TR .mﬂ‘l‘hﬂ. We
B ave been trying to read D. H.
ce's “Women o Love.” We
S by mueh painful
: "”‘.‘l‘ml‘m what I!ldll!n
. may lie abead, but possessing the
e of what we have managed to
us, the thought of reading 250
more
proken down.
-'mﬂhff.
Ll

We're licked. We

L .

K

in Love,” we understand, was

at one time by the Society for

veszion of Vice,  All we hope

e depths of a vindictive spirit is
officials of this organization were
% read it all the :ny through,

h . L]

ok was issued only in a $15 edi-
This is its first appearance at popu-
: In our present condition, we
":l‘ of po more lamentable figure,

as “more worthy of human sym-
;:';.m mortal who paid $15 for
“&. love” is & composite of dull-
ik and dirt. The last named
""::" all things spring. It is
: o gried, enervated mire of end-

aawholesome scent of decadence
; All the while you keep wonder-

. or sosyou won't have to

ix too much for us to bear. |

g, weo have been told, Mr. Law- |

that rich, potent, primal |

“pather than beginnings. There is & |

‘_

--.-,. sks and So

thnugmmdmhmr. We
have read "Rabelais,” the "Decameoron,”
the “Heptameron,” the “Contes Dro-
latique.” Some day we hope to read them

all again. They made us laugh. “Women |

| in Love" is infinitely more reticont, but it

|
|
|
|

makes us gag a little,

“How much cleaner and more dignified
to be dead!"” one of the characters in
*Women in Love” exclaims.

Infinitely.

Up to this peint we sound like an in-
dorsement of the Vice Society. We aren't,
We don't think for a moment that “Wom-
en in Love"” is an immoral volume, We
don't think that-even the weakest .gpirit
could be swerved one millimeter closer to
evil by reading it. That is, up to page
208, anyway. Rather, it has almost in-
spired us to lead a better life. We'd hate,

in the ensuing years, to become as weary |

of the course and staple varieties of in-
iquity as Mr. Lawrence's characters scem

Forth

We can stahd plain indecency as well .._

i

to be. Henceforth, moderation in all |

things will be our metto,

There is nothing In “Women in Love”
as immoral as the Viee Society, but then,
there never has been in any book we've
ever read, for that matter. After all, the
only thing that censorship does is keep
any one from saying out loud what every
one thinks, more or less,. We have always
felt that the executive or the individual
who believes that society must have Its

—

T bidlingrophy Ermest Boyd .ppudn to
Mo sdolarly wtudy of “The Irish Literery
Rrasissonce™ lisis wnder Jamea Joyee's nomo
wly these items “The Doy of the R“&f‘-
gl “Chamber Music,* “Exiles,” "Dublin-
m” “A Portrait of the Artist as & Yeung
Mox™ and “Ulyraes. Through the ﬂ’lll"lltlﬂ
of Mory M. Colum we are permilted to reprint
e firet ifem herewith, as being wot only of
sllsctors, but as intrinmcally

-

James Joyce"_s__

P te Joyee
. '.n.u::l'ilg u. that it shows Joyec's first quars
il with hiz o eree in Dublin,
The Day of the Rabblement
o MAN. said the Nolam, can be &
r N lovt the true or the good unless
be & rs the multitade; and the
b griisl, though he may empioy the
owd, s v areful to isolate himuelf,
* fis radienl pringipie of ariistic cconomy
mpplies specinlly to B time of crisis, and to- .
day when the highest form of art has been

juut, prese | by desprrate sacrifices, it ia
*h vop the artist making terms with
¢ M cnt, The lLrish Literary Thoater
is the Mtost movement of protest agminst
the sterility and falachood of the modern
shye. [laif a century ago the nota of
profest wus uttered in Norway, and mines

e in several countries long and disheart- |

aing Luttles have been fought agasinst the
boets of prejudice and misinterpretation and
fidienlo. What triompb there has been here
sad there is due to stohborn eonviction, a:.-i
gvery movement that has set out heroieally
his schieved s little. The lrish Literary
Theater gave oul that it was the rhnmrl!mn
of progress, ood proelaimed war against
commercialism and valgarity. It had partiy

male good its word and was expelling the |

sl devil, when after the first encounter it
srrendered to the popular will Now, yoor
popular devil is more dangerous than your
wigar devil.  Bulk and ]u_nn count for
semething, and be ean gild his speech artly,
He hus orevailed onee more, and the Irish
Lterary Thenter must now be considered the
.“qn}- of the rabblement of the most
' Mlited race in Europe. .
% will be interesting to examine here,
e officin] organ of the movement spoke of
' peduing Furopesn masterpicces, but Che
matter went no further. Such a project was
Wmintely neccessary. The censarship s
pmtiess in Dublin, and the difectors esuld
Mw grodoccd *Ghosta™ or “The Dominion
of Deftnese” if they chose. Nothing ean be
doot satl] tho forces that dictate publie
jodgmeet a10 calmly confromted. But, of

eourse, the directors are shy of presenting
Ibsen, Telstoy or Hauptmann, where even
“Countess Cathleen” is prononmced vicious
and damnable. Even for a technical reason
this project was neecsmary, A nation which
never advanced so far as a4 mirnele play af-
fords no literary model to the artikt, and
ke must look abroad. Earnest dramatists
of the peeond rank, Sodermann Hjernson and
QGiacosa, ean write very much better plays
than the Irish Literary Theator has stuged.
Bat, of course, the diréctors would not like
to present soch improper writers to the un
cultivated, moch leas to the eultivated, rab-

| form *The Wind Among the Ree

ﬁyiirederic i aan de Water (F.F.V.)

ears stopped or ita cyes blindfolded for

fear it will fall gpart otherwise has a |

considerably lower opinion of humanity,
including himself, than we have.

- -
We don't like “Women in Love” for the

| same reason that we don't like orchida.

There is more beauty in the flowers than

| in the book, but both of them have the

faint, repellent scent of déeay about them.

It isn't that flaver of decadence that
has caused us to bog down and quit with
our job hall dome. We stopped because
one-fourth of the tints wo hadn't any idea
what the characters were talking about
and the other three-quarters weren't in
the least interested. Up to page
ran across only one drowning and a near-

——

:dnnuly. We'd that it was this
experience that him talk that way
if all the rest.of the characters didh't

“epeak quite mr ohseurely.

And then there's anether woman wha,

in the midst of her escort’s half-hearted

efforts at courling, proceeded to encour-
nge him by swinging on his jaw. We know
little or nothing about the love-life of the
English. But we're certain that that sort
of thing would never do with ua,

Two of Mr. Lawrence's favorite words
seem to be “loina” and “thighs,” and we'll
have to admit that he déscribes the dresses
his women characters wear with meticus

| lous enthusiasm,

208 we |

murder, and neither of these appealed to |

us especially. The rest Iz conversation.

“T agree,” says one character, “that the
Wille zur Macht is a base and petty thing,
But with the Mino (a eat) it is the desire
to bring this female cat into a pure stable
equilibrium, a transcendent and abiding
rapport with the single male. Whereas,
without him, &g you see, she is & mere
stray, a fluffy, sporadie bit of chauos,
is a Yolonté de pouvoir, if you like, a will
to ability, taking pouvoir as a verb.”

The person quoted above had been, per-
haps we ought to explain, beaned with a
lapis-lazuli baH in the hand of a woman
who seemed to feel that this was the only
way she could express her passion for him

blemept. Accordingly, the rabblement, placid !

and inlensely maoral, is enthroned in boxes
and galleriea amid a hum of approval-la
bestin Trionfante—and those who think that
Echegaray is “morhid,” and titter coyly when
Melisande leis down her hair, are not sure

bat they are the trustees of every intellect-
pal and poetic pleasure
. . .
Meanwhile, what of the artista? It is
equally unsafe to say of Mr, Yeatn ut prexent

that he has or has not peniue, In ale

and

of the highest order, and

JOSEPH CONRJD was sizty-five years old on December o

It
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As for his direct quotations from his
characters, we think Mr, Lawrence thinks
he writes conversation like Osear Wilde,

L]

It may be reality that “Women in Love™
deals with and we ourself may be living
2ll unawsre in a world of mid-Victorian
sham, But we know what we'se going to
do this evening. We're going to read an’
old, red-backed, drippingly sentimentsl
book sgain and gulp like a darned fool
over Serooge and the Cratehits, And then
we're going to bed early so that nothing
will disturb the entrance of a certain nue
gust person over the asbestos logs of oug
hrep!am.

We havent even the most elemental
qualifications for a eritie of literature, Wo
still believe in Charles Dickens and Santa
Claus,

ffor?

e —

of the Magi™ (s story which one of the proab
Russians might have writter) shows what
Mr. Yeats«can do whken he breaks with the
half gods, Bub sn msthete has & floati

will and Mr, Yeals's treacherous instinet o
adaptability must be blamed for his recend
stroclation with a platform from which everd
nelf-respeet should have urged him to ree
frain. Mr. Marlyn and Mr, Moore are not
writers of much originality, Mr. Martymy
disabled as he is by an incorrigible siyle, had
none of the fierce, hysterieal power of Strind=
birg, whom he mogpests at times and with

-

him one is conmcious of a lack of breadih
and distinetion which outweighs the nobility
af eertain passages. Mr. Moore, however,
hsx wonderful mimetic ability, and some

years ago hin books might have ontitled him
to the place of honor among Enpglith novaels

st But though “Yain Fertune” |perhaps
one should add some of “Esther Water is
fine, original work, Mr. Moore {2 really struge
gling In the backwash of that tide which has
advanced from Flaubert through Jakobsen
to d'Annonzio: for twe ralire eras lin bes
tween “Madame Bovary' and “Il Fooce, n

it plain from “Celibatea™ and the later novels
that Mr. Moore is beginning to draw umﬂ'
kis literary secount and the quest of a new
Impulee may explain his recent startling
eanversion. Converts are in the movement
sow and Mr. Mocre and his island have boes
fitly admired. But however frankly Mn
Meore may misquote Pater and Turgenisf to
defend himself, his new impulse has ne kind
of relation te the futore of art
. . .

In such elrromstances it ham become ime
perative to define the position. If an artist
the favar of the multitede he eannalk
cape the contagion of its fetichism and delib-
pelf-doception, and if he joins in a popu-
|ur movement he does so at his own risk. There
fore, the Irish Literary Theater, by its sur.
render to the trolls, hay cut jtself adrift from
the line of advaneement. Until he has freed
kimeall from the mean influenee about him—
sodden enthusinzm mnd clever insinuation and
every flatlering infloence of vanity and low
ambilion—no man {s an artist at all Bot his
trus servitude is that he inherita a will
broken by doubt and s soul that yiclds up ull
its hate to a'earens; and the most seoming

courts
e

orale

| independent are thaze who are the first to

reassume thelr bonds. Bot Truth deal
largely with us. Elsewhero there arr med
who are worthy to earry om the tradition of
the old master who {n dying in Christianis
He has already found his successor in thé
writar of “Michael Kramer,” and the third
minister will not be wanfing when his -hous
comes. Even now thel heur may be stznds
ing by the door,
October 15, TOOL, ]



