal with love,
necessarily set to work on the theme of jealousy. If the
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lady is frail, her lover will live in torture. When Proust
manages to remember that he is, in a sort of way, writing
a novel, and gets away from the dreary and yet fascinating
process of spiritually disembowelling himself, when he
tries to get on with his tale, what is the tale? Un Amour
de Swann tells you how Swann fell in love with Odette de
Crécy, and how he was perfetly happy for about twenty-
four hours, and how he then began to suspect his best
friend of wishing to run away with the girl, and the girl
of doing more than merely reciprocating the wish. Hence-
forward, the tale is the telling of the agonies of Swann
until he gradually becomes cured of this great malady
—-not jealousy, but love. Now, he had foreseen his cure,
and solemnly promised himself that, once cured, he would
devote his tircless energy and his brilliant brain—then
temporarily incapacitated by love—to solve the problem :
had the girl run away with the friend, morally speaking,
or, rather, immorally speaking? But, behold, once Swann
is cured of his love, he is also cured of his jealousy, and
the problem no longer interests him. So that tale ends.
But watch Proust, or Marcel, as we have to call him,
since he gives his hero, in fact, practically no name. After
trying his hand—or rather his heart—with various ladies,
young or old, high or low, he fixes on Albertine. And
why? Because on the railway platform, where he was
bidding a bored good-bye, fully intending not to see her
again, she 1mdvcrtcntly lets escape a few words which
make him think that she has allowed privileges elsewhere.
Jealousy flares up—and with it, can we say, love? Any-
how, he jumps into the train, makes up to the girl, and
brings her to consent to the extraordinary life depicted in
La Prisonnicre: he puts her under lock and key, and
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allows her to go out only under escort; and yet every day
and cvery hour he is jealous of her, and cven if she as
much as pull her blinds up he suspects her of communi-
cating with a rival. Naturally, the girl ends by running
away, and no less than a whole volume is necessary to
describe the effect produced by her absence and then
death. The effe¢t is mainly an agonising passion of
discovering whether she had or had not been unfaithful
to him.

But why should the traditional frailty of woman have
become so much worse in the novels of our time? Please
note that I say in the novels, for I am no belicver in the
theory that literature holds a true mirror to life. Litera-
ture, and more particularly the novel and the drama, lives
in a conventional world of its own. This world is
influenced by outside ideas and feelings, but it has little
relationship to outside facts. The wave of scepticism that
swept the after-War mentality had the effe& on the
noveli§ts of making them doubt whether woman can ever
be virtuous. We who are not novelits, but ordinziry men
and women, we know better than that. Only why have
those gentlemen, whose business it is to try and amuse
or intrut us, choscn this line of intruction? Because, in
their belief, all higher values were gone. Scepticism
attacked love because it had ruined the moral life: no
religion was left, no morality, no decency even, no dignity
in the inner life. The only thing that could bind a man
and a woman was plcasure. And if pleasure offered-clse-
where, elsewherc the man or the woman went. Proust
has not the faintest inkling of what morality means, nor
of the reason why it was invented. In this, and because of
this, as a painter of life, he remains inevitably below such
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men as Balzac and even Flaubert, who had a greater sense
of social realitics.

Under the assault of this scepticism, the principles
which govern the social life break down, and the social
fabric begins to disintegrate. Proust picturcs a world in
decomposition. Here, again, I believe—every common
sense personr must believe, otherwise we could not live in
this world—that he is wrong: he does not sce the con-
§tru@ive forces at work. But in his vision of the world,
what shall remain? His relationships to others have been
made completely insecure. Thercfore, he will turn to
himself. He will describe to us how he wakes up in the
night and does not know where he is, and he will take
ten, twenty, thirty pages—admirable pages—to describe
it. Here he is on safe ground: he knows how he felt
when he woke up in a ftrange room. Even as he knows
how he felt about Albertine, however impossible it may
have been for him to know how Albertine felt about him.
Hence this mon§trous concentration on the self, which in
the end: deftroys its own obje¢t. For what does Proust find
in himself? That he forgets everything, and then that in
another way he remembers everything. But in this every-
thing, what is the thing he wishes to remember? Pleasure.
Once in his childhood he dipped a piece of cake into a
cup of tea; once in his youth he saw two trees swaymg in
the wind on the roadside by the sea; once, again, he
kissed a certain girl in a peculiar manner. And the taste
of the cake, and the vision of the trees, and the kiss of
the g1r1 haunt him for ever. What matter the cake, the
trees, the girl? All are gone, the girl farthest of all, to
other caresscs. He does not care for them, or about thcm
But that peculiar feeling of deep pleasure, that was his
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life. That he will recapture. And as he grows up the
cake appeals to him less, and the trees, but I will not say
he concentrates on the girl; no, he disperses on the girls;
he is after, not the girls, but the Moment of Pleasure. And
this moment becomes a sort of divinity. Through it he
has got into touch with one cternal thing: the sense that
there is something deeper and more lating than life itself.
And thus, through scepticism, through immorality,
through vice, he has reached a sort of mysticism. Listen
to him:

“Les maitresses que j’ai le plus aimées n'ont coincidé
jamais avec mon amour pour clles. . . Elles avaient plutdt
la propriété d’éveiller cet amour. . . . Je ne trouvais rien en
elles qui ressemblit 3 mon amour et pit l'expliquer. . .
On aurait dit qu'une vertu n’ayant aucun rapport avec elles
leur avait été accessoirement adjointe par la nature, et que
cette vertu, ce pouvoir simili-éle¢trique, avait pour effet sur
moi d’exciter mon amour. . . . J'incline méme i croire que
dans ces amours (je mets de c6té le plaisir physique, qui les
accompagne d’ailleurs habituellement, mais ne suffit pas 2 les
conétituer) sous 'apparence de la femme, c’e§t i ces forces
invisibles dont elle e§t accessoirement accompagnée que nous
nous adressons comme 4 d’invisibles divinités. . . . Avec ces
déesses, la femme durant le rendez-vous nous met en rapport
et ne fait gutre plus. Nous avons, comme des offrandes,
promis des bijoux, des voyages, prononcé des formules qui
signifient que nous adorons, ct des formules contraires . . .
pour obtenir un nouveau rendez-vous, mais qui soit accordé
sans ennui. Or, e§t-ce pour la femme clle-méme, si cll.c n’était
pas complétée de ces forces occultes, que nous prendrions tant
de peine, alors que quand clle ¢ét partie nous nc saurions dire
comment elle était habillée et que nous nous apcrcevons que
nous nc l'avons méme pas regardée?” (Sodome II., 3,

231-232.) .
This same tragedy in three acts—universal scepticism,

concentration on the Sclf, inklings of my§ticism —is
enacted in the purer region of poetry by Paul Valéry. Even
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as Marcel Prougt, Paul Valéry has hislegend. He did write
something in that forgotten antediluvian pre-War period,
even as Proust did. But nobody took any notice. Only
towards the end of thc War he published La Jeune
Parque, and people began to whisper that a great poet
had becen born, but that he was so thoroughly dissatisfied
with the times he had been born into, himself included,
that he would hardly write poetry at all. So it behoved
us to tread very warily if we did not want to frighten him
off again. If we behaved well, he might write another
poem. Few people knew him. Those that did asserted
that he held no high opinion of his own achicvements,
and that he had spent twenty years meditating, attempt-
ing many things, and scrapping the results, in poverty,
obscurity, and solitude. When you tried to get hold of
something he had written it was out of print. A friend
would lend you a poem he had copied out of an in-
accessible volume. Public libraries were no use. Appar-
ently all Valéry’s works had been bought up by America.
Then you would receive a circular from a Dutch pub-
lisher to the cffect that some private copybooks, in which
Valéry had jotted down random thoughts for many
years, would be privately printed and sold—at a high
price—only to persons personally acquainted with him—
and you $tarted wondcring which of your friends was
Paul Valéry in disguise. And then he was ele¢ted to the
French Academy. At this point the Abbé Brémond and
the periodical, Les Nouvelles Littéraires, got hold of him
andtdragged him—a singularly passive academician—into
the limelight. But &ill his books remain out of print,
and it is easier to get a book about him than a book
by him.
39
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Paul Valéry is a disciple of Mallarmé. Which means
that beyond everything, art is dear to him. It is a ques-
tion whether it is worth while to write anything; but if,
under certain circums$tances, that is excusable, then it is
chiefly because of the manner of writing it. The meaning
of a poem, or a line, or a sentence, is a secondary thing;
the main thing is that the expression should be beautiful ;
and in order to be beautiful, it must not be immediately
under§tood. It mut appeal to the senses, to the car, to the
eye, rather than to the brain. Yet this makes it all the
more complicated for the intelle, for the meaning, once
reached, mut not be a platitude, but a delicate invention.
This is called la poésie pure. No one under§tands what
it is, since by definition it is not to be understood; it is.
And if you don’t appreciate it, then you have no sense of
poetry, that is all; no one can cure you.

What does all this amount to in practice?

To the fact that Valéry is a philosophical poet who
cannot make up his mind either to adopt or to construct a
philosophy, and who, therefore, insists more on cxpression
or on detail than on morc general ideas. Which means,
again, that he is so frightened of committing himself to
any §tatement which might compromise him and prove
ever so slightly unsound, that he tries not to come to any
§tatement at all. Note that in this §tate of hesitation or
scepticism he is perfectly happy—or rather perfectly un-
happy, since he can hardly be called a happy poet—Ilet us
say that, unlike Keats, he is not in the §tate

“ Of being too happy in thy happiness,”

but in that “of being too happy in his unhappiness” to
get out of it. If we allow oursclves to be a little frivolous,

40



FRANCE

we might say of Paul Valéry that he contends, very
touchingly :

. “I want to be unhappy—but I can’t be unhappy—unless
I make you unhappy, too.”

Now listen to him trying to make us unhappy. This is
his moét celebrated picce, *“ Le cimeti¢re marin,” and it is
very beautiful :

“Ferme, sacré, plein d’un feu sans matitre,
Fragment terreftre offert 3 la lumicre,
Ce lieu me plait, dominé de flambcaux,
Composé d’or, de pierre et d’arbres sombres;
La mer fidele y dort sur mes tombcaux.

Chienne splendide, écarte I'idolitre!

Quand soﬁtaire au sourire de pitre,

Je pais longtemps, moutons my$téricux

Le blanc troupeau de mes tranquilles tombes,
Eloignes-en les prudentes colombes,

Les songes vains, les anges curicux.

Les morts cachés sont bien dans cette terre,
Qui les réchauffe ct s¢che leur my$tere. . . .

Ils ont fondu dans une absence épaisse,
L’argile rouge a bu la blanche espece,
e don de vivre a passé dans les fleurs!
O sont des morts les phrases famili¢res
L’art personnel, les dmes singulicres?
La larve file ol se formaient les pleurs.

Maigre immortalité noire et dorée,
Consolatrice affrcusement laurée,
Qui de la mort fais un sein maternel,
Le beau mensonge et la picuse ruse!
Qui ne connaft, ct qui ne les refuse,
Ce crinc vide ct ce rire éternel !

Péres profonds, tétes inhabitées
Qui sous le poids de tant de pelletées,
Etes la terre et confondez nos pas,
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Le vrai rongeur, le ver irréfutable,
N’e&t point pour vous qui dormez sous la table,
Il vit de vie, il ne me quitte pas! . . .”

And this is no passing mood evoked by the graves on
the seashore. Desolation is the very essence of being.
Expression may be beautiful; it is only a shining veil
which covers nothing. Nothingness somchow: takes upon
itself the appearance of Being :

“ Cette soif qui te fit géant
Jusqu’a ’Etre exalte I’étrange
Toute Puissance du néant.”

The attitude is really the same as in Prout. Even as
Marcel suspeéts Albertine, Valéry suspects God of being
unfaithful to him. So that perhaps Life is only a flaw in
the purc crystal of Nothingness :

“Soleil! Soleil! . . . Faute éclatante!
Toi qui masques la mort, Soleil,
Sous I'azur et I'or d’'unc tente
Ou les fleurs tiennent leur conseil,
Par d’impénétrables ddlices
Toi, le plus fier de-mes complices (the serpent is

speaking)
Et de mes picges le plus haut
Tu gardes res ceeurs de connaftre
Que 'univers n’et qu’un défaut,
Dans la pureté du non-étre!”

This, surcly, is pessimism of the deepest dye. Yet here
again the Self shall be our saviour. La Jeune Parque is
represented as winding her obscure way through a perfect
puzzle of vegetation, and she asserts:

“Je suivais un scrpent qui venait de me mordre.”
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The serpent, and the forest, are in her soul. The problem
is in the soul. The solution may be in the soul:
“ O pour moi seul, & moi seul, en moi-méme,
Auprés d’un ceeur, aux sources d’un potme,

Entre le vide et ’événement pur,
’ 7/ .
Jattends I'écho de ma grandeur interne. . . .

”»

And what comes? This echo of his own innermoét
greatness is the echo of the voice of God. Even as Proust,
below the turbid pleasures of vice, had found the Eternal
Powers, Paul Valéry, behind the rcbellion, the doubt and
the despair, and the searching of the Self, has found the
Everlagting. Read that §trange and auftere materpiece
of prose, Eupalinos, and catch the glimpses of the Eternal
Ideas, the echo of the imperishable voices. They are hard
to capturc; but behind the darkness, in spite of our
§truggles and our refusals to perceive their presence, they
are there, and we cannot deny them. In his desperate
neced of certainty—in what he calls la netteté désespérée,
to use one of his mo§t celebrated phrases—Valéry rather
under§tates than cxaggerates his fecling of the Presence.
But to this minimum we are entitled, even as with Prouét,
that there is a Presence:

“Je ne puis te parler que des approches d’unc si grande
chose . . . les puissances accourent. Tu sais bien que les
puissances de I'ime proctdent étrangement de la nuit. .
Les voici, toutes élargies de clarté et d’erreur. . . . Elles
m’écrasent de leurs dons.

Ces faveurs surabondantes et mystéricuses, loin de les
accucillir telles quelles, uniquement déduites du grand désir,
il faut que je les arréte, et qu'elles attendent mon signal . . .
et que je tempére ct que j'interrompe la naissance méme des
idées.” (Eupalinos.)

I have thus shown, in the two moét celebrated writers
that France has known since the War, the rhythm of the
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soul of France in our generation. Scepticism, concentra-
tion on the Self, discovery of new gods—or old ones—in
the innermost recesses of the Self. But not all our writers
have discovered new gods. A great many—I dare not
say the greater number—have only discovered new devils.
France has had no need of Freud. Proust has been enough
of an eye-opencr to those whose eyes nceded opening. He
discovered by himself a whole swarm of new devils, and
let them loosc in present-day literature. Even old devils,
such as were kept rather behind the scenes by so con-
summate an arti§t as André Gide, have taken heart again
and now §trut over the very footlights, undisguised, un-
dismayed. And the very oldest devil of all, in Lz Gar-
gonne of Margueritte, has been allowed a rather ugly
flight. It is hardly pleasant to dwell on this side of the
new mysticism, and it is merely in patriotic self-defence
that I remind my British rcaders that the English Channel
is no protection againt flying, especially of devils, and
that they have also given the world James Joyce.

The line taken by these ““ discoverers” runs, however,
parallel to the nobler lines of our literature, and they
only try to follow the advice given long ago by that
charming scamp, Alfred de Musset:

”
.

“ Qu’importe le flacon, pourvu qu’on aic I'ivresse. .

All this has led really to a new conventionalism. We can
protest that we are not so black as the novelifts especially
paint us. Sodome et Gomorrhe are very $triking and
horrifying places. But our withers are unwrung. We
do not live there. In former and more innocent—also,
perhaps, more boring—eras of our literature, convention
took the form of a well-sustained assertion that no one
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ever was really wicked or vicious. Meredith baptised this
conventionalism as rose-pink. Our present variety consists
in asserting that everybody is as wicked and as vicious
as the imagination of the noveli§t can make them. This
Meredith had anticipatingly called dirty drab. It is a con-
vention jut as much as rosc-pink. It is merely designed
to make the work of the literary man casier.

Another convention has been turned upside down also.
In novels of the good old sort the heroines were very
pretty, invariably very pretty. It seems to me, as far as
I can remember, that the present-day heroine is no longer
pretty. I am not thinking of shingled or bobbed heads
and masculine attire. I have no doubt whatever that
there arc §till a few pretty women about, as there have
always been. But—and I compliment them upon it—
they keep out of the modern novel. Albertine is not
pretty, any more than she is moral. She has—horrid
thing—a gross-grained skin. Has there ever been a time
beforc when the heroine had not a perfectly smooth
skin? ‘Picrre Benoit’s ladies are frequently what old-
fashioned males would have called plain, and I refer
you to the opening chapters of Don Carlos. And there is
in Paul Morand’s world a Violet who gave me a shock
when I read the description of her physical qualities. I
found, nevertheless, that although women were no longer
beautiful, yet their power of attraction had not diminished.
It was obviously not beauty that mankind was looking for.
Maliére had warned us that love was all-powerful and
could make of

“ La noire i faire peur une brune adorable.”

But the further §tep was left for the modern novelist
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to take, to realise fully that she was noire a faire peur
and yet to adore her all the same.

Perhaps, however, the moralits will find some comfort
in the fa& that, in this §trange world of the novel,
women have become plain at the same time as they
have become immoral. I cannot but feel that on those
grounds the future of virtue is assured. '

I will not tire the reader with a catalogue of the conven-
tions that have thus been assailed or brought forward. The
search for new ““ §tunts ”” has been endless. We have had
Synthetists, Integralits, Impulsionists, Ari§tocratists, Sin-
cerifts, Druidiéts, Futurifts, Intensivifts, Simultaneits,
Dynamists, Totalists, Cubists, Dadaifts, Surrcalists. Why
should we take some more scriously than others? The
recent example of the celebrated Jean Coéteau—sometimes
a delicate and amusing arti§t—has shown us that they are
all liable to become converted into pure and simple Roman
Catholics. Let us see where their natural evolution will
lead them, and reserve our judgment until their end is
made clear. )

The melancholy fate of Coéteau brings us to the escape
from all this welter of “§tunts,” conventions, and schools.
Dogmatism has appcared with a new S$trength in our
literature. French literature at the present day is much
more intimately mixed with politics and religion than
English literature. There is a definite group of writers
belonging to the right, and onc to the left. The more
§triking fact is the formation of the right wing group.
Twenty years ago a French writcr could not be a Catholic
and live. To-day, if he wants to take a short-cut to
celebrity and fortune, he becomes a Catholic as oftenta-
tiously as he can. No doubt some mountebanks take
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advantage of this. But a band of honet, hard-working
writers had to toil under many handicaps to alter the
situation to that extent. The pre-War labours of Léon
Bloy, Charles Maurras, Léon Daudet, and Péguy were
probably thc main cause of the change. A fairly large
se¢tion of French youth, full of high hopes and ambitions,
and anxious’ for leadership, found leadership here and
nowhere elsc. For the radical left has been singularly
ineffective intelle¢tually. Curiously enough, the develop-
ment of the scientific spirit has been a cause of intelle¢tual
weakness to the parties of the left. Mot scientifts and
scholars belonged to those parties, and men like Renan,
Berthelot, and later Anatole France, played somewhat the
part of leaders. But the advance in the critical scientific
spirit made it impossible for scientifts and scholars to
assert any principle or theory with anything like the con-
viction necessary to make it effective. Real science has
reduced every possible assertion to the $tate of a very
fragile hypothesis. Hence the spirit of Anatole France,
that plays on the surface or in the depths of things, but
never is entirely sure of anything whatsoever. Naturally,
youth turncd away from such leaders who would not lead.
The goddess Reason lost her votaries through being so
unreasonably reasonable that she would not commit her-
self to anything at all. Maurras became a leader of the
young—iétrangely enough, he was not, and is not, a
Catholic—but he advised others to become Catholics.
He followed the goddess Reason, and she had whispered
to him that hers was a vain service. So after Maurras
comes Maritain, who once more takes his §tand upon
Thomas Aquinas, and calls the youth of France back to
the old faith. But the great success of Catholic literature
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has been the Abbé Brémond, now of the French Academy,
with his Hisloire littéraire du sentiment religicux en
France depuis la fin des guerres de religion jusqu’a nos
jours. The huge volumes began to come out in 19153
they are at present already bulkier than A la Recherche du
Temps Perdu; and their influence is likely to be as great.
Brémond does not try to convince you, any more than
Proust does. He reveals in the minuteét details the inner
spiritual life of hundreds of humble French mystics, from
1590 onwards; details as minute as in Prouét; but
Brémond’s heroes are infinitely more sympathetic than
Proust’s. He brings the mystic life to us, in all its dreadful
familiarity, puerility, convincingness. And he artfully
opens his book, for misguided misbelicvers, or misguided
believers, with a charming tale of how a missionary went
to Siam and was kindly received by the head of a Buddhiét
monastery :

“ Fceoutez, me disaitil, voulez-vous que je vous dise
pourquot vous vous appliquez avec tant de zele et d’affection
a Pétude de la langue et des livres de Siam? C’est qu’ancicnne-
ment vous avez ¢té Siamois et habile homme dans lintelli-
gence de tous ces livres, et il et demeuré en vous un petit
refte et une certaine réminiscence de ce que vous avez été
premiérement.”

And in the same manner, says Henri Brémond, the
my#tics of France are &till part and parcel of even the
worét unbelievers of to-day, in whom there is un petit
reste et une certaine réminiscence, which the abbé cun-
ningly fans in our hearts. And we cannot but be grateful
to him for his kindliness and charm and persuasive grace
—a little as though Renan himself had gone back to the
Catholic fold.
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He is one of the leaders of a great hot, and, as is inevit-
able in great hosts, many of the troopers are unpleasant
acquaintances. The late§t scandal is that of Georges
Bernahos, Sous le Soleil de Satan, a novel hailed by Léon
Daudet as a work of genius, and which certainly shows
great power. But one of the leading charadters is none
other than the Prince of Darkness himself; and many
people arc tempted by God nowadays—via Brémond’s
mystics—but few people care to be tempted by the devil.

Which protest brings us to the other side. For,

naturally, we are gone Bolshevik at the same time as we
went Catholic. But our Bolshevism is no more dangerous,

I guess, than our Catholicism. We keep un petit resie et
une certaine réminiscence of the good old French
common sense, and Moliére and Voltaire are never far
from us. Pierre Hamp, I suppose, is the literary man who
belongs—in thecory—most completely to the left. He has
given magnificent literary achievement in his great pic-
tures of the world of labour; he has created a new form of
novel : the novel without a hero—or even a heroine—
and without a plot or a talc to tell. He will take' flax, or
fish, or glass as a subje@, and show you how human life
is polarised by work; how the peasant lives on the Lys
river—and the English traders come to Ghent to buy the
flax and drink port; how the factory hand in the North
of France loves and toils and makes linen, and how the
factory owner loves and toils and makes linen; and he
follows it up to the glaring splendour of the big Paris
shops and the squalid lives and the rich lives that are
built on flax in the capital.

Thus another sc&ion of our youth has fallen in love
with the worker as the fir§t se¢tion with the faith. Jean
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Richard Bloch is perhaps the mo$t ardent spirit on this
side; politics do not play any great part in all this, but
temperaments. And Bloch has given us the epic of race
in work as Hamp gave the epic of work. In Ez Com-
pagnie, one of the great novels of our time, Bloch tells
the tale of rclentless Jewish endeavour, and the build-
ing up of a big industrial enterprise in a small western
town.

But all that side of French literature is dominated by
a great figure, too little known in England : the essayit,
Alain. André Maurois is well known here, and Colonel
Bramble has madc the English reader, in the Meredithian
phrase, ““smart and meditate.” Now, André Maurois is,
spiritually, the disciple and son of Alain. It is no discredit,
but an honour, to him to say that, when he has written a
new book, he goes in fear and trembling to the door of the
mafter and awaits judgment. Alain has resumed the great
tradition of the French essay. After Montaigne and Pascal
and Fénelon and Voltaire and Vauvenargues, the French
essay went to reft for a century or so, and then awoke in
Alain. Alain is the La Bruyére of our time, as subtle as
Prout, as charming and delightfully crudite as Brémond,
as open-minded as Voltaire. When people want to know
in a hundred years’ time how the French of to-day lived
and thought, they will not go to Proust (luckily for the
French), they will go to Alain. Alain is the man of sense
of our time, and the great essayist of a century. He has
written the one book on the War that is #he book on
the War—Mars ou la guerre jugée—and whether you
are pacifist or militari&t, Tory or Bolshevik, you must
read the book, or remain cternally ignorant of what war
is and of what human nature is. But, as I have said
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already, Alain has written thirty volumes of short essays.
He will be a treasurc-house open to the plunderings of
future generations.

I have mentioned with him André Maurois, who has
not given his full measure yet, in spite of his celebrity.
The be&t of him is probably as yet the essayist, and his
humorous knowledge of human nature is more of the
essayist kind than the noveli§t’s. But to my mind he is,
perhaps, more of a force for the future than the master
of an achievement in the paét.

How numerous the names I should mention here,
discussing the promises contained in their present produc-
tion! When we sent our soldiers home we obviously
demobilised a whole army of novelifts. Had this been
known at the time, it might have been counted by
recalcitrant critics as an argument for the continuation
of the War. But the pacific and omnivorous reader will
bless the gods that sent us back Duhamel and Dorgeles
to tell the tale after Barbussc; Montherlant to speak of
it as Le Songe, and then to wander off into Spain in
search of sport and bull-ighting with Les Bestaires;
Lucien Fabre to explain to us in Rabevel how horrible
business could be; Roger Martin du Gard to attempt
another fifteen-volume cpic on the inner life of dérraqués
and semi-supermen in Les Thibault; Lacretelle to per-
suade us in Silbermann to be kind to Jews, when they
will be kind to us; Mauriac to make us wonder at the
Strapge things that do happen in the countryside in the
South of France; and Valéry Larbaud and Paul Giraudoux,
esprits charmants et souples; and shall we fail to say a
good word for Pierre Benoit and Paul Morand? They
have entertained us. None of these has produced master-
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pieces, perhaps, as yet, but many of them may be expeéted
to do great things at least in the future.

I have not spoken of older men, perhaps of better men,
known already before the war : Paul Fort, Jules Romains,
Claudel, Gide, Suares, Eugéne Montfort, Edmond Jaloux,
Louis Bertrand, Romain Rolland, Rosny, the brothers
Tharaud, most of them at the height of theit power.

I think it can be said that the literature of France is
passing through a fine period. There are innumerable
men of talent, many of them young, and the future is
rich with promise. Two or three very great men—Prout,
Valéry, Alain—gtand out cvidently; but many of the
names 1 have given may be the names of very great men
yet on the way to achievement. It scems to me that, on
the whole, prose holds the ficld, in the novel or the essay,
with Prou&t, Hamp, Brémond, Alain; the drama, in spite
of noble efforts by Jules Romains and Jean Richard Bloch,
has §till to be renovated; in spite of hosts of honourable
pocts, the only great name is Paul Valéry—and there are
those who find him greater as an cssayi§t in Eupalinos
than as a poet. But on the whole, and whichever way we
turn, the present of French literature is worthy of its great
past, and justifies the hope that the light of leadership
in many enterprises of the mind may §till burn there

through a long future.
DENIS SAURAT.
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WieN in the cighties of the nincteenth century it became
evident that the older writers had shirked the realities of
life and drawn over them a veil which gave to ugliness
the illusion of beauty, there was a revolt of the younger
generation, and modern German literature may be said
to have begun. A new theory of Naturalism sprang from
sources which have since done more than anything else
to change the trend of European thought—the then
recent discoveries in the field of science, more especially
the theory of Evolution, and the ideas of the early
political, sociali§t writers such as Marx and Lassalle. In
addition, there was the cumulative effe@ of the new
tendencies in French, Scandinavian, and Russian litera-
ture. The new generation was imbued with the convic-
tion that literature may not dlspcnse with the depiction
of life as it is, but, as so frcqucntly in Germany, theory
preponderated over practice. In the bustle of activity
necessary for the discussion and scttlement of weighty
questions of §tyle and the relations between science, life,
and art, with the consequent important business of setting
up programmes and laying down rules, they had little
inspiration lcft for creating works of art in consonance
with their theories. The fir§t important naturali§t work
was Gerhart Hauptmann’s drama Vor Sonnenaufgang,
which was produced in 1889, the year which saw the
inauguration of the movement for an emancipated
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theatre such as was also being founded in France and in
England.

The relations between literature and social revolution
have always been close. The Storm and Stress of the
cighteenth century was really a social §truggle fought on
the bloodless field of literature, and throughout the nine-
teenth century there were refletions in literature of dis-
content with the §tructure of society. To mention but
one of these, Hauptmann’s early drama Die Weber was
particularly appreciated after the Revolution of 1918, and
since the naturali§t generation the connection in Germany
has come more and more in evidence, until in recent
years there has been a tendency to mistake the political
manife$to for a form of drama.

In attempting to survey the general tendencies in con-
temporary German literature, it becomes more and more
obvious that the aspe¢t which mu$t be emphasised is
literature in its attitude to the accepted forms of
society.

Naturalism never had undisputed possession of the
field, and the most important counter-influence was that
of Stefan George and his circle, which, grouped in the
early nineties round the periodical Blitter fir die Kunst,
cultivated formal artiétry, art for art’s sake, than which
nothing could be more opposed to the view of the
naturali§t writers that poetry must approximate as closely
as possible to life. The precursors of George, to whom I
shall have cause to return later, were the Pre-Raphaclites
in England, and Baudelaire, Verlaine, and Mallarmé in
France. The pre-War currents in German literature
between the two poles of naturalism and the George
circle are too numerous to be explained shortly without

54



GERMANY

recourse to artificial groupings, and it is only possible to
mention by name those older writers whose influence has
survived the War and the younger ones who before 1914
were begmmng to show promise.

In the half-dozen years which preceded the War there
was a perceptible calmness in literature. Among those
whose reputations were already made, and have since
endured, were Hauptmann and Wedekind in the field
of drama, Dehmel, George, and Rilke in poetry, Thomas
Mann and Jakob Wassermann in fi¢tion. Schnitzler and
von Hofmannsthal, different yet alike as they are, were the
mo#ét celebrated of the Viennese writers who had achieved
an international reputation. The bubbling of ideas had
considerably abated, and literature pursued an even course,
troubled only by occasional §tirrings of uncasiness at the
materiali§tic tendencies of civilisation and the subordina-
tion of spiritual to economic values. The turbulent blood
of the writers who had been the hotheads at the turn of
the century had now cooled, and the younger generation
had not yet found its fect. Hauptmann and Sudermann
were $till spokcn of in one breath, but even before the
War the rcputatlon of Hauptmann was on the wane,
and to-day it may be said that for the younger generation
he has little or no significance, the attempt to put him
forward as a sort of official poet of the Republic having
met with no success, while Sudermann is now regarded
as little more than a master of §tage technique.

There were poets at that time who seemed to have an
inkling of the coming cataclysm, which is foreshadowed,
for example, in the fine poem “Umbra Vitz” of Georg
Heym, who was drowned at the age of twenty-four in
IQI2:

55



CONTEMPORARY EUROPEAN LITERATURE

“ Die Menschen §tehen vorwiirts in den Strassen
Und sehen auf die grossen Himmelszeichen,
Wo die Kometen mit den Feuernasen
Um die gezackten Tiirme drohend schleichen.”

The humanity and fellow-sympathy for the re§t of
creation, which was later to be so strikingly demonétrated
in German literature, is already secen in the poetry of
Franz Werfel, the mo& considerable of the younger
poets of to-day. This humanity, coupled with a devout
searching for God, is expressed in a poem which he
published in 1913 at the age of twenty-three:

“ O Herr, zerreisse mich!
Was soll das dumpfe, kligliche Geniessen?
Ich bin nicht wert, dass Deine Wunden fliessen.
Begnade mich mit Martern, Stich um Stich!

Ich will den Tod der ganzen Welt einschliessen.
O Herr, zerreisse mich !”

There is something of the humility, the mystic pan-
theism, and yet the consciousness of his own individuality,
that we find in an older Auftrian poet who came from
the same town of Praguc, Rainer Maria Rilke.

In 1913, the year of the centenary celebration of the
War of Liberation from the yoke of Napoleon, and the
twenty-fifth year of the Kaiser’s reign, Gerhart Haupt-
mann received a commission to produce a Fes#spiel, to be
§taged by Reinhardt, and he wrote a play which lauded
the spirit of Peace inftead of hymning the patriotic
fervour of 1813. There was much objection to the play,
and a prote§t from the Crown Prince led to its with-
drawal. A year later camc the War, and, in common
with the writers of all the other belligerent countries,
those of Germany felt the thrill of patriotism which
inspired them to outpourings of the most ephemeral and
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flatulent type. The poctic resources of the country were,
so to speak, adapted to war-work. It has been e§timated
that the number of patriotic poems published in Germany
in the fir§t year of the War amounted to a million and
a half. There is no reason to suspet that many of them
possessed higher worth or dignity than the majority of
those which were produced simultancously in this
country. They could not have possessed less. It is a
question whether the verse of this period even reached
the level of mediocrity attained by the war poetry of
1870. As in England, where older poets descended to the
writing of such pathetic §tuff as showed them to be
entirely out of touch with the soul and attitude of the
men in the trenches, so in Germany the older writers
tried their hand at verses which would have suited
admirably the bellicose spirit of the wars of a hundred
years ago. They were completely foreign to the mentality
of the citizen soldier, who realised that the men in the
trenches opposite were also human beings, and had little
usc for-the bombastic claptrap produced amid the arti-
ficially created atmosphere at home. It is significant that
the real soldiers’ song was a quaint sentimental medley
based on Uhland’s famous Volkslied, ““Ich hatt’ einen
Kameraden,” which is supposed to have originated before
the War and been spread by the Wandervogel; it con-
cludes with the lines:

“ Die Voglein im Walde,

Sie sangen all so wunder-wunderschén,

In der Heimat, in der Heimat,
Da gibt's ein Wiedersehn.”

In this song there is no more of the jingoism of the
truculent old gentlemen at the Stammtisch than there
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was in “ Tipperary,” and the be§t of the War poetry is in
the same Volkslied tradition.

The literature of the War can be divided into two
phases, of which the second began in 1917, or slightly
earlier. Even in 1914 there were voices raised againt
war. The group of writers whose mouthpiece was the
periodical Die Aktion, founded in 1911 and edited by
Franz Pfemfert, took their §tand again§t the War from
the beginning. A second important expressionist
periodical, of a more ab$tract tendency, was Der Sturm,
founded in 1910 and edited by Herwarth Walden.

When we come to deal with the second phase, which
began with weariness and culminated in despair, it must
be borne in mind that whereas in England we speak of
“the War " and its effe¢t on the mentality of the younger
generation, the Germans speak about ““ the War and the
Revolution,” and the difference is vital. The effe€t of a
lo§t war and a revolution was cata§trophic. There was in
England no upheaval of the national soul as there was
in Germany, an upheaval which explains the ccétatic,
mystic, even apocalyptic nature of much of the literature
produced between 1917 and 1921, the period of chaos.

There was, of course, a very §tri¢t censorship, which
was afterwards abolished by the Revolution, but the fir§t
literary signs of the change of mentality came from the
poets at the front, mainly from those of Die Aktion,
which had been the chief exponent of political poetry, but
had been compelled by the outbreak of war to eliminate
the political element. After the War it became for a time
the literary mouthpiece of the Spartaki§t movement. One
of the moét violent of those who raged againét the War
and its horrors, and at the same time heralded a fraternity
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which should embrace the world, was the poet Johannes
R. Becher.

The new literature appeared under the banner of
Expressionism, which, though by no means a ncw art
form, only became popular with the change of spirit
about 1917, and reached its climax during the Revolution
period. By-1g21r it was practically dead. The name
“ Expressionism ” came from the sifter art of painting,
and was used in the fir§t place to denote the opposite of
Impressionism. As Kasimir Edschmld one of the leaders
of the movement, explains:

“The world is there. It would be absurd to reproduce it.

The greateét task of Art is to search out its intrinsic essence

and create it anew.”

Each objeét has its profounder aspect, which our eyes are
too blinded by experience of its external qualities to sce.
Everything should be related to eternity. For example, a
sick man is not only seen as an individual sufferer, but
becomes the symbol of illness itself; his suffering is but
a refle¢tion of the suffering of the whole of creation, and
when an arti§t wants to depict a sick man he must depict
the very quality of sickness.” A house is not seen as a mere
conétrution of brick and mortar, an angular obje¢t with
qualities of beauty or ugliness, as the case may be, but
its actual nature is §tudied until its profounder aspect is
revealed, until it is freed from the reftraint of reality
and appears as an expression of its ultimate character,
even if it thcreby lose all resemblance to that which
gcncrally comes into our mind when we think of a house.
Similarly, in expressioniftic art, a man ceases to be an
individual, he becomes a concrete representation of the
ab$tra¢t conception Man. The work of art is the medium
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by means of which the spe@ator or reader is enabled to
enter into the emotional mood in which the arti§t created
it. Therefore, if the spectator looks only with his physical
eye, he may see things which appear to him absurd or
grotesque. The Impressionists tried to reproduce the
varicty of life, and give an optical impression which was
momentary. The Expressioniéts scek to wisualise the
eternal, and forgo painting pictures of the external world
of appearances.

This art is really an attempt to escape from the ugh-
ness and suffering of life by diving beneath the surface,
which appears shifting and worthless, in order to find
the true basis of the cosmos and something fixed and
essential to grasp. The War fostered this tendency, but
there is something very similar in Greck philosophy in
the theory of Platonic ideas.

In poetry and drama writers tried to obtain their effeéls
primarily by concentration, and to this end they laid
violent hands on the language. Articles, prepositions,
grammatical inflections, and prefixes were regarded as
unnecessary and could be omitted. Subgtantives could be
used to form new and unusual verbs, or verbs to form
new subStantives. The natural consequence was that cach
poct tried to create his own language, and since expres-
sionist drama or poctry is not in any casc casy to under-
§tand, confusion became worse confounded. The tendency
to reduce verbal expression to its mo$t primitive form
reached its reductio ad absurdum in the revolt against
intelle€tualism known as the Dada movement. As one
Dadaiét poct has said: “We write without taking into
account the meaning of words!”

The mo#t celebrated of the anthologies of expressionist
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poetry is called Menschheitsdimmerung, a title which
expresses both the realisation of the twilight of the world
which is at the turn and the hope of a new dawn for
humamty The anthology is divided into four sections,
headed respectively ““ Sturz und Schrei,” ““ Erweckung
des Herzens,” “ Aufruf und Emporung,” ““Liebe den
Menschen,” "titles which explain themselves. It contains
not only the work of many of the mo& celebrated poets
of the new school, but also some extraordinarily con-
vulsive efforts.

The following is an example, by no mecans extreme,
of the abstract poetry fostered by the periodical Der
Sturm. It is by Augu&t Stramm, who fell on the Russian
front in 1915, and is called “ Schwermut ™ :

“ Schreiten Streben
Leben sehnt
Schauen Stehen
Blicke suchen
Sterben wiichst
Das Kommen
Schreit!

Tief
Stummen
Wir.”

The poet is obviously étriving for ultimate concentra-
tion and simplicity, using hardly any punctuation except
exclamation marks, and we can under§tand why this par-
ticular poem appears in the se€ion * Sturz und Schrei.”
Stramm is the classic example for this obscure, §taccato,
stammering kind of verse, to which we cannot attribute
much importance, for it is difficult to believe that the
emotions or thoughts of these poets were too profound
or complicated for expression by the various ordinary
media of poctry.
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There are poets innumerable, but in addition to those
who have already been mentioned, or who will be men-
tioned later, it will sufficc to note the group of labourer
pocts, some of whom achicved considerable celebrity, such
as Karl Broger, Gerrit Engelke, Max Barthel and Hein-
rich Lersch, the tinsmith, who wrote onc of the most
popular of the War poems with the refrain, *““Deutschland
muss leben, und wenn wir Sterben missen.”

The cndeavour to be original at all cots is perhaps due
to a self-consciousness which is charaéteristic of the
majority of minor German poets. They possess too keen
a realisation of their poetic nature to be able to produce
effortless poctry, or even the appearance of effortlessness.
The reader has a continual, uncasy fecling that he is being
present during the pangs of creation. In a recent
anthology of living poets called Saaz und Ernte, each
poet was asked to choose those of his own poems which
he desired to have included, and has prefixed in each case
a short autobiographical sketch. To show what I mean
by the sclf-consciousness of these pocts, 1 will quote
extra@s from two of the autobiographices:

“. .. an old prieStly race bequeathed to me an inclina-
tion for the next world. The fighting energy of mgr ancestors
reéts in the dreamy veins of their descendant. It these are
the elements of my being, they are also the elements of my
poetry.”

And in another case, after a few words about his
lyrical disposition, the poct continues in the following
$§train :

“T early felt the superior force of my environment and the
incompatibility of my personal, spiritual disposition with the

mysterious and dangerous forces of exislence.”
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These quotations are typical of the autobiographies. We
may expeét such an objective attitude to his own Ego in
a Gocthe summing up at the end of a long life, but the
effect 1s cither pathetic or ridiculous in a young poet at
the outsct of his carcer.

Thomas Mann is reported to have said in conversation
that the young generation during the War was not revo-
lutionary but loud. That is unjust; but the intense earnest-
ness with which they take themselves would, in a less
serious nation than the German, lead onc to suspe¢t the
profundity of their feelings. It is to be explained by the
faét that whereas the older generation looks upon the War
as an incident in hitory, the younger generation regards
it as a definite turning-point in civilisation. Their
humanitarianism is large; they no longer take for their
themes their merely personal emotions and sufferings.
Their sympathy is cosmic, and their compassion covers
the whole of humanity. That is why their dramatic char-
acters are types, but they arce inclined to mistake reforma-
tory enthusiasm, religious fervour, and even political
rhetoric for poetry; to consider tempestuous emotion and
obsession by ideas a surrogate for a sense of form or
beauty.

The fact that charatters appear moftly as types,
coupled with a §trong tendency to allegory, is perhaps the
mo$t §triking feature of expressionist plays. Walter
Hasenclever, in his drama, Der Sohn, one of the pre-
War expressioniét dramas, treats the father-son conflict,
which appears again and again in the dramatic literature
of this period, and is, of course, of fundamental impor-
tance in psycho-analysis, as typical of the father-son con-
fli& which appears anew in cvery gencration. The father
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represents the principle of authority, again§t which the
son, the symbol of the repressed section of humanity
with its urge for liberty, rebcls. Parental love is regarded
as selfishness. These young men want therselves to be
a beginning, and not heirs to the past, with which they
want to break more completely than any previous genera-
tion had wished to do. Itis extraordinary how frequently
we find the death-wish again§t the father in the works
of this period. As a contrast we sometimes see the
attempt to weave a new myth round the mother, as in
Fritz von Unruh’s drama, Ein Geschlecht. The same
attitude towards the father appears in Franz Werfel’s
Spiegelmensch, Arnolt Bronnen’s Vatermord, Ernt
Toller’s Die Wandlung, Georg Kaiser’s Die Koralle,
Anton Wildgans’s Dies Ire.

CharaQers are often given mere type-ditinctions, as
in Ein Geschlecht, where the characers are The Mother,
The Elde& Son, The Cowardly Son, The Youngest Son,
The Daughter, and a Leader of the Soldiers. Reinhard
Sorge’s Bettler, which is the carlie§t of the expressionist
dramas, having been written in 1910, introduces typical
groups such as Newspaper Readers, Proftitutes, and
Aviators, who speak in chorus. Allegorical charaters
appear in various forms—as a Stranger representing
Death in Wildgans’s Armut, as a Fricnd representing
Rebellion again§t parental authority in Hasenclever's
Sohn—Dbut this is not particularly novel. In von Unruh’s
non-cxpressionist play, Offiziere, there -appears a §trange
officer among the other officers on board ship who are
on their way to fght in South-West Africa, and he
represents Death, while as long ago as 1891, Wedekind
had introduced a ¢ Vermummter Herr,” as a represen-

64



GERMANY

tation of the life impulse, into the last scene of
Friihlings Erwachen.

The endeavour to create types inftead of individuals
results often in the creation of a false psychology. Actions
do not follow logically from character and environment,
and the charaéters are not drawn in their natural milieu,
since they are abstract and not dependent, as real people
would be, on fortuitous conditions of place and time.
A&tual scenes alternate with drcam scenes, and instead
of a dramatic representation we get a lyrical one. The
new art, in fact, finds its be§t expression in the lyric,
and between 1910 and 1920 it is the lyrical mood which
predominates in litcrature, even the drama being per-
vaded with lyricism. The dramatidts, in their convulsive
scarch for a new étyle, often cmploy an extreme con-
ciseness of phrascology, and their characters speak in
jerky sentences which at times remind one forcibly of
Mr. Alfred Jingle in The Pickwick Papers. The ten-
dency to exaggerated concentration gave rise to a whole
group of what are known as Schreidramen, where the
characters speak cither in monosyllables or in incoherent
screams.  Somctimes  the $tage directions occupy more
space than the text, and here there can, perhaps, be
traced the influence of Mr. Bernard Shaw, who in Ger-
many is classed with Shakespcare and Oscar Wilde as
vne of our three great dramatists.

The logical outcome of expressioni§t drama, if it had
not dicd an carly death, would have been its approxima-
tion to the film, for which the frequent change of scene,
the gradual elimination of language in favour of action,
the complicated lighting, and the alternation of reality
with drcam scenes scem peculiarly to qualify it. In
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Hasenclever’s Sokn, everything that happens is supposed
to be secen from the standpoint of the son himself, as in
the film Dr. Caligari everything is scen through the
eyes of a madman, and the whole action and ‘sccnery
given the requisite twist.

The majority of expressioni§t writers are socialits,
and the object of their contempt and ho#tility is the bour-
geois, the representative of the exifting order, who is
regarded as the upholder of an cffete cconom