










































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































402 ESSAYS

The theory is that potential peace-breakers will be frightened
by our display of force into good behaviour. Such belief is
wholly at variance with the facts of history. Accumulation of
armaments by one power has always led, first, to accumulation
of armaments by other powers and then, when’the financial
strain became unbearable, to war. As usual, it is a matter of
relating means to ends. Armaments, as history shows, are not
appropriate means for achieving peace.

Let us consider the other objections made by our heckler.
Pacifism certainly has its risks. But so has militarism; and the
risks of militarism are far greater than those of pacxﬁsm
Militarism cannot fail to lead us into war, whereas pacifism has
a very good chance of preventing war from breaking out.

The nations of the world live within a malevolently charmed
circle of suspicion, hatred, and fear. By pursuing a policy of
pacifism, and only by pursuing a policy of pacifism, we can break
out of the circle. One generous gesture on the part of a great
nation might be enough to set the whole world free. More than
any other nation, Britain is in a position to make that gesture.
‘To make it,” protest the militarists, ‘is to court disaster.’ But
to go on preparing for war and thereby rendering war inevitable
is also to court disaster—disaster more certain and more
complete.

Which is better, to take a risk for a good cause, or tomarch
to certain perdition for a bad one?

XII

This time the questioner is not hostile. ‘I am a convinced
pacifist,’ he begins. ‘I have signed a pledge that I will take no
part in another war. But war is still in the future, I want to do
something now—something that will prevent the war from
breaking out. What can I do?’

Let us try to answer this as briefly as possible. To sign a
pledge refusing to take any part in another war is commend-
able. But it is not enough. Prevention is always better than
cure; and where modern war is concerned it is in.fact the only
course open. For the next European war will begin without
warning, will be waged at long range by scientific weapons
capable of spreading indiscriminate destruction. Pacifists may
have the best will in the world; but in these circumstances they
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will be able to do very little to cure the disease once it has broken
out. Therefore, while there is yet time, they must do all in
their power to prevent the disease from breaking out.

In a vague way practically every one is now a pacifist. But
the number 3f those who are prepared to put themselves to
inconvenience for their opinions is always small. Most pacifists
will go to the trouble of voting for peace; for the rest, they will
be what the pun upon their name implies—merely passive.
Active or Constructive Pacifists are, and must be content to
remain, a minority. How is this minority to make itself
effective? By uniting, first of all. But there are unions and
unions. The formation of yet another subscription-collecting,
literature-distributing and possibly pledge-signing society 1s
not enough. The Constructive Peace Movement must be all
these things; but it must be something else as well. It must
be a kind of religious order, membership of which involves the
acceptance of a certain way of life, and entails devoted and
unremitting personal service for the cause.

What is the best form for such an arganization to take?
History leaves us in no doubt. The Early Christians, the
founders of the monastic and mendicant orders, the Quakers,
the Wesleyans, the Communists (to mention but a few of those
responsible for important social movements)—all used funda-
mentally the same type of organization: an affiliation of smaller
groups. Here are a few tentative suggestions for the organiza-
tion of the Constructive Peace Movement. The local unit is
a small team of not less than five or more than ten members.
These teams meet at least once a week for discussion, for mutual
help and criticism, for mutual strengthening in the common faith,
for the performance in common of spiritual exercises. In any
district where a number of teams exist, particular tasks may be
assigned to each. Some teams should undertake propaganda;
others should form themselves into study circles to investigate
particular aspects—whether personal, social, or international—
of the general problem of peace. All should attempt to put the
principles of Constructive Peace into regular practice. Thus,
every group should be an unlimited liability company, in which
each member assumes responsibility for all the rest. In some
cases groups snay feel inclined to assume special social responsi-
bilities, as, for example, towards a particular destitute family
or a certain category of people, such as released prisoners,
patients in a local hospital and the like. At monthly intervals
all the groups of the district should meet to pool information
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and experience. Larger meetings and demonstrations would
be organized from time to time by a central office.

At the present time Constructive Pacifists have one immediate
task to which they should devote a good part of their energies.
This immediate task is to persuade the goverfiment of this
country to apply the obvious principles of preventive pacificism
to the present international situation. This it can do by calling
at the earliest possible date a conference for the discussion of
the economic and political causes of war and the elaboration of
a world-wide scheme for eliminating those causes. Constructive
Pacifists must try to get the eleven millions of well-meaning but
passive pacifists who voted for the Peace Ballot to 1mplement
their rather vague aspirations by a s:g'nature in favour of this
particular policy—the only policy that is in the least likely to
give them the peace for which they expressed their desire last
year. Time will show what other tasks must be undertaken;
but for the moment this is certainly the most important.

So much for the organization and immediate policy. In these
concluding paragraphs we shall offer a few haphazard remarks
of a more general nature.

The philosophy which underlies Constructive Pacifism has
been described by implication in an earlier paragraph. But it
seems advisable to state it more explicitly here. The philosophy
of Constructive Pacifism proceeds from a consideration of what
is to a statement of what ought to be—from empirical fact to
idea. The facts upon which the doctrine is based are these.
First, all men are capable of love for their fellows. Second, the
lumtatlons imposed upon this love are of such a nature that it
is always possible for the individual, if he so desires, to tran-
scend them. Third, love and goodness are infectious. So are
hatred and evil.

The Constructive Pacifist formulates his belief in some such
words as these. The spirit is one and all men are potentially
at one in the spirit. Any thought or act which denies the funda-
mental unity of mankind is wrong and, in a certain sense, false;
any thought or act which affirms it is nght and true. It isin
the power of every individual to choose whether he shall deny
or affirm the unity of mankind in an ultimate spiritual reality.

The political, social, and individual ideals ofcConstructive
Peace follow logically from its doctrine. The pacifists’ social
and international policy have already been sufficiently described.
It is necessary, however, to say a few words about his individual
way of life. The whole philosophy of Constructive Peace is
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based on a consideration of the facts of personal relationship
between man and man. Hence it is impossible that Constructive
Pacifism should be merely a large-scale and, so to speak, abstract
policy. It must also be a way of life. There are men who
profess to b pacifists in international politics, but who are
tyrants in their families, bullying employers, ruthless and
unscrupulous competitors. Such men are not only hypocrites;
they are also fools. Nobody but a fool can suppose that it is
possible for a government to behave as a pacifist, when the
individuals it represents conduct their private affairs in an
essentially militaristic way. Constructive Peace must be first
of all a personal ethic, a way of life for individuals; only on that
condition will it come to be embodied, permanently and securely,
in forms of social and international organization. There is
another, immediately cogent reason why those who accept the
doctrines and responsibilities of Constructive Peace should do
their best to conform to the pacifist way of life. The finally
convincing argument in favour of any doctrine is personal
example. By their fruits ye shall know them; and unless the
moral fruits of Constructive Peace are good, its doctrine will not
be accepted. Soldiers are admired for their courage, their
endurance, their self-sacrifice; the military virtues are the best
propaganda for militarism. The Constructive Pacifist must
exhibit all the finest military virtues together with others that
the soldier cannot possess; if he does, his life will be the best
propaganda.

It is easy to talk about a more excellent way of life, immensely
difficult to live it. Five Latin words sum up the moral history
of every man and woman who has ever lived.

Video meliora, probogue;
Deterioya sequor.

‘I see the better and approve it; the worse is what I pursue.’
Hell is paved, not only with good intentions, but also with the
most exquisite sensibilities, the noblest expressions of fine
feeling, the profoundest insights into ethical truths. We know
and we feel; but knowledge and feeling are not able, in a great
many cases, to affect the sources of our will. For the sources
of the will lig,below the level of consciousness in a mental region
where intellect and feeling are largely inoperative. Whatever
else they may be—and many theological and psychological
theories have been elaborated in order to explain their nature
and their mode of action—religious rites, prayer, and meditation
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are devices for affecting the sources of the will. It is a matter
of empirical experience that regular meditation on, say, courage
or peace often helps the meditator to be brave and serene.
Prayer for moral strength and tenacity of purpose is in fact quite
often answered. Those who, to express in symbolic action their
attachment to a cause, take part in impressive ceremonies and
rites, frequently come away strengthened in their power to
resist temptations and make sacrifices for the cause. There is
good evidence that the practice of some kind of spiritual exercise
in common is extremely helpful to those who undertake it.
Groups whose members are believing Christians will naturally
adopt Christian forms of devotion. To those who are not affili

ated to any Christian church we would tentatively recommend
some form of group meditation on such subjects as peace, man’s
unity, the spiritual reality underlying all phenomena and the
virtues which Constructive Pacifists should exhibit in their
daily lives. Meditation is a psychological technique whose
efficacy does not depend on previous theological belief. It can
be successfully practised by any one who is prepared to take the
necessary trouble. It is an exercise of the soul, just as running
or jumping are exercises of the body. Constructive Pacifists are
athletes in training for an event of much more than Olympic
importance. They will be wise to use all the exercises that their
predecessors in the endless struggle for the embodiment of
goodness upon the earth have tested out and found to be useful.
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SYMPATHY

THE irony of being two . . .!

Grey eyes, wide open suddenly,

Regard me and inquire; I see a face

Grave and unquiet in tenderness.

Heart-rending question of women—never answered:
‘Tell me, tell me, what are you thinking of?’

Oh, the pain and foolishness of love!

What can I do but make my old grimace,

Ending it with a kiss, as I always do?

FIRST PHILOSOPHER’S SONG

A PoOR degenerate from the ape,

Whose hands are four, whose tail ’s a limb,
I contemplate my flaccid shape

And know I may not rival him,

Save with my mind—a nimbler beast
Possessing a thousand sinewy tails,
A thousand hands, with which it scales,
Greedy of luscious truth, the greased

Poles and the coco-palms of thought,
Threds easily through the mangrove maze
Of metaphysics, walks the taut
Frail dangerous liana ways

That link across wide gulfs remote
Analogies between tree and tree;

Outruns the hare, outhops the goat;
Mind fabulous, mind sublime and free!

But oh, the sound of simian mirth!
Mind, issued from the monkey’s womb,
Is still umbilical to earth,
Earth its home and earth its tomb.

409
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~ FIFTH PHILOSOPHER’S SONG
A m1LLION million spermatozoa, .

All of them alive:
Out of their cataclysm but one poor Noah
Dare hope to survive.

And among that billion minus one
Might have chanced to be

Shakespeare, another Newton, a new Donne—
But the One was Me.

Shame to have ousted your betters thus,
Taking ark while the others remained outside!
Better for all of us, froward Homunculus,
If you’d quietly died!

MORNING SCENE

LicaT through the latticed blind

Spans the dim intermediate space

With parallels of luminous dust

To gild a nuptial couch, where Goya’s mind
Conceived those agonizing hands, that hair
Scattered, and half a sunlit bosom bare,
And, imminently above them, a red face
Fixed in the imbecile earnestness of lust.

THEATRE OF VARIETIES

CIrCLE on circle the hanging gardens descend,
Sloping from upper darkness, each flower face

Open, turned to the light and laughter and life

Of the sun-like stage. And all the space between,
Like the hot fringes of a summer sky,

Is quick with trumpets, beats with the pulse of drums,
Athwart whose sultry thunders rise and fall
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Flute fountains and the swallow flight of strings.
Music, the revelation and marvellous lie!

On the bright trestles tumblers, tamers of beasts,
Dancers. and clowns affirm their fury of life.

‘The World-Renowned Van Hogen Mogen in
The Master Mystery of Modern Times.’

He talks, he talks; more powerfully than even
Music his quick words hammer on men’s minds.
‘Observe this hat, ladies and gentlemen;
Empty, observe, empty as the universe

Before the Head for which this Hat is made
Was or could think. Empty, observe, observe.’
The rabbit kicks; a bunch of paper flowers
Blooms in the limelight; paper tape unrolls,
Endless, a clue. ‘Ladies and gentlemen . ..
Sharp, sharp on malleable minds his words
Hammer. The little Indian boy

Enters the basket. Bright, an Ethiop’s sword
Transfixes it and bleeding is withdrawn.

Death draws and petrifies the watching faces.

‘Ladies and gentlemen’: the great Van Hogen Mogen
Smiles and is kind. A puddle of dark blood

Slowly expands. ‘The irremediable

Has been and is no more.’

Empty of all but blood, the basket gapes.

‘Arise!’ he calls, and blows his horn. ‘Arise!’

And bird-like from the highest gallery

The little Indian answers.

Shout upon shout, the hanging gardens reverberate.
Happy because the irremediable is healed,

Happy because they have seen the impossible,
Because they are freed from the dull daily law,

They shout, they shout. And great Van Hogen Mogen
Modestly bows, graciously smiles. The band

Confirms the lie with cymbals and bassoons,

The curtain falls. How quickly the walls recede,

How soen the petrified gargoyles re-become

Women and men! who fill the warm thick air

With rumour of their loves and discontents,

Not suffering even great Hogen Mogen—

Only begetter out of empty hats
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Of rose and rabbit, raiser from the dead—
To invade the sanctity of private life.

The Six Aerial Sisters Polpetini

Dive dangerously from trapeze to far .
Trapeze, like stars, and know not how to fall.

¥For if they did and if, of his silver balls,

Sclopis, the juggler, dropped but one—but one

Of all the flying atoms which he builds

With his quick throwing into a solid arch—

What panic then would shake the pale flower faces
Blooming so tranquilly in their hanging beds!
What a cold blast of fear! But patrons must not,
And since they must not, cannot be alarmed.
Hence Sclopis, hence (the proof is manifest)

The Six Aerial Ones infallibly

Function, and have done, and for ever will.

Professor Chubb’s Automaton performs

Upon the viols and virginals, plays chess,

Ombre and loo, mistigri, tric-trac, pushpin,

Sings Lilliburlero in falsetto, answers

All questions put to it, and with its rubber feet
Noiselessly dances the antique heydiguy.

‘Is it a man?’ the terrible infant wonders.

And ‘no,’ they say, whose business it is

To say such infants nay. And ‘no’ again

They shout when, after watching Dobbs and Debs
Step simultaneously through intricate dances,
Hammer the same tune with their rattling clogs
In faultless unison, the infant asks,

‘And they, are they machines?’

Music, the revelation and marvellous lie,

Rebuilds in the minds of all a suave and curving
Kingdom of Heaven, where the saxophone

Affirms everlasting loves, the drums deny

Death, and where great Tenorio, when he sings,
Makes Picardy bloom only with perfumed roses,
And never a rotting corpse in all its earth.

Play, music, play! In God’s bright limelight eyes
An angel walks and with one rolling glance
Blesses each hungry flower in the hanging gardens.
‘Divine,” they cry, having no words by which
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To call the nameless spade a spade, ‘Divine
Zenocrate!” There are dark mysteries
Whose name is beauty, strange revelations called
Love, and a gulph of pleasure and of awe
Where words fall vain and wingless in the dark;
The seen Ineffable, the felt but all-Unknown
And Undescribed, is God. ‘Divine, divinel’
The god-intoxicated shout goes up.
‘Divine Zenocrate!’
‘Father,’ the terrible infant’s voice is shrill,
‘Say, father, why does the lady wear no skirts?’
She wears no skirts; God’s eyes have never been brighter.
The face flowers open in her emanation.
She is the suave and curving Kingdom of Heaven
Made visible, and in her sugared song
The ear finds paradise. Divine, divine!
Her belly is like a mound of wheat, her breasts
Are towers, her hair like a flock of goats.

Her foot is feat with diamond toes

And she—divine Zenocrate—

And she on legs of ruby goes.
The face flowers tremble in the rushing wind
Of her loud singing. A poet in the pit
Jots down in tears the words of her Siren song.

So every spirit as it is most pure,

And hath in it the more of heavenly light,

So it the rarer body doth procure

To habit in, and is more fairly dight

With cheerful grace and amiable sight:

For of the soul the body form doth take;

And soul is form and doth the body make.
‘Now, boys, together. All with me,” she cries
Through the long sweet suspense of dominant chords;
‘For of the soul,’ her voice is paradise,
‘For of the soul the body form doth take;
And soul is form and doth the body make.’
Zenocrate, alone, alone divine!

God saye the King. Music’s last practical joke
Still bugling in their ears of war and glory,
The folk emerge into the night.

Already next week’s bills are being posted:—
Urim and Thummim, cross-talk comedians;



414 POEMS

Ringpok, the Magian of Tibet;

The Two Bedelias; Ruby and Truby Dix;

Sam Foy and Troupe of Serio-Comic Cyclists * * *
Theatre of immemorial varieties,

Old mummery, but mummers never the same!
Twice nightly every night from now till doomsday
The hanging gardens, bedded with pale flower faces,
Young flowers in the old old gardens, will echo
With ever new, with ever new delight.

PICTURE BY GOYA

A HiGHwWAY ROBBERY

IT is a scene of murder—elegant, is it not?
You lutanists, who play to naked Queens,

As summer sleep or music under trees,

As luncheon on the grass—the grass on which
The country copulatives make sport the pale
Grass with the tall tubed hats, the inky coats
And rosy, rosy among the funeral black
(Memento Vivere) a naked girl.

But here the sleepers bleed, the tumbling couples
Struggle, but not in love; the naked girl
Kneels at the feet of one who hesitates,
Voluptuously, between a rape and a murder.

Bandits angelical and you, rich corpses!

Truth is your sister, Goodness your spouse.
Towering skies lean down and tall, tall trees
Impose their pale arsenical benedlctlon,

Making all seem exquisitely remote

And small and silent, like a village fair

Seen from the hﬂl-top, far far below.

And yet they walk on the village green to whom
The fair is huge, tumultuous, formidable. Earth
Lies unremembered beneath the feet of dancers
Who, looking up, see not the sky, but towers
And bright invading domes and the fierce swings,
Scythe-like, reaping and ravaging the quiet.
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And when night falls, the shuddering gas-flares scoop
Out of the topless dark a little vault

Of smoky gold, wherein the dancers still

Jig away, gods of a home-made universe.

SEASONS

Broop of the world, time stanchless flows;
The wound is mortal and is mine.

I act, but not to my design,

Choose, but ’twas ever fate that chose,
Would flee, but there are doors that close.
Winter has set its muddy sign

Without me and within. The rose

Dies also in my heart and no stars shine.

But nightingales call back the sun;
The doors are down and I can run,
Can laugh, for destiny is dead.

All springs are hoarded in the flowers;
Quick flow the intoxicating hours,

For wine as well as blood is red.

TIDE

AND if the tide should be for ever low,

The silted channels turned to ooze and mire?
And this grey delta—if it still should grow,
Bank after bank, and still the sea retire?

Retire beyond the halcyon hopes of noon

And silver night, the threat of wind and wave,
Past all the dark compulsion of the moon,

Past resurrection, past her power to save?

There is a firm consenting to disaster,

Propd resignation to accepted pain.

Pain quickens him who makes himself its master,
And quickening battle crowns both loss and gain.
But to this silting of the soul, who gives
Consent is no more man, no longer lives.
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MIDSUMMER DAY

Tris day was midsummer, the longest tarrying

Time makes between two sleeps. What have I done

With this longest of so few days, how spent,
Dear God, the golden, golden gift of sun?
Virginal, when I rose, the morning lay

Ready for beauty’s rape, for wisdom’s marrying.
I wrote: only an inky spider went,

Smear after smear, across the unsullied day.
If there were other places, if there were

But other days than this longest of few;

If one had courage, did one dare to do

That which alone might kill what now defaces
This the one place of all the countless places,
This only day when one will never dare!

CARPE NOCTEM

THERE is no future, there is no more past,

No roots nor fruits, but momentary flowers,

Lie still, only lie still and night will last,

Silent and dark, not for a space of hours,

But everlastingly. Let me forget

All but your perfume, every night but this,
The shame, the fruitless weeping, the regret.
Only lie still: this faint and quiet bliss

Shall flower upon the brink of sleep and spread,
Till there is nothing else but you and I

Clasped in a timeless silence. But like one
Who, doomed to die, at morning will be dead,
I know, though night seem dateless, that the sky
Must brighten soon before to-morrow’s syn.
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THE CICADAS

SiGEYLESS, I breathe and touch; this night of pines
Is needly, resinous and rough with bark.

Through every crevice in the tangible dark

The moonlessness above it all but shines.

Limp hangs the leafy sky; never a breeze
Stirs, nor a foot in all this sleeping ground;
And there is silence underneath the trees—
The living silence of continuous sound.

For like inveterate remorse, like shrill
Delirium throbbing in the fevered brain,

An unseen people of cicadas fill

Night with their one harsh note, again, again.

Again, again, with what insensate zest!

What fury of persistence, hour by hour!

Filled with what devil that denies them rest,
Drunk with what source of pleasure and of power!

Life is their madness, life that all night long
Bids them to sing and sing, they know not why;
Mad cause and senseless burden of their song;
For life commands, and Life! is all their cry.

I hear them sing, who in the double night

Of clouds and branches fancied that I went
Through my own spirit’s dark discouragement,
Deprived of inward as of outward sight:

Who, seeking, even as here in the wild wood,

A lamp to beckon through my tangled fate,
Found only darkness and, disconsolate,

Mourned the lost purpose and the vanished good.

Now in my empty heart the crickets’ shout
Re-echoing denies and still denies

With stubborn folly all my learned doubt,
In madness more than I in reason wise.
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Life, life! The word is magical. They sing,
And in my darkened soul the great sun shines;
My fancy blossoms with remembered spring,
And all my autumns ripen on the vmes.

Life! and each knuckle of the fig-tree’s pale
Dead skeleton breaks out with emerald fire.
Life! and the tulips blow, the nightingale
Calls back the rose, calls back the old desire:

And old desire that is for ever new,

Desire, life’s earliest and latest birth,

Life’s instrument to suffer and to do,

Springs with the roses from the teeming earth;

Desire that from the world’s bright body strips
Deforming time and makes each kiss the first;
That gives to hearts, to satiated lips

The endless bounty of to-morrow’s thirst.

Time passes, and the watery moonrise peers
Between the tree-trunks. But no outer light
Tempers the chances of our groping years,
No moon beyond our labyrinthine night.

Clueless we go; but I have heard thy voice,
Divine Unreason! harping in the leaves,

And grieve no more; for wisdom never gneves,
And thou hast taught me wisdom; I rejoice.

The first four poems here printed were first
published in LEDA (1920). The others are






