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TFiIS QUARTER

April - May - June

EDITORIALEY"

The accumulation of English and American
material and the insistence of authors on being
published with the least possible delay have forced
us to defer to the September number the Polish
material which was scheduled to appear in transla-
tion in the present one. The international issues
that have appeared hitherto were the French in
March 1930, the Italian in June 1930, the Russian
in September 1930, the German in December 1930
and the Austrian in March 1931. In greatest
demand thus far has been the Russian number, so
much so in fact, that we were obliged to reprint it.

The present issue completes the second year
under our editorship. The index at the end of the
volume contains, as in the preceding year, a
melange of names of the greatest of contemporary
writers and of those who we have every confidence
will before long attain greatness.

Handicapped as we are by force of theimponder-
able, but none the less formidable, circumstance of
publishing an English-language literary quarterly in
in a foreign country, great has been our gratification
that Mr. Edward ]. O’Brien, authority on the Short
Story, honoured us by incorporating in his collec-




EDITORIALLY

tion of “ The Best Short Stories for 1930 ”, three
stories that were printed in THis QUARTER
during that year. We value the compliment.

@

CRITICISM “ —And who do you think is the greatest
A I’IRLANDAISE poet? asked Roland, nudging his neigh-
bour.

— Byron, of course, answered Stephen.

Heron gave the lead and all three joined in a scornful laugh.

~ You n.iayl ke.ep .yoilr mouth sh.ut,.saiztl S-tep-he;l, tummg on him
boldly. All you know about poetry is what you wrote up on the
slates in the yards and were going to be sent to the loft for.

— In any case Byron was a heretic and immoral too.
— I don’t care what he was, cried Stephen hotly.
— You don’t care whether he was a heretic or not ? said Nash.

— I know that Byron was a bad man, said Roland.
— Here, catch hold of this heretic, Heron called out.
In a moment Stephen was a prisoner.

...Nash pinioned his arms behind while Roland seized a long
cabbage stump which was lying in the gutter. Struggling and
kicking under the cuts of the cane and the blows of the knotty
stump Stephen was borne back against a barbed wire fence.

— Admit that Byron was no good.

— No.

— Admit.

— No.

— Admit.

— No. No.”

This illustration of moral suasion and practical inculcation of
canons of literary evaluation is taken from Mr. James Joyce’s “ A
Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man.” To guard against any
expression of displeasure over the marginal caption, let it be under-
stood that it was not intended to convey anything typically Irish.
It only so happens that the incident had been described by the author
as having taken place in Ireland, and the characters involved were
young Irishmen; nothing else. That there may not linger the
faintest doubt on that score, we shall furnish a companion illustra-
tion, this time of liberal Italian origin : The other day we received a
visit from an Italian gentleman. In the course of conversation he
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EDITORIALLY

discovered a book in the Italian language the postman had that same
day deposited on our desk. A work of philosophy, and we had
only just had time to glance over it in cutting open its pages. “ The
book promises to be interesting, ” we said to our visitor. He
looked at it for a while, then noticing the author’s name, threw the
book down on the table as if it were a cursed thing, saying indig-
nantly : * Fascista!

@

It is an open secret that Stephen—Stephen Dedalus in Joyce’s
book—is autobiography. The book was written about 1904-1914.
The Artist, Stephen, that is, confessed that he was leaving his native
country “ to forge in the smithy of my soul the uncreated conscience
of my race. ” With the exception of one or two short visits to his
home-land, he has lived in voluntary exile ever since.

Whether Stephen Dedalus still maintains his youthful enthu-
siasm for Byron as a poet; whether he would still be willing to suffer
torment for the sake of that enthusiasm; whether the smithy of his
soul has successfully accomplished the forging of the uncreated
conscience of his race, no data are at hand to enable one to affirm or
deny. However that may be, after a lapse of between fifteen to
twenty years, evidence has been furnished only the other day that
the conscience of at least one member of the race, as far as it sits in
judgement on works of literature, still remains uncreated and in
conflict with any sort of enlightened critical theory.

&)

PATRIOTISM Poets need not be patriots. What in
AS INSPIRATION quiet moments of retrospection one might
be inclined to class as great poetry has not
been written under the stimulus of patriotism or nationalistic
feeling. Resorted to deliberately as a source or motive of imagina-
tive creation, it must in the end prove as barren as any other sought
stimulus. There are no decoys to ensnare inspiration. If that be
so, perhaps we should not have said that poets need not be patriots,
but that they should not be patriots.

Mr. W. B. Yeats, in an early essay, tells how he and Lionel
Johnson had founded—actually founded—their Art and Irish
Criticism on the romantic conception of Irish nationality. Had
the enterprise been at all realizable, Yeats ran the much better chance
of achieving some sort of practical result than Johnson. The
latter understood only how to reduce political thought to verse, but
Yeats had dreamed of transforming love of country into a patriotism




EDITORIALLY

of hate, fervid Irish hate,—a much more absorbing and more
powerful emotion than love. Like all romantic movements, theirs
also was marked by much muddling, if not muddle-headedness.
Despite sincere intention professed at all hands to build up a national
Art, the situation soon grew troublesome, when it became apparent
that others had other notions as to what the poetry of Young
Ireland should be. And so Yeats set out to attack verse written by
certain Irishmen because he considered it based on a morality and
politics that impaired its value; his and his party’s verse being
attacked in turn, because it was not deemed expressive of certain
doctrines or necessities of the moment. Yeats and his partisans
soon discovered that even in the best of causes art cannot live on
extrinsic subterfuges; discovered that artists “ who are servants not
of any cause, but of mere naked life, and above all of that life in its
nobler forms, become protesting individual voices. *

The Celtic Twilight in letters has not lifted from that day to this.

Iz
@

SECTARY A young Irishman has recently produced a full-
AS CRITIC dress study of a contemporary poet, whom he

measures with the religious-chauvinistic yardstick,
forming his estimate on the basis of creed, opinion and attitude,
rather than on that of aesthetic experience, thus recalling to us the
superannuated and unenlightened manner of art evaluation we had
read of in Joyce’s *“ Portrait of the Artist.

Whether it was that the mind was willing, but the flesh too weak
to hobble after, or whether the flesh was in healthy functional swing,
but the mind in a quandary, the young Irishman has found himself
torn between two influences. There was the responsibility
imposed by acceptance of a commission to write a study, which,
unless it were an appreciation, there whould have been little point
in ordering to be written, and there was the author, still too much of
a good Irish-Catholic to make a good European. Face to face
with his subject, a heterogeneous type to be sure, neither quite
American nor quite English, nor quite Catholic nor quite Puritan,
yet all of these, and more, rolled into one, he found him an
embarrassing specimen indeed. So, instead of making  eine gute
Miene zum bésen Spiel, ” the young Irish author has made “ eine

bose Miene zum guten Spiel. ”  Instead of a study, he wrote a good
old-fashioned Irish shindy.

@

THE MAN We cannot recall any principle more relevant

OR HIS to the discussion of critical attitude than that
i gk laid down by Mr. T. S. Eliot in his book of
essays, “ The Sacred Wood ”, namely that * honest criticism and




EDITORIALLY

sensitive appreciation are directed not upon the poet but upon the
poetry . Or the remark in his essay on Dante : ** The less I know
about the poet and his work before I begin to read it, the better. ”
A most sensible view, indeed, since anything we may learn of a
poet’s personality will not normally affect the state of mind we find
ourselves in after reading a given poem, while still in ignorance of
the author’s person or the degree of importance attributed to his
work. On the other hand, attention first directed upon the poet’s
personality or social, moral, political, or such other considerations,
as are not strictly and purely artistic, may well sub-consciously, if
not frankly consciously, create in the reader a parti-pris that may
imperil what might else have been a normally pleasing or displeas-
ing, appreciative or unappreciative, reaction to his work. It follows
that criticism of poetry, if it is justifiable on any hypothesis at all,
is valueless when it is not practised with detachment from the poet’s
personality.

It is the disregard of that principle in Mr. Thomas McGreevy’s
“ Thomas Stearns Eliot, A Study ” (Chatto and Windus, London),
which renders the book a useless production. It dribbles irrele-
vancies and inconsistencies throughout its pages and at every step
displays the writer’s, we shall not say, incompetence, but congenital
inability, to understand or appreciate a poet of the type of T. S.
Eliot, despite all lip-service and cheap and frequently contradictory
compliments to the contrary. Although the book is filled with a
swashbuckling sort of self-assurance, its author does not hesitate to
take occasional refuge on the fence where he sits and chews the cud,
uncertain at all at all which way to jump next.

@

INSULTS TO We suggested that instead of compos-

ing a study he had produced a quarrel.

#edR Al bt H% calls S{ John Efvine a gardgn cab-
bage; William II a caricature of a monarch; he shies stones at Shaw
and Sargent. Voltaire and Anatole France could not write poetry,
—and they can’t answer back. Cocteau is merely a young man in
a hurry. Giraudoux treats his Amphitryon with the amused con-
descension of the free-thinking professor who knows better. Ezra
Pound is a professor mangué who should have stayed in America.
Sir Joshua Reynolds is that born old professor devoid of a single
illuminating line; poor D. H. Lawrence was * poles apart from all
intellect, "—how the shades of these must moan! He seems to
have a special grudge against professors and showers liberal invec-
tive on their heads. Da Vinciwas intellectually dishonest. ~Shake-
speare’s “The Taming of the Shrew” is a piece of vulgarity. Arnold
Bennett is that * fivepenny English master. ” The Spanish men of
letters have nothing more serious than Neapolitan lampshades and
child’s penny worlds to occupy them. Going as far back as Eli-
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EDITORIALLY

zabeth Tudor—how many centuries is it since that poor repressed
spinster has stopped plucking the daisy : he loves me, he loves me
not P—he accuses her of having, by her secession from Rome,
caused the breakdown of British ideals, and proves it, as he thinks,
by the suicide in the Great War of George Winterbourne, the hero
of Richard Aldington’s novel, ““ Death of a Hero”!  All of that,—
and throughout one wonders what connexion there can be between
such a variety of matters and T. S. Eliot’s poetry.

@

YES — NO! The book is full of fun, and it is almost worth the
NO — VES: two bob net itis selling for. The author quarrels

with the subject of his study, Thomas Stearns
Eliot. When the latter writes : “...J do not hope to turn again,”
our young Irish critic pulls up sharply and back-chatters : “ I feel
I know better than he does, I not only hope but I know that he assur-
edly will turn again. ” When Eliot solemnly affirms : “ 7 rejnice
that things are as they are,” do you think McGreevy wil! let him
have his way, or give him heed may be? The divil he would!
Instead—and you would think he knew better than to say such a
thing—he prints it in his book that the “ distinguished artist is in
despair (though resigned) because of his own sterility. ” ~ Then, as
if regretting the faux-pas, he adds that that is not much anyway,
since even the saints have had their periods of sterility. Which
might raise the pretty problem whether it was not due initially to
their sterility that they became saints at all. But we will let that
pass, owing to its delicacy. Then he starts on a new tack and gives
a wallop to Mr. Eliot’s Church, the Anglo-Catholic, “ the bastard,
schismatic and provincial if genteel kind of Catholicism, ” since ** to
be an Anglo-Catholic, to try to compromise between John Bullish-
ness or Uncle Sammishnes, and Catholicism is almost to try to
reconcile Mammon and God. ”  As if Mammon had never formed
a definite step in the hierarchy of divine intercessors. In point of
fact, we believe that Mr. Eliot was for a time connected with banking
in some capacity before ever he “ tried ”’to effect any such mcgriev-
ous compromise. It did not bring him down in the world. A
little dose of the banking medicine would not hurt Mr. McGreevy
much. It might teach him the always useful sense of values and
responsibilities, at least.

@
‘::3,

“THE CRITERION” He scolds Mr. Eliot’s review, ““ The

ALL WRONG Criterion, ” for about two pages or
more, resenting its particular kind of

dulness, which he declares to be a rather professorial and rather
snobbish kind; it serves, he says, as a kind of exchange for ideas
between the second-raters of all Europe. He is afraid, it seems, that
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“in the future professors would keep the artist in place.” He
should know, since he himself has taught at the Ecole Normale in
Paris the young French idea how to grow. He is much incensed
that a Harvard professor should have explained to Mr. Joyce, in the
pages of “ The Criterion, ” how he really ought to write if he
wishes for the approval of New England. Which speaks volumes
for McGreevy’s sense of humour when throughout 70 pages he
tries to make Mr. Eliot understand how he should write if he
wishes for the approval of Thomas McGreevy. — The larva of
querulousness spins on so extravagantly that Mr. McGreevy becomes
himself entangled in the process of cocoon formation and tied up in
a dispute with himself. On p. 1 of his ** Study " he complains
sadly of “ the falling off in vigour and vividness, in pregnancy,
suggestiveness of words, in technical adequacy to the subject in
Mr. Eliot’s most recent book of verse, ‘Ash Wednesday’, ” This
on p. 1, — but on the last page but one he writes that there are

assages in “ Ash Wednesday " that ** transcend everything

r. Eliot had written in sheer contemplated static loveliness. ”
There is a decided weakness for leaning, but always too far, back
or forward.

The conflict Mr. McGreevy engages in with himself takes place
on a variety of fields. It assumes a zig-zag character, and one can
never be sure where and when it is likely to break out afresh. He
chides Eliot repeatedly for writing verse that is disdainful, plaintive,
over-fastidious, wincing, whimpering, despairing, resigned, satirical,
jronical, satanically melancholy, etc. Verses written before *“ The
Waste Land, ” as well as verses written after the publication of that
Qgem, were all more or less so blemished. We say except “ The

aste Land, ”* because to that poem the author of the *“ Study ”
pays the greatest compliment he is capable of, saying that it “ has
influenced us all almost as much as Mr. Joyce’s * Ulysses.” Ina
sense it is more nearly complete than ‘Ulysses’. ” But even here
he slips mercurially through our fingers; for he finds disdain also
in ** The Waste Land, >’ only :  in ‘The Waste Land ’ the disdain
finds its rightful place.” *The Waste Land” is more nearly
complete than * Ulysses, ** because the latter is but the first part of
a vast undertaking that is not yet finished, while the former has a
definite ending :  Skanti shanti shanti,” the nearest equivalent of
which Sanscrit word is “ The Peace that passeth understanding. *
It hath passed Mr. McGreevy’s who, after agreat deal of interpretative
spluttering, folds away neatly his tail between his legs and runs away,
throwing out over his shoulder a parting observation to the effect
that if anyone is interested in the poem “ without being quite able
to * make it out, > I assume that it is because they are attracted by its
self-evident literary merits, and that comment on these is, therefore,
almost needless.” “ For what it sets out to be... ‘The Waste
Land ’ is practically beyond mere literary criticism....” We cannot
for the life of us imagine what a poem can set out to be other than a
poem. If the author had said straight-forwardly that * The Waste

Ty e




EDITORIALLY

Land ” is beyond literary criticism, his position would be clear
enough. But it is impossible to pin him down any more effectively
than, according to Teddy Roosevelt, you could nail a lump of apple
jelly to the wall. And so we have it that “ The Waste Land ™ is
beyond literary criticism, but only practically so, and the literary
criticism is mere literary criticism. He persists : ““ I have not dwelt
on its literary quality. For that matter I do not think I need to. ”
This after protesting a few pages earlier, discussing this same
“ Waste Land, ” that * it is not the theme, but the poet’s treatment
of it that gives a work its value, ” or- in plain English, that same
literary quality all over again that he denies coolly in the next
breath. If Saint Ignatius had not founded his order, it would have
remained for Saint Thomas to found it!

@

ELIOT  Ithasalready been noted that our Irish critic bemoans

7y on page 1 the falling off among other virtues of

e Mr. Eliot’s poetry, the falling off also in technical
adequacy, but on p. 9 we find the direct contrary : “ I do not propose
to dwell at anylength on his technique which is usually sel{-evi-
dently adequate to his matter.” *“I am mostly concerned ”—
these again are his words—* with Mr. Eliot’s attitude, as I think he
would have me be.” — But suddenly and quite unaccountably
something happens, and we read this : *“ But I must insist that I
think Mr. Eliot is scarcely to be blamed personally for this attitude
of the early poems. ” Why, does the reader suppose, is Mr. Eliot
not to be blamed for the attitude of his early poems ? It seems he
is not to be so blamed because he had “ deserted New England for
Old England at a time when Old England was still to all intents and
purposes Edwardian,  — a most dreadful era, when “ passionless,
fastidious, would-be aristocratic, Nonconformist Liberalism, the
nearest thing to New Englandism that exists in Europe, was
triumphant. ” Now the cat is out of the bag : ““ It is little wonder
therefore that he should have been infected with something of the
glibness of his generation. ” Unless this has been put down for
mere sound’s sake, we defy any one in his sober senses to explain
why a poet should be less blamable for his poems or the attitude of
his poems written in one country and generation, than for the
writing of them in another country or generation. Of course, it is
all simon-pure nonsense. It is at bottom nothing but a smoke
screen behind which, patronizingly and mealy-mouthed, the author
exposes Mr. Eliot’s innocence regarding [frish fairies when he
“ opined ” that, according to Mr. W.B. Yeats, they were * charm-
ing creatures in their native bogs.” Now Mr. McGreevy will not
have it ‘that way : As for Mr. Yeats’s fairies being charming—he
retorts—they could only be considered so if it were charming to lead
people to destruction, as in “ The Land of Heart’s Desire.” Now
all this has obviously nothing to do with an appreciation of
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EDITORIALLY

Mr. Eliot’s poetry, but it furnishes a surprisingly pertinent illus-
tration of how little a thing suffices to give Mr. McGreevy an excuse
for turning away from the task he undertook, but relished not at all.

@

FAIRIES AND Of course, there are fairies and fairies. Both
FAIRIES kinds may, possibly enough, consist of good as
well as bad ones; of charming creatures, as
runs the phrase objected to, or destructive, as it is claimed they are.
It is not the other kind of fairies whose good fame he impugns: it is
the supernatural kind that he callously slanders. In the name of
happy childhood the world over, we protest against such vandalism.
We dislike suggesting, but the author of the Eliot monograph
mistook or deliberately refused to understand the import of
Mr. Yeats’s famous play. In any event he had better be on his

guard, for sooner or later the traduced leprechauns will get him.
Mr. McGreevy has been teaching the French; let a Frenchman
now teach him. Let him listen to Prof. Louis Cazamain of the
Sorbonne, who writes in his ““History of English Literature” :
““The Land of Heart’s Desire’, a little masterpiece, in which the
wistful aspiration of the beyond, the eternal restlessness of unsat-
isfied hearts, are crystallized in pure allegory.” Lest he object to
receive instruction from a Frenchman, and he, a detested professor,

let him open the “Collected Poems” of that singing Irishman,
James Stephens, and read the lilting lyric, “ The Fairy Boy ”, he
who was

“ Rapt away,
Snapt away,
To a place where children play
in the sunlight all the day.”

— Let him read what a priest had done to him :

“ With candle, book and bell,
Tolling Latin like a knell,
Ruiﬁ[e.rsb/,
From the tree,
Sprinkling holy water round,
He drove the Fairy down to hell,
There in torment to be bound.
So the tree is withered and
There is sorrow on the land.”
@
VULGAR But Mr. McGreevy’s most virulent abuse is
PLUTOCRACY reserved for America, a country he has never
visited; frankly, if stupidly, basing his general-
ization on reading and hearsay. If he has ever read or heard
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anything in America’s favour, he keeps silent about it. He starts
out by saying : “ It is, I suppose, generally accepted that America as
a whole is the most vulgar plutocracy that the modern world has
seen.” A man is permitted to hold the opinion that America is a
plutocracy, even the most vulgar plutocracy that the modern world
has seen, if he prefers to put it that way. Some might deny it point
blank and others might consider it a moot point or vehemently
affirm it. But to say that America “ as a whole ” is such a pluto-
cracy means nothing at all. America “as a whole ” is no more any
one particular thing than any other country as a whole is any other
particular thing, with the possible exception of Russia, where every-
thing has been triturated down to a powdery level. And if,
as he says, “ even the poor American is proud of all the million-
aires, ” it is because the poor American was probably one himself
only yesterday, or will be one tomorrow, and we imagine it is
rather a fascinating experience to be amillionaire, and rather a
comfortable one. Probably also harder to achieve than writing
literary studies. Even the divine Arthur Rimbaud chucked the
poet’s halo for the money-maker’s crown of thorns. What a pity
fate was against him. Voltaire—the thorn in Mr. McGreevy’s
exhibitionistic side—pretty well managed to amass sackfuls of both
kinds of glory.
@

<7

MASS MEETING Andif* the poor American is equally proud
OR BURLESQUE of all the splendid skyscrapers they build for
the biggest big business ever, " it is because
they are splendid indeed, and they have enriched the world’s sensi-
bilities in architecture, whereas our Irish ironist’s innuendos are
evidence only of a picayunish mind and footling snobbery. To say
as he does that *‘ America is not so much a country as a mass
meeting,”’ is as much of a staggering, sprawling, poteen-steeped
witticism as the retort that Ireland is not so much a country as an
eternal rumpus might well be inspired by a synthetic gin jag. Zout
de méme we have never heard of the hat having been passed in the
Irish circus in support of an American cause, but we have partici-
pated in American mass meetings, where the hat has been passed to
make Ireland free (?) — Hurray! Wewould hate to say what we
think would have been the fate of Ireland, if, say for the last fifty
years, the American mass meeting had been barred to Irishmen.
Perhaps also the American police would have been cleaner.

&

THE PADDED We have by now more than sufficiently shown
“ STUDY” the cantankerous, ungracious, bumptious,
: superior and utterly insincere manner in which

the “ Study ” has been composed. Mr. T. S. Eliot merits every
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sympathy for having become involved in such a grotesque perform-
ance. This all the more so that the suspicion does not seem alto-
gether unwarranted, not altogether aus der Luft gegriffen, that the
author had not been given too much to reading Eliot’s works except
for an eleventh hour’s hunt for quotations, with which the book
abounds. Even these, for all we know, may have been procurde
per manum alienam, because in a note of acknowledgment we find
him expressing thanks to two collaborators for helping him “ in
various ways in the preparation of this essay, ”” containing 71 pages
in all, of which a good fourth consists of quotations from Lafor-
gue, Corbiére, Yeats, but chiefly from Eliot. Four pages are
devoted to a disquisition on royalism and classicism; as much again
to abuse of America, ditto of professors, and other matters having
nothing in the least in common with the subject of the ““ Study, ”
for which no sort of preparation other than a goodly supply of
bile was needed. To the study of Thomas Stearns Eliot properly
speaking, there has been devoted only just enough matter to form
a slender pamphlet, the rest being reprinted material and padding.

&

McGREEVY It appears that our critic divides Mr. Eliot’s
vs. ALDINGTON “ output ”’ into three phases : verses writ-

ten before the publication of “ The Waste
Land ”; then “ The Waste Land ”; then verses published after-
wards, particularly “ Ash Wednesday. ” The ante-" Waste Land ”
phase, if we except occasional amiabilities, does not strike him very
favourably. It is the “ Prufrock ” phase, and according to our
critic, there could not be much in that, because it only expressed
New England’s spiritual bankruptcy. Although a born poet,
Eliot’s cultural background (““ he had the genius of it as Henry
James had the genius of it ™) is stated to have provided him with
nothing to grow poetical about. And so he wrote satirically about
it.  Yet he himself was still of it. One is always “ of ” whatever
one is satirical about. Which is very funny, because in his diatribe
against the genus professor, Mr. McGreevy quotes Mr. Yeats’s
well-known satire on the

“ Old, learned, respectable bald heads....
They'll cough in the ink to the world’s end,
Wear out the carpet with their shoes.
Earning respect, have no strange friend.”

Does he mean to suggest that Mr. Yeats is ““ of ”” whatever he is
satirical about and,

“ must accounted be’
One of that mumming company ?”

The young Irishman, who is first of all a Catholic, is displeased

it o Aties
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with the poet for being ironical about the True Church and sympa-
thizes with him for suffering too much from Protestantism.
Mr. Eliot, he tells us, believing nothing, achieved nothing that could
be poetry, as Voltaire and Anatole France had not. Mr. Eliot’s
puerile and tittering scepticism could not but be poetically sterile.
Withal he remained Puritan, and like all Puritans confused the ideas
of love and sex. During that early phase he was a melodramatic
writer and in the poems of that period the spirit of satirical comedy
was uppermost in him. All of which, and much more of the same
kind that we refrain from further noticing, is, as Mr. Richard Alding-
ton once said, writing on T. S. Eliot, * Cheap journalism.”
Mr. Aldington, who is a too well-seasoned all-round man of letters
to permit questions of morals, religion or political allegiance to
interfere with his literary judgment, also wrote on Mr. Eliot’s
ante-“Waste Land” poetry. This is what he said, writing before the
publication of “ The Waste Land ” : “ His desire for perfection is
misrepresented as puritan and joyless, whereas it is plain that he
discriminates in order to increase his enjoyment. But of course
refinement will not be applauded by those who cannot perceive
it, nor will intelligence be appreciated by those who cannot un-
derstand it; literary criticism is not the only human activity wherein
ignorance is made a standard. ”

@

“THE After that early period, followed * The Waste
WASTE ILAND? Land,” when * the gentlemanly whimpering
was to cease as the disdainful wit was to cease.”

Mr. Eliot would now seem to have moved up towards a spiritual
lane. On this plane, when disdain occurs, it is still disdain, but in
its rightful place, because, says our critic, “like the scorn in
“ Ulysses, * it appears in a scene of love-making where there is no

»

love. But disdain was manifest also in earlier verse on occasions
of similar meretriciousness. The point sought to be made therefore
fails. If“ The Waste Land  is preferred by Mr. McGreevy and he
bestows greater praise on it, it is not because a more catholically-
minded critic speaks through him now, but because a narrow-
minded Catholic speaks through the critic. Whereas an abandoned
Puritan is supposed to have spoken in Mr. Eliot’s earlier verses,
Mr. McGreevy now begins to discover evidences of the poet’s
turning his back on the nimble, playful, satirical, perhaps even
hedonic, and moving towards the spiritual. He seems to Eear the
noise of slamming of trunks and pulling up of tents in preparation
of starting on an officially conducted tourto... Canossa. Yes:
the poet “ has moved towards Catholicism.” But in the later
“ Ash Wednesday, ” Canossa is still a long way off. Hence,
Mr. McGreevy does not like “ Ash Wednesday ” so well. And
judging by Mr. Eliot’s last pamphlet, “ Thoughts after Lambeth, ”
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the tour has been abandoned for good. An Anglican, not a Roman,
halo has definitely been bespoken.

“WASTE LAND” Our young critic subjects *“ The Waste Land”
INTERPRETED '© an interpretation, ““ an altogether personal

interpretation. ” Just how edifying this
proves will be made sufficiently clear by two examples : The line :

“ London bridge is falling down falling down falling down,
he adumbrates as : “ disintegration again.” And the lines :

“ And we shall play a game of chess,
Pressing lidless eyes and waiting for a knock upon the door,’

»

he interprets : “ It is scarcely necessary to suggest that it means
death. ” But for which comment one might have thought it meant
that the maid was about to come in to announce the bath was ready.
The rest is mere rehearsing and re-echoing or paraphrasing of, at
times perhaps difficult but intelligible, text: futile interpretation all
of it, by the author’s own admission, since “ human nature is not
so very diversified, and all interpretations tend to be at any rate
more or less right. ” If so, why have wasted time, paper and
printer’s ink ?

Much as our critic may have tried to get under his subject’s
skin, both personality and work were too much for him. Mr. Eliot
is at once a subtle, complicated, frank and outspoken personality,
and his work is apt to be troublesome if not read with thoughtful
attention. To do him justice, the critic did his best to discover
what Mr. Eliot was about. One might go so far as to say that he
not only tried to understand, but also to emulate, and that at great
and grievous risk and peril of his very soul. For it must not be
overlooked that Mr. McGreevy is a poet in his own right. When
Eliot uses in his poem the German : “ Wo weilest du? >, McGreevy
answers, in a poem of his own, in the same language : *“ Folge mir
Frau.” Mr. Eliot in “ The Love Song of Prufrock ” writes :

“In the room the women come and go

Talking of Michelangelo,”
and Mr. McGreevy in his poem, ““ School of...” echoes :

“ So Dublin’s rows
Michelangelos...”

Mr. McGreevy censures our Anglo-American poet for being, in his
50em ‘Hippopotamus’, ironical about the Church. Readers of
oltaire will remember the confession which the latter makes in
“ La Pucelle ” of having had for the boon-companions of his youth
good-for-nothings who had made fun of the servants of God :
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“ Dans mon printemps j’ai hanté des vauriens...
Et se moguant des serviteurs de Dieu.”

In his poem from which we have already quoted, Mr. McGreevy,
we hope not under the influence of any crapulous associations, asks
—we dread to repeat it—

“ Doome-quick’s moulting swans
Middle-aged

Drably-white

Sleeping now and

How long since your last confessions?”

Swans, mind you! The only difference we see is the one that
naturally exists between a swan and a hippo.... But we must not
jest on a matter of such gravity, nor must we refuse him
compassion, when in that same poem he exclaims :

“ My muse, how thou art costive!” (*)

@

MR. ELIOT In a short paper contributed to
HIS OWN INTERPRETER @ no longer existing English
review, which may have escaped
Mr. McGreevy, but might have modified, had he read it, some of his
rash conclusions, Mr. Eliot declared : “I do not believe that an
author is more qualified to elucidate the esoteric significance of his
own work than is any other person of training and sensibility, and at
least of equal intelligence. ” Which is quite true, and we had a not
unamusing experience ourselves proving it. 'We had been engaged
in translating some French contemporary poetry into English.
Several lines in the text gave us a great deal OF worry. They were
just beyond us. We called on the author and asked for an elucida-
tion. He read the text—his own verses—and answered : “ Je ne
me rappelle plus. Dites ce que vous voulez.” Which was done.
We apprernend that if Mr. Eliot would or could reveal himself ¢ nu
to his monographer, morally, philosophically, poetically, spirit-
ually, socially and in every other way, it would not be he]pij:ll to
either of them in the least,and that simply on the grounds of literary
or artistic incompatibility. His is a mentality and artistry that must
remain entirely beyond Mr. McGreevy’s ken, and it is because there
are legions of critics whose incompatibility with the artist or his
work must inevitably invalidate their critical conclusions, or at least
affect their sincerity, that we have gone to such an inordinate length
in this causerie on the young Irishman’s very small book. In pure
intellectuality as an artist, we should be hard put to find Mr. Eliot’s
counterpart in contemporary English letters. If we should go
beyond the language line, we might be tempted, with some quali-

(*) Transition, No, 18, p, 117,
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fications, to place him alongside Paul Valéry.* In taste, manner and
mannerisms, as well as in command of all the tricks and finesses of
the trade, he is a revenant from the seventeenth-eighteenth century,
clothed in the habiliments of the twentieth, plus the full enjoyment
of every accumulated advantage of intervening mutations. !

By Mr. McGreevy’s standards of spirituality, religiosity, serious-
ness, worthiness and nobility of subject-matter—eschewing satire,
caprice, surprise, playfulness, frivolities, stark intellect—he must
prove wanting. But such as he is, he must be accepted or left
alone. Mr. Ludwig Lewisohn, in an essay on Whitman which
Tars QuarTer will print shortly, quotes Whitman’s line : *“ Do not
call the tortoise unworthy because she is something else.”

Such an eminent artist as Synge wrote : “ The poetry of exaltation
will be always the highest, but when men lose their poetic feeling
for ordinary life, and cannot write poetry of ordinary things, their
exalted poetry is likely to lose strength of exaltation, in the way
men cease to build beautiful churches when they have lost the happi-
ness in building shops. Many of the older poets used the whole of
their personal life as their material, and the verse written in this
way was read by strong men, and thieves, and deacons, not by little
cliques only. ”

It is only when we will not, or cannot, admit that life and arze
liberatrice, which is an escape from it but still of it, teem with minor
as well as major (are they minor and major ?) experiences and evoke
expression of minor as well as major emotions, each having its
relative weight, importance and being, that, like a squirrel in its
revolving cage, we obtain no more than a fleeting foot support and
remain barred from the vaster sphere of life’s and art’s completer
economy.

And so it is that we conceive the spiritual principle of Mr. Eliot’s
art and his spiritual principle as an artist, for art has its spirituality
as well as its practitioners. **

@

"HOMAGE TO  But there nee}clfl be no speculation as t? any

v theories, methods or characteristics of Mr.
it G Eliot the poet. He stands fully revealed
to those who will read him. He has written his own monograph in
many well-known critical essays. Mr. Richard Aldington was the
first, we believe, to call attention to the fact that Mr. Eliot, as a
critical essayist, is at one with Mr. Eliot the poet. At the time of
Mr. Aldington’s writing, only “ The Sacred Wood ” had been

(*) To our unequivocal dissent from Mg, Mc Greevy's ‘Study’ on T. S, Eliot we wish
to add our equally unequivocal testimony to .the excellence of his translation of
Monsieur Valéry,

(**) “‘Che I’arte non possa avere un fine estrinseco, e non possa percid essere strumento
de edificazione morale, ¢ un ovvio corollario dellasuaspiritualita.” GIOvANNI GENTILE,
La Filosofia dell’ Arle, Milano, 1931,
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published. “Homage to John Dryden” which appeared later,
more than re-affirmed his sound critical judgment. The essay on
Dryden, from which the book takes its title, and in which Mr. Eliot
takes up the cudgels in the defence of Dryden’s reputation as a poet,
is almost prophetic in its application to the “Study ” on Eliot
here examined. Step by stephemeets objections madeagainst Dryden
by critics insensible to his genius, which are strangely identical with
the objections signified by Mr. McGreevy against him. Even as the
latter now deprecates the material out of which Eliot’s poetry has
been constructed, so Eliot observes that “ the depreciation of
Dryden is not due to the fact that his work is not poetry, but to a
prejudice that the material, the feelings, out of which he built, is not
poetic. 7 When one reads Eliot’s clean-cut judgement that
" Dryden is one of the tests of a catholic appreciation of poetry *
(small ¢ in catholic, printer, please!), the veriest tyro must admit the
futility of insisting that the tortoise should be a gold-fish. He
points out that Dryden provides “the element of surprise so
essential to poetry, ”* an element so often occurring in and so charac-
teristic of Eliot’s earlier verse, which Mr. McGreevy carps at.
Finally, as comment on the latter’s serious disappointment, that
there has been a distinct falling off in  suggestiveness of words
from the quality of Eliot’s previous work, as exemplified by “ Ash
Wednesday, ” we would quote from the essay on Dryden : “ He

(Dryden) bears a curious antithetical resemblance to Swinburne.
Swinburne was also a master of words, but Swinburne’s words are
all suggestions and no denotation.... Dryden’s words, on the other
hand, are precise, they state immensely, but their suggestiveness is

almost nothing. ”

The only thing that might in some sort have compensated the
utterly disappointing character of this “study” on Mr. Eliot
would have been the presence of a useful bibliography, as is gene-
rally supplied with books of this character. That failing, the work
is unredeemed. Had a bibliography been provided it would have
saved the book from what is more than a slight error. The critic
states that “ Mr. Eliot’s output since ¢ The Waste Land.’ has been
mostly in prose. His early book of criticisms, ‘ The Sacred
Wood,’ was followed in 1929 by another : ‘ For Lancelot
Andrewes, * and in 1930 by a short essay on Dante.” This is
misleading. There has also been a book of three essays “ Homage
to John Dryden” (The Hogarth Press), from which we have
quoted. In addition there have been published in The Ariel
Poems Series (Faber and Faber) : “ Marina, ” “ A Song for Simeon,”
*“ Journey of the Magi, ” “ Animula, ”—four items at least—with
drawings by E. McKnight Kauffer, and, of course, “ Ash Wed-
nesday.” This a titre de documentation.

E. Wi T,
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