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PREFACE

IURING the period covered by this third volume of selected letters—
July, 1929 through December, 1931—Howard Phillips Lovecraft
(1890-1937) continued to live in his native Providence, Rhode Island.
After the amicable separation in 1926, and divorce in 1929, from his
wife, Sonia, his closest kin were his two beloved aunts, Mrs. F. C.
Clark and Mrs. A. E. Phillips Gamwell, his mother's sisters, who re-
sided in the same house at 10 Barnes Street, from which these letters
were for the most part written.

When weather permitted, Lovecraft took his writing materials to a
favorite haunt, the Quinsnicket woods park area, where he wrote scores
of his letters. He went on antiquarian walking tours of exploration
through sections of old Providence that he had never seen, and into ru-
ral areas like his ancestral country of Howard Hill. When his friends,
th.e_l-ongs of New York, visited him, he accompanied them on a motor
trip to Cape Cod. Occasionally he attended lcctures. At rare intervals he
;:t:l;:g to New York and saw the members of his “old gang”"—Rhein-
George Ie(lir;ir’ aA:ﬂthur B. Leeds, Samuel Loveman, Fr.ank Belk‘nap Long,
e C,Ol:nia{a:es F Morton. He exter.adcd his excursions, more
St. Augustine. Lo N mYerlc]ii ;outhwar.d to Richmond, Charleston, 'and
BElorid, th.e o w York he met his fellow-autho.r, Seabury Qump;
et or of many fine macabre tales with a West Indies

H'g’ t}.‘e Reverend Henry S. Whitehead.

Worlls;ogaa:rs Iag;ee that 1929 marked the end of the post-war era after
great social oo ears of globaj' f:lepressmn had begun, accompanied by
nd political upheavals. Rapid advances in tech-

e i, economic, a
ogy and . . . .
=7 mechanization further intensified the deep changes altering




The old family-owned stone quarry in East Providence became ex-
hausted and the income from it came to an end. Retrenchment at Weird
Tales, resulting in a more limited publication schedule, from monthly to
bi-monthly issue, restricted the principal market for Lovecraft’s stories;
and the editor, Farnsworth Wright, while accepting his The Dunwich
Horror and several of his Fungi from Yuggoth sonnets, rejected both
his new long novelettes, The Shadow over Innsmouth and At the
Mountains of Madness. Revision work for clients furnished irregular
income, and occasionally a revision, largely his own work, like The
Curse of Yig, by Zealia Brown Reed, was published in Weird Tales. By
1931 he wrote to his correspondents that he could live on less than any-
one he knew—a mere $15.00 a week, for lodging, food, and clothing,
though he had, in fact, lived sparely—"close to the bone,"” as Thoreau
had put it almost a century before, all his life.

He became increasingly dissatisfied with his past literary efforts. He
experimented with styles of writing, attempting four or five different
treatments of his Antaractic tale, toward his goal of raising fantasy fic-
tion to the status of genuine art and literature, by basing it on observed
reality and authentic life, and progressing from that basis to some viola-
tion of natural cosmic law by the defeat of time or space or corporeal
limitations. His Fungi from Yuggoth sonnets he regarded as essentially
the crystallization of ideas or themes to be developed at some later date
as tales of the macabre.

But by far the bulk of his writing was in correspondence. He viewed
letters in the same way that the average person uses conversation for the
exchange of ideas or to debate opposing beliefs. Letters were, in fact,
his windows to the world; he wrote them swiftly and with ease, and in
precisely the same manner that he spoke when in the company of his
“old gang,” and drawing upon an impressive and broad fund of knowl-
edge equalled by no one within his circle of correspondents. Lacking
congenial friends in Providence, he used letters as a substitute to clarify
his own views, or to challenge a view he considered based on error or
false information.

His letters became more fluent and more learned as he wrote to his
older correspondents—such as Frank Belknap Long, James F. Morton,
Elizabeth Toldridge, Maurice W. Moe, Clark Ashton Smith, and Au-




Harris, ana j. vernomn oned. riis lreiong sensc or PlaCCan[ In tneé 13tn
century continued, as well as his identification with the ancient Roman
Republic. But new themes became recurrent and dominant, notably his
relentless search for truth and reality, the “is-or-isn’t” test of fact, his
challenge of inherited traditional beliefs, popular folklore, religious
myths, superstition, and supernaturalism.

Again and again he defined himself as a “truth-seeker,” a rational
materialist in his philosophy, an “indifferentist”” in his view of human
history, a “‘cosmicist’” in his overall conception of the known, observable
universe. “Cosmic-mindedness’ was his coinage to identify his own per-
spective, as though he looked at the cosmos from some even remoter
point beyond known space and conjectured time.

AuGUST DERLETH
DoONALD W ANDREI

April 7, 1971







360. TO MISS ELIZABETH TOLDRIDGE
10 Barnes St.,
Providence, R. L.
July 1, 1929
Dear Miss Toldridge:—

.................... Incidentally—there’s nothing about “anar-
chists” to be afraid of! Most aesthetic radicals are 7ot anarchists but
advocates of some socialistic or communistic system—yet in any case, be
they socialists, bolsheviks, or anarchists in truth, they are very harmless
folk. Such people are simply idealists without a balance-wheel—people
who see the crudity & absurdity of our present social-political order, but
who fail to see that any other order is certain to be equally crude &
absurd, & even more unsatisfactory because ungrounded in natural evo-
lution. They are as sincerely well-meaning as any other reformers, & like
all such are at once comic & pathetic because of their belief in human
perfectibility. Despite their bold talk they are timid & ineffectual crea-
tures, most of whom would not hurt a fly if they could. I know many of
them by correspondence—delightful persons when kept off the subject
of their hobby. As a matter of fact, all benevolent persons have the in-
stincts of socialists & anarchists; whilst the Christian religion literally
interpreted, is communistic in every particular. Social & political con-
servatism are the products of hard common sense & stern experience—
of the practical & cynical side of mankind, whereby he recognises reali-
ties instead of chasing illusions. I myself am a conservative because I am
a cynic & a pagan. You may have heard the epigrammatic saying—"If a
man isn't a socialist before he’s 25, he has no heart; & if he is a socialist
after 25 he has no head!” The real trouble with Greenwich Village
“radicals” isn’t any real radicalism, but a slovenly insincerity & cheap
Posing habit which merely uses the guise of radicalism as an easy way of
attracting attention. Such radicals aren’t dangerous, but merely weari-
fome—& occasionally disgusting when their manners too repeatedly
Contravene the inconspicuous average. Once in a while real talent crops
Out amongst them, so that they can’t be dismissed en masse; but in gen-
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eral they are charlatans who thump tubs & kettles because they can’t play
violins. Cheap & pitiful—but scarcely formidable! ...

The cave discovery in New Mexico is also highly interesting & im-
portant, forming a new link in the chain of facts concerning the lost
cultures of the western world. The last two or three years have certainly
upset a good many established anthropological hypotheses—especially as
regards the remote primitive periods of which bones & flint implements,
embedded in rock & gravel, are the only surviving relics. Recent discov-
eries of fully developed human remains in very ancient geological strata
push back the date of man’s evolution astonishingly—making the exis-
tence of the race a matter of millions of years instead of the scant
500,000 assumed by conservative biologists of the last quarter-century.
Also, the distribution of early man seems vastly wider than at first con-
jectured—including Africa & America as well as Asia. Biologists are
now beginning to think that before the glacial ages several different hu-
man species or genera (too distinct for intercrossing) existed, our own
among others; & that the hard economic competition imposed by the
sudden ordeal of glacier-dodging brought about a struggle for surviva
from which only our species & the Neanderthaloid species (annihilatec
in Europe & Africa about 30,000 B. C.) succeeded in emerging. Ou
species seems to have been fully developed & distinct in its mental supe
riority over a million years ago—so that its own infancy must extend fa
back into the age of the great mammals. We seem to be the oldest of al
the biped stocks which sprang from the ground-apes—having a hea
start over our rivals which enabled us to annihilate them all before th
dawn of recorded history. All the undeveloped semi-human skulls th
have been dug up are not those of our ancestors, but of other rac
which existed when our species was much as it is now. Somewhere !
the bleak steppes of Mongolia, under vast layers of sand & earth & oth
fossils, we shall probably find in the future the skeletal vestiges of t!
immensely remoter dawn-men who really were our lineal forbears. T
account of the lineage of the children’s songs is very interesting. Or
since the era of the great philologists—Max Miller & the brothe
Grimm—have we realised the vast antiquity of our commonest juven
folklore. Now we realise that the greater part of our popular jingles
fairy-tales belongs to the very oldest fabric of Aryan myth, so that t
prototypes of many a well-known rhyme or legend of today may
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kinds of states—such as New York or South Carolina, with their me-
diaeval lack of liberal statutes—were equally intelligent in their solici-
tude for the half-moribund institution of monogamy, they would hasten
to follow suit in legislation; for certainly, the disillusioned future gener-
ations will never tolerate a blind trap which offers ten chances of disas-
ter to one of success. If the divorce laws of a region be not sufficiently
intelligent to provide for the necessary readjustment of lives misplaced
in good faith, then the result will be a gradual disuse of legal marriage
and an almost complete reign of that type of semi-clandestine extra-le-
gal relationship which has indeed already displaced the older system to
some extent, yet which is infinitely less desirable from a social, political,
economic, and aesthetic point of view. To my mind, any acceleration of
this “new morality” is an unwise thing, even though the new system
may be the normal rule in the remote future. Too quick a transition
tends to uproot some of the deepest emotional anchorages of the Anglo-
Saxon race—and the loss of the well-known values of domestic tran-
quillity seems very likely to outweigh the corresponding gain in erotic
normality to such an extent that the net result will be an impoverish-
ment rather than an enrichment of life as a whole. No—1I am in favour
of the established order; old-fashioned marriage with its Roman regu-
larity of registration and its wholesome absence of the element of fur-
tiveness. But if it is to survive, it must clean house—must purge itself
of primitive superstition and Victorian hypocrisy, and reorganise itself
as a rational institution adapted to human needs rather than remain an
impossible Procrustean bed to which all human temperaments must be
fitted through crippling and torture. It must allow for the mistakes and
false starts which all but savants and clairvoyants are certain to make
now and then, and must not pose as a romantic ideal when in truth it 1s
at best merely a social compromise. The very intelligent and conscien-
tious Judge Lindsey has about the right idea. Marriage should aim at
permanence, but should not be bound to it—especially in the case of the
young and the inexperienced—with superstitious rigidity. And if any
shudder at the possible abuses of such a liberalised system, let him re-
flect that an occasionally abused system is vastly better than a system
contemptuously discarded in favour of no system at all. Nothing is
abuse-proof, and the true conservative would prefer to see an intelli-
gently historic background, possibilities of family harmony, and favour-
able conditions for offspring, even if it did lead to occasional cases of
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premeditated consgcutive polygamy; rather than witne.ss the total col-
lapse and repudiation of lawful wedlock, and the adoption of an unreg-
ulated type of companionship perilous to posterity and to the state. Un-
der a rational regime, a very fair number of persons would—according
to the laws of chance—need only one plunge in order to hit the target
of a passable permanent marriage. More, perhaps, would succeed at the
second plunge—having learned much of their orientation-possibilities
from the first. Others, like Paul J. Campbell, would ring the bell only
on their third shot. And anybody that tried more than three shots would
be the sort of person to experiment anyway—under any system, or out-
side all systems! A good way to cut down the percentages of abuse
would be to make divorces for purely temperamental reasons (i.e., for
reasons other than those specific and acute ones already recognised by
the laws of most states) available only for couples married long enough
(say two or three years) to have truly demonstrated their essential in-
compatibility. The one kind of divorce which sometimes strikes me as a
bit fishy and premature is where the marriage date itself is only a year or
less in the past. Weed these out, and there is not the least modicum of
sense in denying divorce to any couple who mutually desire it—custody
of offspring to be determined by the court if not decided by the joint
petitioners. And alimony is a relique of obsolescent economics and a
source of ridiculous extortion which ought to be laughed off the statutes
in favour of a very restricted programme of financial responsibility to be
applied by the court when called for in a few individual cases. Ho, hum
—it's easy to be a Lycurgus on paper! Descending to the merely con-
crete—I've no fault to find with the institution, but think the chances of
success for a strongly individualised, opinionated, and imaginative per-
son are damn slender. It's a hundred to one shot that any four or five
consecutive plunges he might make would turn out to be flivvers equally
Oppressive to himself and to his fellow-victim, so if he’s a wise guy he
“lays off” after the collapse of venture #1 ...... or if he's very wise
h.e avoids even that! Matrimony may be more or less normal, and so-
dally essential in the abstract, and all that—but nothing in heaven or
earth is so important to the man of spirit and imagination as the invio-
late integrity of his cerebral life—his sense of utter integration and defi-
ant independence as a proud, lone entity face to face with the illimitable
€0smos. And if he has the general temperament that usually goes with
such a menta] makeup, he will not be apt to consider a haughty celibacy
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any great price to pay for this ethercal inviolateness. Independence, and
perfect seclusion from the futile herd, are things so necessary to a cet-
tain type of mind that all other issues become subordinate when brought
into comparison with them. Probably this is so with me. And yet I
didn’t find matrimony such a bugbear as one might imagine. With a
wife of the same temperament as my mother and aunts, I would proba-
bly have been able to reconstruct a type of domestic life not unlike that
of Angell St. days, even though I would have had a different status in
the household hierarchy. But years brought out basic and essential diver-
sities in reactions to the various landmarks of the time-stream, and anti-
podal ambitions and conceptions of value in planning a fixed joint mi-
lieu. It was the clash of the abstract-traditional-individual-retrospective-
Apollonian aesthetic with the concrete—emotional—present-dwelling—
social—ethical—Dionysian aesthetic; and amidst this, the originally fan-
cied congeniality, based on a shared disillusion, philosophic bent, and
scnsitiveness to beauty, waged a losing struggle. It was a struggle unac-
companied by any lessening of mutual esteem or respect or appreciation,
but it nevertheless meant the constant attrition and ultimate impairment
of two personalities revealed by time to be antipodal in the minor over-
tones and deep hidden currents that count. I could not exist except in a
| slow-moving and historically-grounded New England backwater—and
the hapless sharer of the voyage found such a prospect, complicated as it
was by economic stress, nothing short of asphyxiation! Trying to exist
in N. Y. drove me close to madness, and trying to think of living in
Rhode Island drove the late missus equally close to despair. Each, obvi-
ously, formed an integral and inextricable part of a radically different
scene and life-cycle—so the distaff side of the outfit, for whom the ini-
tiative in such matters is traditionally reserved, proffered increasingly
forcible arguments in favour of a rational and amicable dissolution.
Without wishing to retreat from any historic responsibility of an En-
glish gentleman, I could not for ever be deaf to such logic; hence last
winter agreed to do what I could to further a liberation and a fresh start
all around. Rhode Island, as a really civilised commonwealth, did its
duty—so oil returns to oil and water to water! And T would, despite my
profound theoretical regard for the custom of wedlock, be rather a Ni-
lotic saurian if I used peeled onions to register my emotions at getting
back to the comfortable old Rhode Island basis of contemplative inde-
pendence with congenial blood-kinsfolk hovering benignly by! After
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SELECTED LETTERS 9

all, when a guy has been a secluded and sot-in-his-ways bachelor for
thirty-three-and-one-half years, as I had been when I risked the plunge
in 1924, the chances are that he won't take kindly to any radical domes-
tic change. A bird as old as that is past the age of weaving new kinds of
nests, and had better not try it. Be a Benedick before twenty-five or not
at all, is my grandpaternal advice to conservative youth. . ..

Yr. obt. Servt.,
LO.

362. TO MAURICE W. MOE
July 27, 1929
Pantheon of Prosody:—

......... What I am thankful for, is that it is in the Georgian
rather than in the Victorian past that I am stranded. The nineteenth
century never existed so far as I am concern’d—its smugness, affecta-
tion, decorum, purposefulness, preciosity, mock-mediaevalism, opti-
mism, hypocrisy, progressivism, inhibitions, and so on having re-
bounded from me as an 1870 rubber ball might rebound from a 1720
brick wall. My spirit is of the eighteenth century—my scientifick infor-
mation and philosophick perspective of the twentieth. Betwen them
yawns a void—a gulph of nightmare symbolised by French roofs, side-
whiskers, “limbs,” “‘gentlemen-cows,” “‘moral purpose,” bustles, “‘ele-
gance,” unreality, and pose. Of its feelings and outlook I have less gen-
uinely sympathetick knowledge than T have of the feelings and outlook
of Tyre and Persepolis, Bactria and Sogdiana, Sabo and Palmyra, Tim-
buctoo and The Solomon Islands. . . . . . ..

Yrs. for 1900-04,
Lo.
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363. TO JAMES FERDINAND MORTON
July 30, 1929
Culminating Cog-Wheel of Chautauquan Conformity:—

... Our good oI’ pal Maurice W. Moe gave me the “perfesh™ job of
rounding out his forthcoming text book on poetick appreciation . ... a
marvellous volume—even before I condescended to offer codperation.
Incidentally, I'm not going to take pay from Moe, even though he in-
sists. It goes against the grain for a gentleman to charge money for a
favour extended a friend. But the job does take time, confound it!

My aunt is better than at the time of my former bulletin; but has to

g have the landlady help her dress, and can’t get downstairs. My services
are now narrow’d to the routine of toting up dinner things and carting
‘em down again some time in the late afternoon. When I go out for the
aft—as I occasionally do on warm and sunny days when the woods and
fields beckon to me and my writing-case—1I shift responsibilities to one
or another of the kindly old souls inhabiting this shadowy Victorian
‘ backwater.
About Brown rioting—yes, I did take a genuine pride in the virile
1 energy and healthy antinomianism displayed on Memorial Day. We're
not quite decay’d yet, when unbroken Nordick spirits can take a fling of
that sort at the stultifying oppressiveness of routine and deadening dis-
cipline! 'Rah for the young Mohocks . .. . lineal heirs of the fashion-
able bloods who upset sedan-chairs and roll'd excessively serious folk
down hill in barrels in my day! It makes me sad to reflect that I've
grown too old and grey to mix into inspiring rough-and-tumbles like
this. I'd love to crack skulls in the name of free individualism, and
smash office-appliance-shop windows as a symbolic nose-thumbing at the
age of commerce, machines, time-tables, and aéroplane-speeded cosmic
tail-chasing. Whoopee! I'll wager Dean Mason was damn’d sorry he
had to go through the gesture of expelling those virile young bucks as a
sop to the curst tyrants of convention and uniformity! Here’s hoping the
boys do better next year—ploughing up the new airport, burning the
Rotary Club, and ducking a score of mill-owners and efficiency experts
in the most oil-polluted spot in the Providence river! Sing ho for sim-
plidity, strength, lusty freedom, gentlemen’s privilege, agriculture, lei-
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sure, and the square-rigg’d India trade! Narragansett cheese and pacers,
Cumberland copper, Newport spermaceti, and Cranston iron. Rum, ne-
groes, and molasses! God Save the King!

By the way—some recent heroicks of mine, on the departed glories of
1904, are about to be seen by every member of the U. of Wis. class of
‘04! How come? This way. Moe told me he was going to prepare a
festive booklet to give each member of the class—commemorating the
twenty-fifty anniversary—and the idea of 'o4 memories mov’'d me to
write him a reminiscent letter about old days and ways. It happen’d to
be composed entirely in heroicks, and Moe liked it—so he took all the
impersonal couplets and put 'em in his booklet! More anon—

Yr. obt. Servt.,
®AEOBAAAOZ
Theobaldus

364. TO MISS ELIZABETH TOLDRIDGE
July 31, 1929
Dear Miss Toldridge:—
As for the archaisms & inversions whose elimination I am advising—
I really do not think you will miss them as much as you imagine. Cer-
tainly straightforward verse will soon come to ‘feel like poetry to you;
since the poetic essence is not a superficial thing of outward trappings,
but a deeply-seated type of pattern & symbolic vision whose force is all
the greater for simple & unbedizened formulation. So much more effec-
tive will you find this sincere way of writing, that in time it is the artifi-
cial & inverted sort of thing which you will consider ineffective & un-
poetic. The revolt against artificiality of diction began very far back, but
Was slow in gaining headway. Wordsworth violently attacked the
Pselldo-classicism of 18th century verse, & made great headway against
inversions. Indeed, despite the crop of new & still tawdrier affectations
which Victorianism produced, we may still give the Victorian bards
credit for improving on the Georgians in the one matter of inversions.
If’ 4 numerical count, it is clear that Tennyson, Browning, Arnold, Mot-
11s, Swinburne &c. assay far fewer inversions per 1oo lines than Addi-
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son, Pope, Young, Thomson, & Goldsmith. They undeniably came mca-
surably c/oser—though not very close, alas—to the living speech of cul-
tivated people. Another thing you will notice is that the sheer aesthetic
instinct of the greater Victorians saved them from the most excessive
affectations of their period. Even when artificialities were freely permit-
ted, some inward prompting of sensitive taste prevented bards of the
very first rank from overindulging in them beyond very moderate limits.
To use a paradox, Tennyson was not half so Tennysonian as his lesser
imitators! All that one needs to do to prove this point is to look over a
volume of the really great Victorians—& then compare it with the infe-
rior magazine verse of the same period. Beside the orgy of rococo affec-
tation in the minor material, even Rossetti or Kingsley or Whittier or
Longfellow sounds highly “modern” & straightforward. This really
proves that inversion & attificiality form a basic & intrinsic weakness—
since it shews that really capable poets naturally & unconscionsly react
against such “licence” even when it is a popular & universally sanc-
tioned custom. Artificial “poctic diction” is a direct departure from that
spontancous reflection of real life & feeling which constitutes true po-
etry. Essentially, it doesn’t mean anything.

The final revolt against artificiality seems to have begun in those cha-
otic & transitional "nineties when all extremes met. Some of the bards—
like Wilde & Dawson—clung rather belatedly to the outworn languors
of the hothouse school, but Kipling was an immeasurably healthy influ-
ence in breaking the spell. Gradually we see that serious poets begin to
drop the affected archaisms & inversions almost instinctively—before
any formal critical precepts on the subject are formulated. Francis
Thompson & A. E. Housman have very few. As the 20th century gains
headway, we find the practice of straightforward diction conscious &
triumphant, so that virtually no major work since 1910 has had any
dominant idiom other than that of natural & living conversation. Text-
books now begin to enunciate the precept, & teachers caution their
classes against the use of baroque phraseology—a very necessary caution,
since of course the final change is of such recency that the bulk of the
models in any curriculum must necessarily belong to the ages of artifi-
ciality. You can find an excellent summary of the whole thing in one of
those convenient little five-cent Haldeman-Julius Blue Books—No. 514
—Clement Wood's Hints on Writing Poetry. I think that booklet would

—_—
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interest you—as would other booklets of the series. You ought to send
to the Haldeman-Julius Co., Girard, Kansas, for a catalogue of their s¢
publications. Incidentally—the revision job I am doing now is on a
splendid poetical handbook—a treatise on the appreciation of poetry—
by a Wisconsin high-school teacher. You would undoubtedly enjoy it, &
I shall probably be able to send you a complimentary copy when it is
ublished. I never saw a clearer & more graphic study of the essence of
poetry than this volume—which will be called Doorways to Poetry. The
author, M. W. Moe, is one of my old “‘amateur journalistic” circle.

I remain—
Yr most obt Servt
HPLovecraft

365. TO MISS ELIZABETH TOLDRIDGE
Onset, Cape Cod,

Aug. 14, 1929
Dear Miss Toldridge:—

Your letter with enclosures arrived just as I was leaving the house for
my Cape Cod trip, hence I am enabled to reply amidst the comparative
leisure of “hookey-playing” from the piled-up revision work at home. I
met young Long & his parents in ancient New Bedford, & we all did
that quaint old port rather fully. The waterfront streets are still ineffably
quaint despite the decline of the whaling industry, & the little Seaman’s
Bethel on Johnnycake Hill described in Melville's Moby Dick is abso-
1utely unchanged in every particular. Of chief interest, perhaps, is the
great whaling museum with its vast rotunda containing a perfect copy of
an old-time New Bedford whaler—an absolute facsimile in every re-
Spect save reduced size, & open for the inspection of visitors. Nothing
has ever given me so perfect a glimpse of old-Yankee maritime colour
3s this unusual exhibit—though there is a real whaling ship open as a
Museum some distance from New Bedford; a thing I must see some
time. From New Bedford we came north through the very picturesque
old Seaport villages of Mattapoisett, Marion, & Wareham, & are now
Stopping at Onset, at the base of Cape Cod. With this as a base we hope
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to explore most of the Cape’s scenic & antiquarian regions in the Long
motor. Then Providence—where I speed my hosts upon their New-
Yorkward way. It bids fair to be a phenomenally pleasant outing.

Aug. 16

My Cape Cod sojourn is turning out to be wholly delightful. Wed-
nesday we made a circuit of the lower arm of the cape; taking in Sand-
wich, Barnstable, Yarmouth, Orleans, Chatham, & Hyannis, & seeing
many ancient dwellings & windmiils. Of all the towns, Sandwich is the
most fascinating—with its old white steeple, colonial houses, spreading
common, old mill & brook, & general air of well-preserved survival.
Yesterday we went to Woods' Hole & explored the U. S. govt. marine
museum. Tomorrow we shall edge toward Providence—where, alas, the
Longs can stop but briefly. . ...........

I remain
Yr most obt Servt
HPLovecraft

366. TO MRS. ZEALIA BROWN REED (BISHOP)
10 Barnes St.
Providence, R. L
August 28, 1929
My dear Mrs. Reed:—

What you want is a reading-course in several parallel lines, mapped
out with care by some competent scholar and followed attentively and
conscientiously by yourself. I'd say, offhand, that about five parallel
streams would be about right—elementary science, to give you an idea
of man’s place in nature; psychology and philosophy, to shew you how
people think, why they do what they do, and what they do under given
conditions; Aistory, to give you an intelligent perspective on possible
fictional backgrounds; literary method, (critical essays, textbooks on writ-
ing and appreciation) to teach you how to translate thoughts, events,
pictures, and moods into language to the greatest possible advantage;
and literature itself—in its most standard form—to enlarge your ax-
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thentic knowledge of life, and at the same time to accustom you uncon-
sciously to the most effective devices of linguistic expression. Of these
five streams, the last-named is by far the most important and necessary.
Above everything else comes good literature. And of course, a concomi-
tant to all this would be a complete swearing-off of the cinema and of
cheap magazines. You can't bury that stuff too deeply out of sight and
memory for your own artistic good!! I may add, that these reading
courses aren’t by any means difficult. They only soxnd so when de-
scribed in advance. There are pleasant popular manuals and outlines
covering all the needed subjects, which are a delight rather than a bur-
den to read. I could send you the printed reading-course leaflets issued
by Brown University library if you had any trouble about getting hints
nearer at hand.
This, then, is the writer's fivefold problem:

1. To get the facts of life.

2. To think straight and tell the truth.

3. To cut out maudlin and extravagant emotion.

4. To cultivate an ear for strong, direct, harmonious, simple, and graphic

language.
s. To write what one really sees and feels.

Y'r. most obt. Servt.,
H P LOVECRAFT

367. TO MAURICE W. MOE
September 1, 1929

Melancholy harbinger of autumnal chill!
Magister:—

..........

Well—my ancestral pilgrimage of last Wednesday was a highly
pleasing event, and one which I design to repeat in amplify'd form ere
long. 1t was only three years ago that I decided to begin a systematick
study of the lovely rural realm of Foster whence all my maternal for-

€ars came, and where they were predominant in the eighteenth century;
and you will recall my travelogue of the expedition which my younger
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aunt and I took in October, 1926. I had at that time intended to revisit
the region soon, but chance caus’'d the second trip to be deferr'd till
now. My 1926 voyage was to tertitory largely connected with the Place,
Casey, and Tyler streams of my heritage. Now, to equalise matters, I
chose a region in which Phillipses and Howards were thickest—the
lovely slopes of Howard Hill, which on the N. W. merge into the Place
country—Moosup Valley—cover'd by my earlier trip. This is not the
oldest Phillips region; for that terrain, containing the very ancient
homestead now falling to ruin, lies to the south, on the old abandon'd
section of the Plainfield Pike, and is being sav’d by me as a climax. In
the graveyard I shall find the early Georgian slab of James Phillips Jun.,
my great-great-great-grandfather, and probably that of my great-great-
great-great-grandfather James Phillips Senior; which I have never seen,
but of whose carven cherubs others have told me. For this trip I took a
region easier of access, (tho’ never before seen by me) where between
1788 and 1790 my great-great grandfather Asaph Phillips settled, and
where his descendants are represented both by permanent residents and
by persons who spend only their summers there for old heritage’s sake.
The day was ideal, and my aunt and I had an exquisite rural walk from
the stage-coach on the Plainfield Pike to the idyllick reaches of Howard
Hill. We alighted at the semi-abandon’d village of Mt. Vernon, whose
chief house has a splendid Georgian doorway with festoon’d fanlight,
and which still holds the crumbling cellar walls of the ruin’d bank
whereof my great-uncle Raymond Place was cashier in the 1830’s. Help-
ful rusticks—who remember’d my grandfather well—directed us to the
proper road, and we were soon rambling northward along one of the
loveliest country lanes I have ever seen—a lane which now and then
dipped into oak copses, and now and then emerg'd to grassy heights
whence one might survey the countryside for miles around, spying dis-
tant farmhouse gables, lines of stone walls, winding brooks, and gnarl’d
hillside orchards whose combined glamour produc’d a picture finer than
anything in any eclogue I ever read. This lane at length debouch’d upon
the Howard Hill Road thro’ a picturesque farmyard with an old mill
and mill stream close by. Then came a walk along the hill crest, where
every lane ended in a noble prospect of distant horizons and where sen-
tinel elms and pines, swinging meadow gates, walls and bars, and a lit-
tle old white schoolhouse with small-pan’d windows, help'd to promote
the pastoral beauty of the scene. At last the site of the Asaph Phillips

o _—
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homestead hove in sight, (recognis’d by my aunt, who had been there
pefore) and we knew we had arriv’d at the focal point of our journey.
The old house, built about 1790, was some time ago burn’d down; but
the present owner of the estate, William Henry, Esq., a civil-engineer of
Providence (who marry’'d the great-granddaughter of Asaph Phillips)
who dwells there summers, hath erected a new house of antient design,
with interior woodwork taken from demolish’d colonial buildings of the
region. Thete are lovely orchards, picturesque old barns and byres, ram-
bling stone walls, noble groves, and magnificent prospects on every
hand; so that, recalling that my grandfather (Whipple V.) and great-
grandfather (Capt. Jeremiah) were both born here, and that the seat of
my Place ancestors down the slope toward Moosup Valley is equally
beautiful, (cf. travelogue of Oct. 26, 1926) I again assur’d myself that I
come naturally and honestly by my pastoral predilections and love of
fine bucolick landscapes. The old Phillips graveyard, which I have
long’d to see for years, is situated on the crest of a meadow hill which
drops abruptly to an exquisite wooded valley with a brook. It is girdled
by a low stone wall, and commands a splendid vista of meads and
groves—one particularly impressive cluster of trees lying shortly west-
ward. On its hillward side it drops to a lower terrace which juts boldly
out from the slope and ends in a high bank wall—a terrace devoted to
the newer interments, and maintain’d in as elegant and sophisticated a
state as the smartest urban cemetery; with close-shav’d lawn, trim beds
of gay flowers, tasteful urns, and polished granite monument and mark-
ers of the most metropolitan pattern. In this lower terrace area are in-
terr'd many Providence Phillipses who cherish a wish to lie on ancestral
soil despite their lifetime separation from the ancestral scene. It is very
lovely in its way, but forms a rather incongruous note in the agrestick
Foster landscape. Naturally, my chief interest lay in the upper and older
burying-ground with its Georgian slate slabs bearing weeping-willows,
dneraty urns, and neatly rhym’d epitaphs, and its white marble slabs of
the 1840’s with their brief, pious, and sentimental observations. This
Place was much like the old Place cemetery in Moosup Valley, which I
describ’d in my 1926 travelogue. I now copied with great pains several
ancestral epitaphs—in some cases having to clear away moss, earth, and
creepers in order to reach the bottom lines. ... .. ... Tho’ the head of
the _hOusehold was absent in town, his visiting daughter (my third
COusin) from New Jersey and several grandsons extended pleasing hos-
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pitality. I had met none of them before, and was very favourably im-
prest by their kindliness and cultivation. They produc’d some genealogi-
cal books and charts which help’d me very materially in defining my
exact relationship to several collateral Phillips lines, and I in turn was
able to tell them much they did not know about the Whipples (whose
blood we get thro’ Asaph’s wife) and their descent from the Whipleys
of Norfolk in Old England. I blazon’d the Whipple arms for them—a
thing they were very grateful for, insomuch as they had not previously
known the exact design. Here the heraldick knowledge taught me by my
young friend Talman stood me in good stead ................ tho’ I
must concede that his precepts in the art of actual heraldick delineation
were less successful, as the above bunglings attest! Being regal’d with
cordiality, coffee, data, and pears from a tree planted by Asaph Phillips,
we departed over Howard Hill in quest of a short road to Moosup Val-
ley and the Place country, insomuch as I wish’d to behold again the an-
tient and sightly birthplace of my mother, grandmother, and Place
great-grandfather. At the top of the hill we paus’d at the newer Howard
homestead, where we made ourselves known to the gentleman of the
estate, Whipple Howard, Jun., son of Whipple son of Leonard son of
Judge Daniel Howard, whose wife was Asaph Phillips’ daughter Anna
—my third cousin by that link, and a remoter cousin by an earlier link.
He prov'd a man of middle age, wide information, and much affability;
who remains on his ancestral soil in the manner of those who went be-
fore him. His house is of early nineteenth century date, and in fine re-
pair—one of the most attractive New England rural places I have ever
beheld. By his directions we found the Moosup-Valley short cut, and at
once plung’d into a deserted countryside of utterly dreamlike loveliness.
The lane we follow'd was formerly the main high-road to Moosup Val-
ley and the country westward, but was abandon’d about the time of the
revolution in favour of the present route. During its existence houses
had been built upon the Howard Hill half of it, so that the perpetuation
of that part as an accessible lane was necessary. The other half, in the
valley beyond the Lyon burying ground and toward the James Phillips
place, was suffer'd to fall into desuetude; so that today not a trace re-
mains of it. Entering the still-preserv’d part of the route from the top of
Howard Hill, we found ourselves in the most marvellous and magical
colonial territory it hath ever been my good-fortune to behold. Other
old roads have such signs of modern decadence as telegraph-poles and

i
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mail-boxes, but here nothing of the kind had intruded. Just the quaint,
narrow, stone-wall’d line of the antient road, now carpeted with soft,
delicate grass and mosses and rambling in curves and twists through an
incredibly exquisite variety of meadows, orchards, woods, valleys, and
sleepy Georgian farmsteads. Birds sang, and the westering sun pour'd a
flood of almost unreal and theatrical glamour over the graceful verdure
and undulant pastures. The feeling that one walked in a sheer vision
became more and more intense as the chromatick pageantry of fresh
greenery, deep-blue sky, and fleecy cumulus clouds spread more and
more thoroughly within one’s consciousness. The grace of the antient
farms with their white-gabled houses, old-fashion’d gardens, stone
walls, sloping orchards, and picturesque lines of barns and sheds became
so overwhelmingly pervasive that one felt almost opprest for lack of
opportunities for instant lyrical utterance. Here, indeed, was a small and
glorious world of the past completely sever'd from the sullying tides of
time; a world exactly the same as before the revolution, with absolutely
nothing changed in the way of visual details, currents of folk-feeling,
identity of families, or social and economick order. Where Howards or
Lyons or Phillipses and Places settled in the first half of the eighteenth
century, there Howards and Lyons and Phillipses and Places live now—
tilling the same fields in the same way, living in the same houses and
thinking the same thoughts. Horse-drawn vehicles predominate still,
and the drowsy hum of summer is unvext by any discordant note of
utbanism or mechanism. A gentle, elusive fragrance unknown either to
towns or to ordinary countrysides pervades the whole scene, and so stim-
ulates the imagination that even I, whose fancy is so preponderantly vis-
ual, found myself living with several senses rather than with one. The
lines of Milton came into my head, and I found myself muttering:

“As one who long in populous City pent,

Where Houses thick, and Sewers, annoy the Air,
Forth issuing on a Summer’s Morn, to breathe
Among the pleasant Villages, and Farms
Adjoyn’d, from each Thing met conceives delight:
The Smell of Grain, or tedded Grass, or Kine,

Or Dairy, each rural Sight, each rural Sound.”

Ve{ily, I told my aunt, there is no need to marvel at that circumstance
notic'd by Horace, when he say’d:

‘
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“Scriptorum Chorus omnis amat Nemus et fugit Urbes.”

......... I am sorry that my direct personal line did not stay on ths
antient soil; for as it is, my affection and loyalty are divided betwixt
these pastoral meads of ancestral memory, and the ancient hill and
Georgian spires and roofs of that Old Providence to which my own in-
fant eyes were open’d. By birth urban, I am by every hereditary instinct
the complete rural squire. God Save the King!

Yr. obt. Servt.,
H. Phillips Lo.

368. TO MRS. ELIZABETH TOLDRIDGE
September 3, 1929
Dear Mrs. Toldridge:—

About the nature of poetry—I surely did not mean to belittle it by
calling it “'simply an elegant amusement,” because I believe that nothing
in existence is more important than elegant amusement. What I wished
to recommend was that you beware against making a burden of the art;
for if you do that, you make it fail of its purpose, which is to amuse the
creator. I wished to make it clear that the fun and function of poetry are
all comprised within the process of creating it, and that it is ncedless
and unwise to worry about what happens to it once it is written. Its
importance resides in the pleasure it gives you during the writing—the
mental and emotional satisfaction of sclf-expression. Once it has given
you this, it has fully and adequately performed its function; and there is
no need to bother about who else sees it—although it is of course pleas-
ant to have others see one’s work, so that there can be criticism and
helpful discussion about it. And so I say, this does not imply any trivial-
ity on the part of the art; for is not emotional satisfaction the only su-
preme goal of any intellient life? The cosmos contains nothing of
greater importance for the negligible atoms called human beings than
the condition of being elegantly amused. It is the only mental laziness
and artificial convention which can lead wus to mecasure
“accomplishment” by the approval of others. All these things mean
nothing. The very idea of “accomplishment” is basically an artificiality
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and an illusion. However, if we need a set of empirical working-stan-
dards—and protective illusions, as it were—we can very logically say
that the satisfaction of our own emotions is the one solid thing which
we can ever get out of life; the only thing we have any rational right to
call “'success” or ‘‘accomplishment” in a quasi-absolute sense. Each
thinking person is really a solitary entity facing the formless and illimit-
able cosmos. None of the other entities really count except as minor
decorative factors. Naturally “'success” and “‘accomplishment’’can not be
the same for any two persons, since each individual has a distinctive set
of emotional needs wholly peculiar to himself. The only constant and
homogeneous element behind the verbal abstractions is that of emo-
tional equilibrinm —a subjective state of satisfaction. If we can attain
this, we have “success” and “accomplishment”’—but it doesn’t matter
how we do it so long as we attain it somehow, and each person’s partic-
ular “‘success” is a different objective entity or condition from any other
person’s “‘success.” Certainly, life can have no greater gift than emo-
tional contentment during the aimless years from nothingness to noth-
ingness again! However—this is not to imply that the business of ac-
quiring contentment is an easy or frivolous matter. Only the psychology
of Victorian illusion and hypocrisy tries to invest trivial and meaning-
less things with the insipid glamour of a pretended jollity and happi-
ness. In stern fact, the relentless demands prompted by our glandular
and nervous reactions are exceedingly complex, contradictory, and impe-
rious in their nature; and subject to rigid and intricate laws of psychol-
ogy, physiology, biochemistry, and physics which must be realistically
studied and familiarly known before they can be adequately dealt with.
So real and fixed is this state of things, that we may easily see how futile
it is to expect anything to produce emotional satisfaction—or to pretend
that it does—unless all the genuine laws of emotion and nerve-reaction
are recognised and complied with. False or insincere amusement is the
sort of activity which does not meet the real psychological demands of
the human glandular-nervous system, but merely affects to do so. Real
amusement is the sort which is based on a knowledge of real needs, and
?Vhich therefore hits the spot. This latter kind of amusement is what art
#—and there is nothin more important in the universe. You may
cle.arly see that there can be no frivolity in this element, because it im-
plies a close knowledge of real psychological demands, and a strict ad-
herence to them. As soon as the artistic expression diverges from the




22 SELECTED LETTERS

sphere of natural demand it becomes trivial, insincere, and artificial—
ceasing in fact to be artistic at all. This means exactly the same thing
that you mean when, using the older conventional terminology, you
speak of art as “the very language of the soul.” What used to be called
the “soul” in the days of religious myth, is in fact simply the fixed sum
total of human instincts and emotions, as motivated and directed by
sense-impressions, gland-secretions, and nerve-reactions. Art is, surely
enough, the one authentic language of this sharply-patterned, exacting,
and complex congeries of natural processes; and as such is as serious as
anything else in life. But life itself is not very serious—not even worth
counting in a gencral survey of the cosmos—so we must not make our-
selves ridiculous by imputing too grave an importance to anything we
do or feel. And as I have said, the fact that art is the natural language of
the “soul” or sense-gland-nerve system, does not by any means imply
that it depends for its effectiveness upon an audience. It is a serious
matter as such things go—but its only true province is to satisfy the
producer’s emotions. And when its producer takes it too seriously, he
defeats its purpose by annulling its possibly satisfying effect through a
fresh load of worry! As for art’s relation to “‘prophecy and truth”—not
much can be said for that. Truth is something which can't be got at
except by a slow piecing-together of data, little by little, through the
gradual, cautious operation of those rigid cognitive processes whereby
we know that two and four are different things, and that black and
white are not the same. Any other use of the word is elliptical, figura-
tive, relative, or emptily meaningless—though we often employ it to
express the real conformity of a work of art to the emotions it is de-
signed to satisfy. This “truth to the emotions” of a work of art of course
has nothing to do with actual, absolute ##x¢h as a delineator of what is
or isn’t so in the domain of reality. What it is “true” to is merely the
emotional demands of the average sense-gland-nerve system of average
people—and these demands have no relation to the absolute facts of the
universe. A work of art must be “true” to human feeling, but it need
not be at all true to actual objective fact. This sounds like ambiguity
until we stop to consider that we use the word “true” to express two
antipodially different things—a circumstance which leads me to con-
demn the use of the word cxcept in its literal sense of objective, scien-
tific reality. “Prophecy” is the business of the scientist and philosophic
historian—not of the poet. All the poet can do is to guess, absorb other
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people’s conclusions, and set forth his feelings in symbolic form. Natu-
rally he is quick to absorb impressions—the quality that makes him a
poet gives him this facility—and sensitive in his reaction to them; so that
when he sets them forth symbolically he is usually reflecting a section of
current opinion in a more than commonly graphic and poignant way.
This makes his voicc more clearly audible than the average, and gains
him the reputation of “prophet” when he happens to touch upon the
territory generally covered by the conception of “prophecy.” But there is
no exactitude, authority, or close cerebration in what he ‘'prophesies”—
and he is in truth more often wrong than right, since he is always led by
unreliable sympathies and caprices rather than by the coolly intelligent
analysis of the events concerned, and a calmly rational estimate of the
probable result of their interaction. It is never the glowing bard, but
always the steel-cold man of intelligence, who gets closest to the truth—
the question of what is and what isn't—and has the best chance of con-
structing a sound forecast of what will be. Poetry and art for beaunty—
but science and philosophy for truth. It was a glowing, misty-minded
young poet, and not a sober man of analytical intellect, who muddled
matters by fastening a false linkage of truth and beauty upon the popu-
lar consciousness! However—this isn’'t to say that poets and artists are
less important than men of science, for in hard fact we must admit that
truth is nothing of any intrinsic importance. It doesn’t matter a hang
whether we know anything about anything or not, so long as we can be
contented. If we can happily do it, we might just as well believe in
Santa-Claus, God, a green-cheese moon, fairies, witches, good and evil,
unicorns, ghosts, immortality, the Arabian Nights, a flat earth, etc,, etc.,
as learn the real facts about the universe and its streams and patterns of
eternal and alternatingly evolving and devolving energy. Truth becomes
important only when it is necessary to establish our emotional satisfac-
fiorz. Emotional satisfaction is the one big thing; and the greatest person
is the one who can create the thing most emotionally satisfying, whether
or not it has any relation to truth or prophecy. On the whole, I think
fhat beauty is more often satisfying than truth; so that the poet and art-
st are really somewhat ahead of the scientist and philosopher in a sound
an-d exquisite culture. It is certain that the human personality never at-
tained a greater height of satisfying realisation than in the age of Peri-
_des‘)’et we know that Periclean Athens was in many respects child-
ishly naive and ignorant in its conception of the universe. The present
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age, though, has its natural emotional demand for truth very keenly de-
veloped; so that no classic parallel will work very exactly. Successful
emotional adjustment or equilibrium today undoubtedly requires a far
greater proportion of realistic fact-comprehension than an equally suc-
cessful adjustment in the Hellas of 400 B. C.—or even in our own mut-
able civilisation a generation or two ago. This does not imply any espe-
cial advance, but merely a change. We can't regulate our emotional de-
mands, and there is no reason to prefer any one set to any other. All we
can do is to note their slow, automatic, deterministic change, and to
meet them as best we may in the art-forms and folk-ways of each new
generation. There is nothing more to life than that.

Art, then, is really very important—perhaps the most all-inclusive
and important single element in life—though it abrogates its function
and ceases to be art as soon as it becomes self-conscious, puffed with
illusions of cosmic significance, (as distinguished from local, human,
emotional significance) or burdened with ulterior considerations and
worries based on its possible reception by the world and its effect on the
creator’s position. There is an old epigram which defines a gentleman as
“a man who doesn’t give a damn whether he’s a gentleman or not”—
and I would extend its principle to other arts than that of living, by
averring that an artist is one who doesn’t give a damn whether he is
creating art or not, but who succeeds through not trying to succeed; who
aims simply to express himself, and only incidentally finds himself cre-
ating real beauty. We may describe the successful aesthete in a very free
paraphrase of Waller—

“He sought content, and fill'd his arms with bays.”

Certainly, all true poetry comes out of experience and emotion; for
we cannot have an authentic urge for expression unless we have really
lived or felt what we want to say. This does not mean that every poem
must describe some specific objective incident in our history, but merely
that it must adhere to territory with which we are sufficiently familiar to
harbour really profound and poignant feelings concerning it.

H. P. Lovecraft
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369. TO AUGUST DERLETH
On a high wooded bluff above a broad
river a mile west of my house—a spot
unchanged since I haunted it in infancy.

Septr. 4, 1929
Dear A. W.:—

..... Last week I took an all-day trip into the idyllic countryside of
Western Rhode Island; covering a region endeared to me by hereditary
memory, insomuch as it is the place where most of my maternal ances-
tors dwelt in the 18th and early 1gth centuries. I visited a number of
ancient family homesteads, and two family burying-grounds—at which
latter I continued a task begun three years ago, of copying all the epi-
taphs of my progenitors. Worked on Phillipses this time, getting back
to my great-great-grandfather Asaph, whose old slate slab bears a dole-
ful weeping willow, and the touching lines

The sweet remembrance of the just
Shall flourish when they sleep in dust.

Before winter I shall make another trip—to an older burying ground
far south of this one which I have never seen—and get the epitaphs of
Asaph’s father (d. 1807) and grandfather (d. 1746)—both named
James. Then later I shall renew my hitherto vain search in Newport for
the grave of Michael, the elder James's father, who died in 1686. After
that I shall tackle Mike’s old man—the Rev. George—whom the wind
colic bumped off at Watertown, Mass. in 1644. And then I'm out of
luck unless I can dig up a trans-oceanic ticket; for George's pa Christo-
pher, and all of his predecessors, are planted in and around the ivied
parish church of Rainham St. Martin’s, in the hundred (sic) of Gallow,
Norfolk, Old England. ... ...

Yr. most Obt. Servt.—HPL
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370. TO AUGUST DERLETH
friday
September 1929
my dear e. e. cummings:—

. .. the scenery of new england has, for its keynote, a sort of settled
restfulness and quiet beauty; a great luxuriance of vegetation uniting
with a gently rolling terrain studded with rocks to achieve a high degree
of variety and loveliness without ever breaking into violence. it ap-
proaches the landscape of old england more closely than does any other
american scenery. added to this natural setting are the ancient white
farmhouses, gnarled orchard trees, narrow, winding roads, rough, low
stone walls, and embowered village steeples and belfries which the hand
of pastoral mankind brought in the first two centuries of cclonisation,
and which have blended harmoniously and almost indistinguishably
with the landscape to form a highly characteristic and reposefully lovely
type of scene. on every hand calm, long-seated, and wisely adjusted life
is suggested—the net effect being more old-world and european than
anything else south of french canada on this continent. of course the
fringes of cities are now spoilt by cheap bungalows and tawdry mecha-
nisation, but the back woods sections of the state roads retain a marvel-
lous amount of the pristine colonial charm. these remarks apply mainly
to southern new england; in northern new england we sec the same type
of landscape features on an enhanced scale—with a ruggedness which
now and then (as in the white mountains and some parts of vermont)
ascends into positive grandeur. northern new england is likewise much
less vitiated by modernism and mechanisation. ............

yr. obt. servt.—HPL (hpl)
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371. TO MISS ELIZABETH TOLDRIDGE
10 Barnes St.,
Providence, R. 1.
Septr. 16, 1929
Dear Miss Toldridge:—

................... The cuttings you enclosed are all interesting.
That Roman coin in the Indian grave could be used fictionally to sustain
a notion on which I have been ruminating for years—a forgotten colony
of Rome on American soil, including a city of Roman architecture with
temple-crowned citadel, columned forum, & marble arenas & baths. I
would have it come in conflict with the representatives of some native
civilisation—Maya, Aztec, &c.—& perhaps suffer extirpation in a des-
perate battle, or sink amidst an earthquake. The Malaysian temple item
also has fictional possibilities—for a story could connect it with the un-
known & primordial Pacific-island culture whose cyclopean masonry &
colossi are found in places like Ponape, in the Carolines, or Easter Is-
land. T suppose you have seen the Easter Island images in the National
Museum of your city—the only specimens in the United States. They
formed a high spot of my last spring’s visit, for I had never seen them
before. Few objects are so imaginatively provocative.

Had a call from one of “the gang’ week ago yesterday, when George
Kirk & his wife passed through Providence on the last lap of a long
New England motor tour. I took him to the ancient & unchanged fish-
ing village of Pawtuxet, down the bay. Very shortly I may have another
& longer-term visitor in the person of one of the “gang’s” youngest
members—Donald Wandrei of St. Paul, Minn., who turned 21 this
summer. He has been working for a year in the advertising dept. of
Dutton’s in New York—& receiving very good remuneration for one of
h.ls age & inexperience—but the unimaginative cheapness of commer-
cialism so preyed on his nerves that he has just resigned in disgust, %
tesolved to turn back to his own natural field of weird poetry & prose
fantasy, even though he starve in the process. He has just begun what he
calls “a novel of age-old horror’, & wants a quiet environment to de-
velop it in—hence his idea of visiting Providence for a time, & taking
an attic room in this house, as he did during the summer of 1927. I
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shall be very glad indeed to have him here, if he so decides, for he is
one of the most pleasing & bright of all my “adopted grandsons’ !

With best wishes—
Yr most obt Servt
HPLovecraft

372, TO MISS ELIZABETH TOLDRIDGE
10 Barnes St.,
Providence, R. I,
Octr. 1, 1929
Dear Miss Toldridge:—

.................... The cuttings you enclosed are all of interest.
I am glad to know that Arlington will be restored, since it has always
been an object of my admiration. I went through it—or as much of it as
was publicly open—in 1925, but it was then totally unfurnished. Even
then, though, I could appreciate its architectural excellence. That item
about the 2500-year-old lily-seed goes at once into my weird files—al-
though I have my doubts about the actuality of the germination. Similar
tales used to be told about wheat-grains from Eyptian tombs, but scien-
tific opinion has shewn them all to be apocryphal. That Quincy House
item—which had appeared in my local paper—was indeed melancholy
news; for I had often stopped at the old tavern, & the amateur press
associations used often to hold conventions there. It was on the site of
the ancient Brattle St. church—which in early colonial times displayed
its Puritan zeal by refusing the gift of an organ—which it termed “an
ungodly chest of whistles.” The organ went to St. John’s in Portsmouth,
N. H., where it still remains in good condition. The Quincy is the sec-
ond old Boston hotel to go this year—the old U. S. Hotel, built in 1826
(& where Loveman & I stopped only last January) having closed down
about a month ago. Only one or two of the famous old hostelries are
left now. As for Dr. Hredlicka—he leaves the Indian origin question
about where it was before. Asiatic migration is a virtual certainty,
though details & technical confirmations are still to be secured. It is also
still an open question as to whether any non-Indian stocks had a foot-
hold in America in prehistoric times. That article on bell-ringing re-
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minds me of my frequent wish to master some of the quaint terminol-
ogy of the vanishing craft. The late John Ravenor Bullen knew it
fuently, & used it in one of his tales. It would be a pity if the nomen-
clature & the art were alike to die out, & I hope some Henry Fordlike

erson will intervene to save them—if only in 2 museum way. America
never had this bit of colour, for Puritan steeples generally boasted only
a single bell. Still—even those unvarying peals sound highly picturesque
& attractive across a rural valley through the haze of summer or over the
crisp Christmas snows. In the second lot of cuttings I note one item
which reveals a temperament enviably dissimilar to my own—namely,
the statement of Mr. Temple Thurston that writing is something which
can be done at any time. It may be so with him, but I must regretfully
say that it is not so with me. Of course, I can write straightforward
prose on any given subject at any time—plain essay prose, which simply
relates facts already formulated in my mind. But when it comes to fic-
tion, or anything calling upon the creative imagination, I find that my
mind is not always cqually in shape. It pays to make the most of spells
of particular ability when they come, & to save the dull periods for hack
work. That autumn idyl by D.C. Puttie is exceedingly appealing. I am
very fond of gardens—in fact they are among the most potent of all
imaginative stimuli withme. ........... ... ... ..

I remain
Yr most obt Servt
HPLovecraft

373. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH

early Oct., 1929
DearCA S:—

By the way—if you want to see a new story which is practically mine,
f.ead The Curse of Yig in the new Weird Tales, next your verses. The

authoress”, Mrs. Reed, is a client for whom Long & I have done lots
of work, & this specimen is well-nigh a piece of original composition on
My Ppatt, since all I had to go by was a synopsis of notes describing a
Ploneer couple, the attack on the husband by snakes, the bursting of his
€Otpse in the dark, & the subsequent madness of the wife. All the plot
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& motivation in the present tale are my own—I invented the snake-god,
the cusse, the prologue & cpilogue, the point about the identity of the
corpse, & the monstrously suggestive aftermath. To all intents & pur-
poses it's my story—though not my latest, for I wrote The Dunwich
Horror afterward.

Yr most obt Servt
HPL

374. TO AUGUST DERLETH
Octr. 6, 1929
Dear A. W.:—

... Home is one’s ideal setting if one is to develope one’s best attrib-
utes, and New York is no place for a white man to live. The metropolis
is a flurried, garish dissonance of aimless speed and magnitude, hybrid
and alien to the core, and without historic roots or traditions. It is an
emotional and aesthetic island~—and a desert island in the long run. A
man belongs where he has roots—where the landscape and milieu have
some relation to his thoughts and feelings, by virtue of having formed
them. A real civilisation recognizes this fact—and the circumstance that
America is beginning to forget it, does far more than does the mere
matter of commonplace thought and bourgeois inhibitions to convince
me that the general American fabric is becoming less and less a true
civilisation and more and more a vast, mechanical, and emotionally im-
mature barbarism de luxe. But there’s a good deal of the elder atmo-
sphere left, and we may enjoy it while it lasts. ....... Yr. most obt.
HPL.
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375. TO JAMES FERDINAND MORTON
Tuesday the 19th, 1929
(October)

Parallel-less Paramount-point of Petrifica-Pierian Peripateticism:—

... 1 do like to have myself down on paper and know just where I
stand in relation to the stone-wall’d rolling meads and white farmhouse
gables of the Arcadian realm of Western Rhode-Island. The visible
beauty and dignity of a settled, aesthetically integrated region take on a
fresh degree of poignancy and motivating stimulation when one can feel
one’'s own hereditary blood-stream coursing through the scene as
through the veins of some vast and exquisite organism. One can say not
only, “I love these waving grasses and towering elms and brook-
threaded valleys and stone-wall’d farmsteads and white village
steeples,” but “these waving grasses and towering elms and brook-
threaded valleys and stone-wall’d farmsteads and white village steeples
are ME, MYSELF, I, THE CONSCIOUS EGO"”! And what more can
any guy ask than that? Isn’t all art an effort of the artist to identify him-
self with the burning beauty and strangeness he depicts? Why, then,
reject such identification as Nature provides?

The past is real—it is all there is. The present is only a trivial and
momentary boundary-line—whilst the future, though wholly determi-
nate, is too essentially unknown and landmarkless to possess any hold
upon our sense of concrete aesthetic imagery. It is, too, liable to involve
shifts and contrasts repugnant to our emotions and fancy; since we can-
not study it as a unified whole and become accustomed to its internal
variations as we can study and grow accustomed to the vary'd past.
There is nothing in the future to tie one’s loyalties and affections to—it
an mean nothing to us, because it involves none of those mnemonic
association-links upon which the illusion of meaning is based. So I, for
one, prefer Old New England and Old Virginia to the unknown mecha-
nised barbarism that stretches out ahcad of us—as meaningless and alien
t(? men of our heritage and memories as the cultures of China or Abyssi-
N1a or ancient Carthage or the planet Saturn. There’s no use pretending
that a standardised, time-tabled machine-culture has any point in com-
MON—any area of contact—with a culture involving human freedom,

;
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individualism, and personality; so that it seems to me all one can do at
present is to fight the future as best he can. Anybody who thinks that
men live by reason, or that they are able consciously to mould the effect
and influences of the devices they create, is behind the times psychologi-
cally. Men can use machines for a while, but after a while the psychol-
ogy of machine-habituation and machine-dependence becomes such
that the machines will be using the men—modelling them to their essen-
tially efficient and absolutely valueless precision of action and
thought ... ... perfect functioning, without any reason or reward for
functicning at all. One can’t dodge this issue in glittering generalities,
or through an habitual hopefulness of attitude which after all springs
merely from a certain type of gland-functioning. Certain causes produce
certain results, and a look ahecad is not reassuring from what we know
of the laws of human action and reaction. Read The Modern Temper,
by Joseph Wood Krutch, and The Dance of the Machines, by Edward J.
O’Brien. One almost certain outcome of America’s accepted system of
plutocratic despotism and democracy of opportunity will be rather ironic
from the point of view of your own democratic wishes. That will be the
crystallisation of an absolutely unbreakable caste system based on fixed
mental and biological capacity, as democracy opens the upward path to
competent individuals and leaves the menial places to the naturally in-
competent. With this system operating, a thousand years will see a
wholly new social-political-industrial order composed of a highly intelli-
gent ruling and administrative stratum on top, (descended from the in-
telligent elements of a// classes of today) plus a vast residue of mentally
inferior material (drained steadily, through opportunity to rise, of all
the naturally capable material it has ever produced) wholly at the mercy
of the superior class—well-fed, well-housed, well-clothed, well-treated,
well-leisured, well-amused, and all that—but essentially brainless and
relegated to a position of virtual parity with the well-oiled and well-
treated machines with which it will share its burthen-bearing. The effect
of machine-standardisation on literature is well shewn by O’Brien in his
Dance of the Machines. Quantity-production devoid of individualities
and subtleties, or of genuine personal vision, is an inevitable result. The
Saturday Evening Post with its bland, superficial callousness and lack of
true appraisals or analyses, is a good symbol of future writing and pub-
lishing. The standards of uniformity, quantity, and monetary reward ov-
ershadow everything else. ........
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Make no mistake—this is what lies ahead of us! All the national stan-
dards are shifting toward it—in the fields of politics, science, and even
art. Values today are not humanistic—i. e., not based on the standard of
human personality and emotion, and of the rewards inherent in self-rea-
lisation—but mathematical and quantitative; based on measurement as
applied to material function, without regard for the significance of that
function in producing the emotional-imaginative state of adjustment
which philosophers call “the good life.” The modern standard of a man
is not his whole, rounded personality as expressed in his individual an-
gle of vision, balance of emotions, background-acquirements, and the
like; but merely the mechanical speed and precision of his calculative
intellect alone, as coolly measured and plotted out in “'graphs” and ta-
bles by standardised wielders of the Binet-Simon intelligence test. In
other words, we no longer measure men as human beings, but as effec-
tive fractions of a vast mathematical machine which has no goal or pur-
pose save to increase the precision and economy of its own useless and
rewardless motions. That is why the inevitable coming of the new ma-
chine-age aristocracy of mentally-superior rulers gives me no hope of a
renewed civilisation. This future aristocracy—whose pioneers are al-
ready among us in the persons of such industrialists as Ford, Firestone,
Rockefeller, Stinnes, Lever, etc., etc.—will be one of wealth, splendour,
power, speed, quantity and responsibility alone; for, having been
erected on the basis of acquisition and industry, it will naturally draw
all its streams of fecling from the empty ideal of size, measurement,
precision, and activity-for-its-own-sake . . .. the crude ideal of doing as
opposed to the civilised ideal of being. Upon this foundation will arise
such art as it will possess—the hard, unsatisfying, geometrial aesthetic
whose pictorial manifestations you can see in the massed planes and
cubes and angles of “modernistic” and expressionistic painting. Of
course it will be a kind of “civilisation”, in the loosest sense of the term
but it will be no civilisation of ours. We can’t look forward to it with
a0y more sense of personal pride or pleasure than we could look for-
Ward to the triumph of any other alien civilisation on territory which has
known our own. Wouldn't we fight an attempt of the Japanese—cul-
tu.red though they are—to occupy and flourish on New England and
Vicginia soil? Didn't our forefathers fight the French to keep them
from spreading over us from Canada and the Ohio-Mississippi valley?
Shades of Sir William Phipps, Governor Shitley, Sir Wim. Pepperrell,
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Gen. Wolfe and Capt. Daniel Fones of the Rhode-Island arm’d sloop
Tartar! For what did the bells in the Georgian stecples of Salem and
Boston and Providence ring out when Louisburg fell in 17457 God
Save the King! No, damn it! If we fought the menacing culture of the
French, which was undoubedly sxperior to our own, shall we not fight
this even more alien and immeasurably inferior barbarism of the
machine? . .. ..

I am desolated that you and Talman miss’d seeing good old Mac be-
cause of that date slip-up. It is possible that Mac's general shakiness
caused him to give Sonny the wrong figures—just as he wrote his future
address “South Dakoma" instead of “South Tacoma.” ....

As for bookplates—I certainly don’t think that Talman would soak
you an hundred fish for a good pachydermatous torchbearer. He's no
organised professional, and is not the sort to be a Shylock amongst the
gang. He gave me my plate as a sort of recognition of the help I've
given him with his short stories—although I told him at the time that
he was more than welcome to whatever assistance I could extend. Ask
him about his rates some time, for I'm hang’d if his best work isn't
good enough for anybody—be he “profesh” or not! The printing from
a plate like mine, on stock like that of the sample you have, is only
$3.75 for 500 copies—at a firm in Montague St., Brooklyn. Of course,
if anybody wants something sweller and doggier—engraved plate, old
Japanese vellum, and all that—one must pay in proportion; but for a
plain, democratick guy like me, this ordinary kind of cut and stock is
plenty good. I've got five hundred copies—but I shan't plaster the more
tatter'd and less important items in my modest library.

Sorry a gang meeting can't be rounded up, and hope you'll get
around to Little Belknap's oftener. They enjoy your calls immensely—in
fact, they remarked last August that they wished your programme al-
lowed you to get around oftener. It certainly is a delightful household—
including my friend Felis, and even the usurping Canis! . .. Haven't
had a word out of Samuelus since his transfer of commercial affiliations
—TI'll bet he let somebody else get that pile of Farmer’s Almanacks that
he was saving for me until the owner quoted a price, and that he’s
ashamed to write the Old Gentleman after such a lapse! But hell—he
needn't worry about that! Grandpa is a cynical and moderately forgiv-
ing old goof, with too low an opinion of the human will and intelli-
gence to be disappointed or disillusion’d by small lapses. Glad Georgio-
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iecus still flourishes. He hasn’t written me since his passage thro’ Provi-

:;entium, but I hope he saw and enjoy'd WICKFORD, as he meant to
Jo when I bade him adieu in East-Greenwich. Orton, as I think I saifi,
is getting out a Dreiser bibliography—which you'll no df)ubt see in
time. But after all, it’s a denatured sort of gang-skeleton with nice old
Mac off the scene!

Our friend Clark Ashton Smith—Klarkash-Ton, Emperor of Dreams,
whom you appreciate so keenly—has turned to short story writing of
Jate, and is producing a surprising quantity of good items—several of
which Wright has accepted. See what you think of them when they ap-
pear in W eird Tales—especially A Night in Malneant, and The End of
the Story. Still better ones are due to follow.

Very shortly the daily literary column of the Providence Journal—
The Sideshow—may feature a discussion bringing in the names of my-
self and of my small grandsons Belknap and August W. Derleth of
Wisconsin! A coupla weeks ago the literary editor—Bertrand K. Hart—
had some dope about what the best horror story in all literature is. I
couldn’t resist sending him a copy of my Recluse article, plus transcripts
of lists of “best weird tales” (with my own omitted in decent modesty)
which Sonny and Derleth had prepared—as a matter of pure coinci-
dence—not long before. Hart came back with a very pleasant letter; ex-
pressing his intention of discussing the subject futher in his “colyum”,
and asking permission to refer to my grandsons and myself by our real
names. Assuming that nobody was especially keen on secrecy, I extended
the desiderate imprimatur—hence expect to see the annals of the gang
perpetuated in the cultivated press of a real town. If you have any ideal
list of best weird tales to send along, come ahead and send it! I'm sure
Hart would welcome any augmentations to the genial melee.

Yr. Oblig'd obt. hble. Servt.,
®coBaidog
Theobaldas




376. TO AUGUST DERLETH
The Quinsnicket Country 6 miles north
of Providence
Octr. 21, 1929

My dear A. W.:—

Let me thank you with the utmost sincerity for the generous batch of
landscape photographs you so kindly lent—and which I shall return in
tomorrow’s mail. At this moment I am appreciating them in the least
invidious and most appropriate manner possible—namely, viewing their
transmitted beauty in the midst of the glowing, first-hand, autumnal
beauty of the finest landscape vista in New England! I am seated on a
hillside—on the browning turf beside a road which spirals down before
me to an eastward valley with a blue, glimmering mere at its bottom.
The descent is undulant and variegated, with picturesque granite out-
croppings, gay-foliaged trees, and rambling, old-fashioned stone walls
here and there. On my right is the edge of a forested ravine with a
brook at the bottom whose placid coursing I can just hear. In that ravine
—now out of sight, but to be visited by me later in the afternoon—are
the picturesque ivied ruins of an ancient mill which I knew in
youth ... raw material for some future Evening in Spring study of my
own! On my left the ground sharply ascends in a series of graceful
slopes now dotted with the sheaves of harvest-time, whilst pecping
through the gnarled trees of red and gold hillside orchards are the time-
stained gables of two venerable farmhouses—the Richard Comstock
house, built in 1670, and the Benjamin Arnold house, built in 1732.
But the most fascinating of all is the panorama straight ahead, across the
pool-bottom’d valley. There the opposite slope arises in the distance,
rich with autumnal foliage, and shewing through the treetops the sun-
gilded roofs and steeples of far-off Saylesville—an old-world prospect
which carrics the fancy back to old England and the peaceful meads and
vales along the Thames and Wye and Avon. Truly, I do not know of
any landscape on earth which more appeals to me than this. It satisfies
almost every major longing in my imagination. The charm could not
possibly be captured by photography—and I would give nearly every-
thing I possess for the power to draw or paintit. .........

Yr. most obt. Servt. HP
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time. At the rim of these uplands the ancient roofs of two farmhouses—
one built in 1670 & the other in 1732—can be glimpsed through the
scarlet & gold of gnarled orchard-trees. A place like this makes me re-
gret, more than anything else, my inability to draw & paint. It looks
something like this:

I can appreciate, too, the editorial on White Mooi’s W izardry, since the
Hunter's Moon last week was exceptionally fine. I took several walks to
get the benefit of the mystic moonbeams on particular bits of landscape
& architecture—river reflections, &c.—& could well appreciate the ex-
pression “burning moonlight”—used by Flecker in the last act of his
Hagssan.

Other cuttings of much interest are those connected with extinct cul-
tures. I had seen a short item about the Esquimau discovery before, but
this account is ampler. Lost Arctic & Antarctic civilisations form a fasci-
nating idea to me—1I used it once in Polaris, & expect to use it again
more than once. The Maya question is absorbingly interesting, too. Le
Plongeon is hardly to be taken seriously, yet even without his chimerical
notions the history of the ancient culture, with its sudden shift from
‘ Central America to Yucatan about soo A. D., is dramatic & mysterious

enough. The origin of the Mayas is almost indisputably Asiatic, & their




SELECTED LETTERS 39

art will be found, on analysis, much closer to that of India & Indo-
China than to any art-stream of Africa or Western Asia. It is very
doubtful whether an inhabited Atlantis ever existed, although vast areas
in the Atlantic have undoubtedly sunk at one time or another. It seems
likely that the classic Atlantis of Plato was in North Africa, on the
shores of a lagoon now dried up. The fabled Poseidonis was in all prob-
ability somewhere near the later Tunis. But a sunken land is a great
theme for fiction, & I always like to read Atlantcan tales. There is a new
one by A. Conan Doyle just out—The Maracot Deep—which I want to
read as soon as possible.
I have ye honour to subscribe myself,
Yr most obt hble Servt
HPLovecraft

378. TO JAMES FERDINAND MORTON
Harvest-Home Day
October 30, 1929
Apotheosis’'d Aérial of Anthropological Aspiration:—

..... As for the future of Western Civilisation—and of any other
cultures which the planet may preserve or develop—far be it from me to
be dogmatick. All I deal in is probabilities. In the last analysis, nobody
don't know nothin’ about nothin’. Contrary to what you may assume, 1
am not a pessimist but an indifferentist—that is, I don’t make the mis-
take of thinking that the resultant of the natural forces surrounding and
governing organic life will have any connexion with the wishes or tastes
of any part of that organic life-process. Pessimists are just as illogical as
optimists; insomuch as both envisage the aims of mankind as unified,
and as having a direct relationship (either of frustration or of fulfil-
ment) to the inevitable flow of terrestrial motivation and events. That is
‘.both schools retain in a vestigial way the primitive concept of a con-
scious teleology—of a cosmos which gives a damn one way or the other
about the especial wants and ultimate welfare of mosquitoes, rats, lice,
d983, men, horses, pterodactyls, trees, fungi, dodos, or other forms of
b'f)]Ogical energy. And I fear the meliorist is not altogether free from
this illusion, either. But the indifferentist is. He alone of all thinkers 1s
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willing to view the future of the planet impartially—without assigning
(as indeed there is absolutely no ground for assigning) any preponder-
ance of evidential value to such factors as appear to argue a course pleas.
ant to himself. Not that he is especially looking for anti-human out-
comes, or that he has any pleasure in contemplating such. It is merely that,
in judging cvidence, he does not regard the quality of favourableness to
man as any intrinsic mark of probability. Neither does he regard it as
any intrinsic mark of improbability—he simply knows that this quality
has nothing to do with the case; that the interplay of forces which gov-
ern climate, behaviour, biologica! growth and decay, and so on, is too
purely universal, cosmic, and eternal a phenomenon to have any rela-
tionship to the immediate wishing-phenomena of one minute organic
species on our transient and insignificant planet. At times parts of this
species may like the way things are going, and at times they may not—
but that has nothing to do with the cosmically fixed march of the events
themselves. Human liking or welfare is no probability-factor at all—and
no person has a right to express an opinion on the future of the world,
so long as he has the least tendency to consider a man-favouring course
as intrinsically more likely to be probable than any other course. If he
lets the quality of man-favouringness serve in lieu of real evidence to
predispose him toward belief in any direction, then his opinion is null
and void as a serious philosophic factor. The real philosopher knows
that, other evidence being equal, favourableness or unfavourablencss to
mankind means absolutely nothing as an index of likelihood—that is,
that a future hostile to man is precisely as probable as one favourable to
him. And of course this works the other way around as well—so that no
one is justified in thinking a theory probable merely because it opposes
man. The indifferentist laughs as much at irresponsible calamity-howlers
and temperamental melancholiacs as he does at smirking idealists and
unctuous woodrowilsonians. For example—nothing makes me more
amused than the hypersensitive people who consider life as essentially an
agony instead of merely a cursed bore, punctuated by occasional agony and
still rarer pleasure. Life is rather depressing because pain and ennui out-
weigh pleasure; but the pleasure exists, none the less, and can be en-
joyed now and then while it lasts. And too—many can build up a crus-
tacean insensitiveness against the subtler forms of pain, so that many
lucky individuals have their pain-quota measurably reduced. Uniform
melancholy is as illogical as uniform cheer. Another thing—it is quite
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absurd to think that the decline of civilisation means instant savagery
and suffering. On the contrary, (to use my favourite forensick phrase)
these letdowns are nearly always gradual and partial—so that it took
Rome fully four-hundred years to slip from the Antonine peak to the
utter cultural disintegration of—say—G6oo A. D. And even then, of
course, there were rudimentary fragments of mental and aesthetic life left
—together with the prospects of another civilisation around the corner.
The only element of real calamitousness is for the member of the declining
civilisation as an individual—or for his generation as a group. He, and
his kind, know that the ncar future will not be such as to call forth so
much of man’s imaginative and emotional resources as the present and
immediate past have called forth—that life, while not necessarily a mat-
ter of complete misery and sterility, will be conducted on a lower poten-
tial, with less rich rewards for the ordeal of remaining conscious—and
that the resurgent civilisation of the remoter future, beyond the slack
period, will—while its height cannot be predetermincd—be so com-
pletely alien to him, that—high or low—it will mean no more to him
than an hypothetical civilisation on Saturn’s third satellite. It's no civili-
sation of his—so that nothing connected with it can compensate for the
sense of loss inherent in the realisation that his own set of conditions
and values and secondary instincts is not going ahead unimpededly.
Naturally there are many unimaginative people whose emotional adjust-
ment depends so little on their orientation in time and space that mat-
ters like this mean relatively little to them so long as they can have their
chosen conditions during their own lifetimes. Indeed, there are even
people of greater sensitiveness who—while foreseeing the changes—
manage to dramatise themselves in such a way as to avoid pain at the
thought of their culture’s ending. There may be some—such as the 19th
century decadents in France—who can derive a sort of pleasurable tragic
exaltation from the picture of themselves as the crew of a sinking ship
—a ship which is sinking, no matter how many other ships may later
Put to sea from other ports. To be a Psamattickus in a dying Egypt, a
Lucian in a fading Hellenistic world, a Boéthius or a Venantius Fortu-
hatus in a doomed Rome—there is quite a kick in the idea for those
who like that kind of thing. In fact, we may say quite certainly that
anyone’s emotional attitude toward the future is essentially a matter of
chance and of taste. The only thing about which any representative array
of clear thinkers—an array involving the temperamental heterogeneities
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inevitable among individuals—can be expected to approximate similar-
ity, is the impersonal and objective matter of calculating what the future
is likely to be, whether one hates or relishes it. And even here the simi-
larity can be only approximate, since different emotions give different
individuals different habits of perception, appraisal, and reasoning—
habits which importantly affect all conclusions save those depending on
the very simplest, clearest, and most concrete data. One really ought to
think of the future apart from all likes, dislikes, and personal perspec-
tives. He would then see a transformation in process; likely to invalidate
most of our present standards, thought-habits, and pleasure-sources, and
to substitute another set of these things which—though no doubt satis-
fying to those born under its aegis—will call forth less of the varied
pleasure—and thought-potentialities of mankind than the systems of the
past and present have called forth. He needn’t call this a tragedy if he
doesn’t wish to—for of course he will not live to reap its worst effects,
while his great-grandchildren will be too steeped in the newer order to
miss any other. But it would be hardly scientific of him to deny that a
decline in the intrinsic level of civilisation is involved. We know well
enough that different civilisations have different levels as judged by the
amount of mental and emotional energy they draw forth from their com-
ponent individuals—scale Greece against Persia, Egypt against Assyria,
Rome against Carthage, France against India, and so on—and we likewisc
know that low-potential cultures often supplant cultures of higher po-
tential. Hellenism gave way to Romano-Alexandrianism, Mayan culture
to Nahvatlin-Aztec culture, and so on. The illusion of steady collective
“progress” toward any desirable end is of relatively recent origin, and
becomes absurd when we reflect that Periclean Greece lies some 2400
years behind our own essentially mediocre age. So far as we can see,
there lies ahead of the western world a period of great material com-
fort and ostentation; amidst which a real culture will come to exist as
a leisure class develops, but which will find its satisfactions on a less
complex and poignant plane than that of the dying Renaissance cul-
ture. Then will come a Dark Age—precipitated either through ennui-
collapse or external conquest—and after that an entirely different mon-
grel world beginning over again; though perhaps with intermediate
stages involving the decreasingly vital use of various elements of the
existing culture. And after the overthrow of all these fragments, there
will be another building up from the nomad-pastoral state—with
priest-king-war-chief, council of nobles, and all the other familiar
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anthropological forms which spring from the basic species—instincts
against the background of unartificialised Nature. These people will
gape at the legends which their old women and medicine-men will
weave about the ruins of concrete bridges, subways, and building-foun-
dations—and about the Sphinx and the pyramids and the rock-temples
of Petra. How many times this patterned drama will be repeated, we
cannot tell. It does not really matter, since quantity is really a very insig-
nificant thing. Possibly the level of the highest previous civilisation will
be surpassed—especially if a return to the primitive ever sets biologi-
cally evolutionary factors into motion again, producing types superior to
any of the past and present. But all this means nothing to us—no more
than as if the events took place on another planet—and if evolution
does resume sway over us, the resultant beings will not be men in the
strictest sense, any more than we are the apes who preceded us ances-
trally. More—if the sun gives heat long enough, there will certainly
come a time when the mammal will have to go down to subordination
as the reptilia went before him. We are not nearly so well equipped for
combating a varied environment as are the articulata; and some climatic
revulsion will almost certainly wipe us out some day as the dinosaurs
were wiped out—leaving the ficld free for the rise and dominance of
some hardy and persistent insect species—which will in time, no doubt,
develop a high specialisation of certain functions of instinct and percep-
tion, thus creating a kind of civilisation, albeit one of wholly different
perceptions, (when other species view a given object, their ocular image
of it differs—sometimes widely—from ours) emphases, feelings, and
goals. Probably the period of human supremacy is only the prologue to
the whole drama of life on this planet—though of course some cosmic
collision is always capable of smashing up the theatre before the pro-
logue is done. All this sort of thing has undoubtedly happened an infin-
ity of times in the past—planets being born and spawning a varied life;
evolution and culture ensuing; and death and oblivion eventually over-
taking all. Probably there are one or two other cases existent even at this
moment; for although the newer conceptions of the cosmos have de-
stroyed the old-time notion of “a plurality of worlds,” it is always likely
that the tidal accident which produced the solar system had counterparts
sufficiently near in time to make probable the survival of their living
results. If not in our galactic universe, these survivals may exist in re-
Moter units of the Einsteinian space-time continuum.

As for your aesthetic conception of the history of all human branches
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as a single pattern or continuous process in which you can take a citizen.
like pleasure and pride—of course, the picture is a pretty one, and was
much cited in the naive and non-analytical Victorian days when senti-
mental over-extensions of the cvolutionary idea took the place of the
disinterested anthropology of the XXth century. It is, as an emotional
attitude, perfectly sound and historically interesting—and is even com-
prehensible to me, since it bears analogies with my own sense of the
whole cosmos rather than the earth as a working unit. But unfortunately
it deals too much in unrealities, and in subjective illusions based on
primitive and obsolete value-conceptions, to have a vital relationship to
the problem of environment for the individual in real life. The actual
individual--apart from a small group of theorists who specialise in this
kind of feeling and derive certain artificial emotional-imaginative satis-
factions from it as I do from my “infinite-cosmicism”’—can form no
more of a satisfying conception of himself as a member of an hypotheti-
cal biology-stream than a hen-louse can form satisfying conceptions of
himself as a proud unit in the whole pedicular pageant of cat, dog, man,
goat, and sand parasites. It all may be theoretically so—all men certainly
have a vague common origin in one or two earlier primate species, while
a few isolated culture-ideas are occasionally passed along—or taken over
in a more or less garbled and fragmentary way—from one group to an-
other—but, from the point of view of the normal member of any exist-
ing human group, what the hell of it? It simply doesn’t mean anything.
All our feelings and loyalties are based on the special instincts and in-
herited values of our immediate racial and cultural group—take these
away, and absolutely nothing remains for any average person to anchor
his sense of direction, interest, or standards to. What do you care about
the mean annual temperature of Jupiter? Or I about the welfare of some
lousy Chinaman or god damn negro? Nothing but artificial sentiment,
of a thin, unteal sort insufficient to hold any but a few imaginative indi-
viduals like you or me, could make any normal terrestrial Aryan care a
hang about either Jupiter and Saturn’s Rings on the one hand, or China-
men and negroes on the other hand. Nothing means anything vitally to
us except something which we can interpret in the light of conditions
we know. Empty words and their similarities mean very little—and we
are very much mistaken if we think, upon reading the precepts of some
ancient and exotic sage, that these words mean the same to us that they
did to the people whose minds and feelings were fed from the same back-
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ound as the Sage’s. Spengler points this out with tremendous force—
though it was highly apparent to me long before I ever heard of Bre'r
Oswald. We live, always, by two codes—the external and professed code
based on an artificially cosmopolitan culture; and the inner, real, and mo-
tivating code, based on the true response of our instincts to their habitual
stimuli. It is all very well to theorise decoratively from the outer code—
put we must apply the inner code when we wish to calculate actual re-
sults. Stripping off the mask of nineteenth century euphemism and deco-
rum, we know damn well that the human race is divided into many
groups whose whole instinctive conceptions of what is desirable and
what is undesirable are so antipodally apart in half to three-quarters of
the affairs of life, that they cannot possibly be thought of as having any
goal or complete set of standards in common. And to pretend that such
a community can exist, is to complicate the matter all the worse. We
misunderstand all the more, when we feign to understand what we do
not understand. Half the tragedies of history are the result of expecting
one group to conform to the instinctive reactions of another, or to cher-
ish its values. One of the worst examples of this is the cringing Semitic
slave-cult of Christianity which became thrust upon our virile, ebullient
Western stock through a series of grotesque historic accidents. Obvi-
ously, we whose instinctive ideas of excellence centre in bravery, mas-
tery, and unbrokenness, and whose ultimate fury of contempt is for the
passive, non-resistent, sad-eyed cringer and schemer and haggler, are the
least fitted of all races for the harbourage of a Judaeo-Syriac faith and
standards—and so the whole course of history proved; with Christian-
ity always a burden, handicap, misfit, and unfulfilled mockery upon our
assertive, Thor-squared, Woden-driven shoulders. We have mouthed ly-
ing tributes to meekness and brotherhood under Gothic roofs whose
very pinnacled audacity bespeaks our detestation of lowliness and our
love for power and strength and beauty, and have spouted hogshcadfuls
of hot air about “principle” and ethics, and restraint at the same time
that our hobnailed boots have kicked around in utter loathing the bro-
ken Jews whose existence is based upon these principles. That is the
hypocrisy of the altruistic and humanitarian tradition—talking and
theorising against Nature as she actually works within us. From our at-
tempt to assimilate Semitism we have gained nothing but misery—and
tl}‘{ attempt itself has not succeeded, because it was based upon impossi-
bility. Far more sensible is it to recognise that such an alien tradition has
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nothing for people of our blood and inheritance—that it presupposes
goals and instincts which we do not and cannot possess; exalting that
which we must always despise, and condemning that which we must
always cherish as the supreme criterion of respect—worthiness. It is
found by cxperience that Aryan and Semitic individuals and groups
cannot get on side by side until one of the two has thoroughly obliter-
ated its heritage and instincts and value-sense—and yet some idealists
still think that an Aryan culture can really feel the Semitic ethics it out-
wardly professes; or that, more absurd still, it can have understanding
and sympathy with still remoter racial and cultural streams. The ques.
tion of relative status among different cultures is of wholly minor im-
portance—it is the difference which makes cultural amalgamation a
joke. China of the old tradition was probably as great a civilisation as
ours—perhaps greater, as Bertrand Russell thinks—but to fancy that
more than a tenth of the emotional life of China has any meaning for
us, is as foolish as to think that more than a tenth of our emotional life
has any meaning for a Chinaman. Each can take over isolated points
from the culture of the other; but these are always subtly altered in the
process of naturalisation—never meaning the same thing in the adopt-
ing civilisation that they meant in the one which developed them. And
when such adoptions exceed a certain limit of safety, the result is always
culturally disastrous to the nation attempting them. More is bitten off
than can be chewed—and the outcome is a slackening or dispersal of the
feelings and creative imagination which can lead only to sterility, un-
rest, and dissatisfaction. China and Japan are in the midst of this danger
now—happy the one which knows how to beat a retreat! Even those
people who maintain the gesture of universalism and cosmopolitanism
would—ironically enough—suffer as much loss and bewilderment as the
rest if such a chaos were actually to exist. Every one of them is, un-
known to himself, a holder of an illusion fashioned wholly in the man-
ner of his own especial culture; so that when he talks with a cosmopoli-
tan from another culture he is only exchanging words, not deep feelings
and image-perceptions genuinely shared. If the especial culture of any
one of these idealists were to vanish, he would find himself just as lost
as anybody else—and would realise at last—too late—just how much
of his emotional life and sense of comfortable placement really was due
to the existence of his own background as a setting for his life and
thoughts; however much he may have verbally repudiated that back-
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round in favour of a theoretic, meaningless hash made up of fragments
of that and everybody else’s backgrounds. There is no more reality in
anybody’s primary ‘attachme?t to a mythical world-stream of all man-
kind, than there is in my primary loyalty to the whole cosmos as distin-

ished from our galaxy and solar system and planet. It sounds all right
as an abstract principle—but there is no ponderable and authentic in-
stinct to back it up so that it means nothing in the real alignment of
groups. The doctrine can be admirably interesting to the one who decora-
tively holds it, so long as he keeps it free from application to the real
world of events—just as a doctrine of cosmic feeling can be admirably
interesting though of comparatively slight terrestrial significance. But it
all belongs to aesthetics rather than to history or sociology. Its unreality
is always manifested in the retinue of sentimental illusions and bursts of
artistic expansiveness found around it. You can’t pick a case that isn’t
cluttered up with grandiose emotion and naive beliefs in such illusions
as good, evil, unified human nature and goal, justice, etc., etc. This de-
lusion is the nineteenth century’s expression of the same feelings that
the seventeenth expressed in the delusion of religious faith, the eigh-
teenth century in the delusion of ethical rights, and the twentieth in the
delusions of mysticism (on the part of aesthetes) and industrial democ-
racy. It is all part of an cternal comedy, at which the gods would laugh
uproariously if they existed. Meanwhile each of the old cultures flickers
along in its decadent way—each reacting in its individual and separate
fashion to the common experience of mechanisation and easy transporta-
tion so suddenly encountered by all. And may god save New England,
Virginia, and Old England from a total loss of their familiar motivat-
ing-springs and standard-moulding reference-points till Grandpa Theo-
bald is safely fed to the worms of Swan Point Cemetery! ... .. .. It is
an utter piece of hokum to apply half the dope of some simple-minded,
half-epileptic Oriental mystic or prince or fisherman or tent maker of
the agricultural, half-nomadic age, to the utterly antipodal life and
Problems of an increasingly mechanised western world. We forget that,
although human nature itself is unchanging, all codes and reaction-for-
mulae governing human beings involve not human nature alone, but
h_u.man nature in relation to the immediate objective background of fa-
cilities and folkways, needs, occupations, previous fund of intellectual
lﬂeas and emotional habits, and prevailing customs of mental and emo-
tional discipline. Half of what Buddha or Christus or Mahomet said is

— A ——

-



48 SCLECTED LETTERS

either simply idiocy or downright destructiveness, as applied to the
western world of the twentieth century; whilst virtually a// of the emo.
tional-imaginative background of assumptions from which they spoke, is
now proved to be sheer childish primitiveness. Most of their sonorous
blah was based on certain ideas of the “dignity” (whaddyamean, dig.
nity?) of human personality, and the “cosmic significance” of emotional
experience and objective conduct, which the psychology of today shews
to have been rooted altogether in illusion and unreality. None of this
truck has any value for us, except so far as the habit of listening to it
has become natural 10 us through personal and ancestral associations im-
mediate enough to form parts of our genuine heritage and motivating
and value-breeding environment. Thus Christ is worthless to us except
as his myth is mixed up in our childhood memories—infantile prayers,
Christmas-trees, shiny pennies at Sunday-School—and our elder aes-
thetic appreciations—Georgian steeples and Gothick apses, organ lita-
nies, incense, emotional mysticism, etc., etc. He is of value only as the
half-Italian, half-Flemish thin man whom we see in pictures, or the lit-
tle blond English boy on Christmas cards. This is the contribution of the
myth to our own vital heritage. Actually, we don't know yet whether or
not any such one person really existed—and in his Coptic or Nestorian
or Byzantine form he is a total loss to us westerners. This, then, is the
only real value of the past beyond what a few remembered experiences
have taught—that it forms a set of emotional sugar-plums and land-
marks for us, by choosing a few special things out of infinity’s conflict-
ing chaos and setting them up for our immediate attention and prefer-
ence. But heaven knows that's value enough and to spare—since with-
out this subtle and unconscious guidance our emotional dilemma amidst
the rival claims of an ungraspable bedlam of crowding, unrelated, and
opposite sense-impressions, perception-foci, emotional thrills, and lines
of logic would be desperate beyond description. In the blurred field of
aimless idcas, images, and feelings offered by the external world past
and present, there is no way of getting any kind of clear image save by
applying the clarifying diaphragm of traditional feeling—the especially
selected and coloured view of the past given us as a legacy by these who
have gone before us—people whose blood and milieu were like ours,
and whose choice of images and prejudices is more likely to fit us than
anybody else’s choice. Tradition can change and grow with time, of
course; and it must occasionally admit new elements or discard certain
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old elements when they are proved contrary to fact. But the r.nutation
and substitution must be gradual. It must not be so rapid or radical as to
the individual loose from everything which gives him a sense of
Jacement, interest, motivation, and direction—not so rapid or radical
as to destroy tradition instead of properly modifying it. Once destroy a
tradition, and what becomes of those who have held it? The only abso-
Jute value of any precept or belief is the part it plays in our emotional
life. In bald truth, there is not any goal or idol of mankind which can
be said to be intrinsically and collectively good—or bad, either—for the
species. Goals shift slowly—just now we have physical comfort and
safety as prime illusions; but it is almost certain that life would offer
more and richer gratifications to imaginatively developed men if we
could have a little less of these modern idols, and a little more of that
divine freedom, adventure, and vivifying sense of wncertainty and irreg-
ularity which the virile individual enjoyed in less plumbered and po-
liced days. What we have chosen as a goal is just as empty as what any
former age chose—we shall have another goal tomorrow, and still an-
other the next day—but meanwhile our good rotarians will think in
terms of bathrooms and bodyguards; tobacco, trials, and time-tables. I
refuse to be hood-winked by temporary fashions in belief and feeling
and aspiration—and see more healthy vitality in an outlaw who kicks
over the traces in the blind protest of personality against the herd, than
in the tame, social-minded conformer who bows to the will of the mass
and helps that mass put across its milk-toast ideal of regularity, safety,
comfort, justice, democracy, and big sales, and dividends. I spit upon
any man who cringes to the herd because of the herd’s will. The only
reason for a gentleman to do anything except what his fancy dictates, is
that he can best sustain his illusions of beauty and purpose in life by
falling harmoniously into the pattern of his ancestral feelings. The 7ndi-
vidual—feudal, proud, aloof, unfetter’d, and dominant—that is all that
matters, and society is of use to him only so far as it enlarges the plea-
sures he might cnjoy without it. He owes it only enough to make it
capable of forming a suitable background for him—and to societies
other than that from which he has sprung, he owes absolutely nothing.
By the way—don’t make the mistake of fancying that I recommend the
Georgian age as a single period for all men's emulation. I never do so—
l‘)u-t always try to make it clear that my own mental-emotional kinship to
Itis purely an individual accident, of significance to nobody but myself. I
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happen to belong to the eighteenth century—probably because of the
effect of colonial doorways and long-s’d books upon me during my ear.
liest and most impressionable years—but only the other day I caution’q
a would-be poet against Georgian mannerisms. The eighteenth century
is my illusion, as all mankind is yours—but I don’t believe in mine any
more than I do in yours! I don’t believe in any! What the eighteenth
century really was, was the final phase of that perfectly unmechanised
acra which as a whole gave us our most satisfying life. It was not so
aesthetically great as the Elizabethan age, and in no way comparable to
Periclean Greece and Augustan Rome. Its hold upon moderns is due
mostly to its proximity, and to the presence in it of certain kinds of taste
which former and succeeding ages of modern history have lacked. Prox-
imity is its main lure—for it is the nearest to us of all the purely pre-
mechanical periods; the only one with which we have any semblance of
a personal contact, (surviving houses and household effects in large
quantity; association (for Americans) with high historic tension; fact
that we can still talk with old men who in their youth talked with living
survivors; vestigial customs and speech-forms in greater number than
from carlier periods, etc., etc.) and whose ways are in any manner fa-
miliar to us save through sheer archaeological reconstruction. Moreover
—it is brought still closer to us through the fact that the intervening
nineteenth century was largely a blank in general civilisation—be-
queathing us only a vast bulk of exact science and a few lone names in
some of the arts. To all intents and purposes, we are chucking out the
nineteenth century as an accidental grotesque; so that the eighteenth is a
hundred years culturally nearer to us than it would ordinarily be. It is
the eighteenth century, not the nineteenth, whose tradition we are now
continuing—whether toward destruction or amplification history will
later say. Naturally, in looking back over the Victorian desert of illu-
sions, pomposities, and hypocrisies, we are pretty damn glad to strike
the shores of a real culture—any real and rational culture. And since the
eighteenth century (or very early nineteenth) is the firss sound thing we
hit in this backward quest, we are naturally rather predisposed in its
favour! In cutting loose from 1890, we find 1790 the most convenient
thing to re-hitch to in order to make a fresh start—but of course, it is
really 1790 and 1690 and 1590 and 1490 and 1390 as well, that we are
continuing. We're merely cutting out a bad piece in the rope and mak-
ing a new splice. But all this is aside from my personal linkage. I, in-
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deed, have special affinities with Georgian times—but these affinities in
no way involve any claims of intrinsic superiority for those times. It is
merely that T am more at home then than at any other period. Probably
1'd be better off, aesthetically, if my natural inclinations were Elizabe-
than—but I'm as gawd (i.e., accident and temperament) made me.
Might as well let it go at that, for I'll be dead soon, and then it won't
matter a damn what age I belong'd to! As for the really important
sources of our civilisation—I think we can spot most of 'em by includ-
ing Teutonic and Celto-Druidic cultures for deep blood impulses, and
Greece and Rome, relay’d by France, for intellectual and emotional sur-
faces. Syria gave us our mockery of a religion, and produced certain
types of character among us, especially in the seventeenth century; so
we'll have to count in the Hebraic stream as a spasmodic influence. Back
of Greece and Rome the streams get damn thin, and there isn’t one
whose absence would change us much. Greece got more from the Mi-
noan or Cretan culture than from anywhere else, though fragments from
Egypt, Assyria, and Phoenicia are not absent. Rome got a damn lot from
Etruria but still more from its central Italic tribes, and picked up many
dubious acquirements—among them the conception of the non-racial
political empire upheld by mercenary troops—from that goddam bunch
of pawnbrokers and tradesmen call'd Carthage. Then in the Middle
Ages the Arabs kicked in with a couple of useful tricks—and that about
fixes us up. What China or India or the Aztecs gave us wouldn't keep
anybody up nights computing. And what is more, it is only as collocated
parts of our own English stream that the contributions of the earlier or
alien streams have any meaning for us. We owe seven-eighths of all our
civilisation to Greece—yet for all that we'd be fishes out of water in
Periclean Athens. What we cherish is not Hellenism but Anglo-Hellen-
ism. That natural culture-lines are based upon the soundest and most
profoundly essential elements in every civilisation, is well shewn by ana-
lysing the types most prone and least prone to override them into the
nebula of cosmopolitanism. Who are the instinctive cosmopolitans?
Clearly, the artificially cultivated social elite and the specialty-engrossed
attistic-scientific class at one end of the scale, and the purely animal
Wworkman-peasant rabble at the other end—in every, case, persons wholly
femoved from the massed humanistic life of their group; by artificial
Manners and interests on the one hand, and by sheer lack of any mental-
Imaginative life on the other hand. And who are the instinctive provin-




cials and nationalists? Always those who are most deeply absorbed in
the normal general activities and interests of their region, and in the
currents of thought and feeling engendered by real associations and tan.
gible objects—the devotees, that is, of reality and of real perception, as
opposed to those with artificialised or specialised perceptions, or with
no perceptions at all. For my part, I'm no more ashamed to be a provin.
cial in time than to be one in space—hence 1 hate and oppose the en-
croaching machine-barbarism as much as I'd hate and oppose any other
alien civilisation that tried to find a foothold on the English soil of
Rhode Island or Massachusetts or Maryland or Virginia. I don’t expect
to keep it off—but at least I don’t pretend to like it. I defy, abhor, and
repudiate it—as many a Frenchman in Alsace and Lorraine defied,
abhorred, and repudiated the new culture that the Prussians brought in
1870.

I'm not the only one to see a really serious problem ahead for the
sensitive aesthete who would keep alive amidst the ruins of the tradi-
tional civilisation. In fact, an attitude of alarm, pain, disgust, retreat,
and defensive strategy is so general among virtually all modern men of
creative interests, that I'm sometimes tempted to keep quiet for fear
my personal feeling may be mistaken for affected imitativeness! God,
man—Tlook at the list . .. Ralph Adams Cram, Joseph Wood Krutch,
James Truslow Adams, John Crowe Ransom, T. S. Eliot, Aldous Hux-
ley, etc., etc., etc., etc. ........... Each has a different plan of escape,
yet each concedes the same thing to be escaped from. Cram favours me-
diaevalism and the ivory tower, Krutch the grim and gritted bicuspids,
Adams the resigned superiority of contemplation, Ransom the return to
the older spirit where it can be saved, Eliot the wholesale readoption of
tradition—blindly, desperately undertaken in a mad escape from the
Waste Land he so terribly depicted, (he says he is now a classicist, roy-
alist, and Anglo-Catholic), Huxley in a kind of belatedly 1890-ish New
Hedonism or neo-Hellenism, and so on, and so on. And still more tragic
are the ostrich-heads who shut off their reason altogether at a certain point
—beyond which they prattle in the atificial twilight of a pretended
mental infancy .... G. K. Chesterton with his synthetic popery, Prof.
Eddington with his observation-contradicting slush, Dr. Henri Bergson
with his popular metaphysical pap, and so on, and so on. And Woodi-
wilsonites . ... ye gawd! These fools, when a real man like old Georges
Clemenceau, who knew how to face the blank infinite unflinching, had
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to be snuffed out! About the only trained leaders of thought who pre-
tend to retain the “da-da-da—all’s right with the world” illusion with-
out some degree of ostrichry are the old boys like Wells and Shaw, whose
minds are petrified in the Utopian woods of the exploded XIX century
—though even G. Bernardus is waking up a bit, to judge from some of
his recent utterances. He no longer fancies that man’s only foes are
stupidity and capital ... .. deadwood of a temporary Fabian perfec-
tionism. No question—the vital contemporary thought of the twentieth
century’s third decade will be almost one hundred percent anti-future—
differing only in its prescriptions for circumventing or evading or an-
nihilating or denying that future as doped out by commercial and in-
dustrial determinism. And the damn funny thing is that this retreat will
probably breed a grotesque form of mental hypocrisy more offensive than
mechanicalism itself, and almost as bad a type of intellectual illusion as
Victorianism was of moral-aesthetic illusion. This hypocrisy, of course,
has to do with the new mysticism or neo-metaphysics bred of the ad-
vertised uncertainties of recent science—Einstein, the quantum theory,
and the resolution of matter into force. Although these new turns of
science don’t really mean a thing in relation to the myth of cosmic con-
sciousness and teleology, a new brood of despairing and horrified mod-
erns is seizing on the doubt of all positive knowledge which they imply;
and is deducing therefrom that, since nothing is true, therefore any-
thing can be true ... .. whence one may invent or revive any sort of
mythology that fancy or nostalgia or desperation may dictate, and defy
anyone to prove that it isn't emotionally true—whatever that means.
This sickly, decadent neo-mysticism—a protest not only against ma-
chine materialism but against pure science with its destruction of the
mystery and dignity of human emotion and experience—will be the
dominant creed of middle twentieth century aesthetes, as the Eliot and
Huxley penumbra well prognosticate. Little Belknap is already falling
for it. And it will exist only because life has become unbearable through
Its increasing traditionlessness. As for me—I won’t indulge in silly
metaphysical “let’s-pretend-ism”, but I'll take tradition at face value as a
purely emotional bulwark.

-+. What will come, will come—and wishes and sentimental values
an.d 8randiose conceptions of a theoretical unity haven’t anything to do
with the likelihood or unlikelihood of any particular course. I don't
f0resee an instant age of anguish and barbarism—but neither do I fore-
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sce anything sufficiently favourable to Anglo-Saxon culture to justify
any attitude but one of hostility in the rcal friends of high-potentia]
human life and expression in our civilisation. .. I simply draw the
hard, cold, inevitable conclusions from a visible world undergoing ce;.
tain definite phenomena, and from a cosmos in which there is not the
slightest shred of probability that a governing consciousness, set of ab.
solute values, or “spiritual” side exists. Of course, I respect equally the
opinions of anyone who, from the same realistic data, builds up differ-
ent conclusions. I'm nothing much as an intellectual heavyweight, and
you've perhaps a rather better chance to be right than I have. But I
won't pretend to see what I don't see—and the opinions I hold are the
honest ones which, be they right or wrong, I get directly from the facts.
My only boast is that I keep my line of reasoning free from certain
extraneons elements such as emotional predisposition. Of my acuteness
in reasoning I make no claims and hold no high notions. All I am
proud of is that I keep my facts straight as the start. Now sail in and
give mc hell—as you undoubtedly can! The only thing I insist on is that
separate elements be kept separate, and that man’s course be invested
with no mystical and mythical “larger drift” which only analogy and
wishfulness could conceive, and against rather than toward which all the
facts of observed reality point. We must not confuse the ceaseless course
of the cosmos, with its alternate building-up and breaking-down of
worlds and suns and galaxies, with the momentary individual course of
any of the transient manifestations which break out accidentally once in
an age upon the surface of one or two dust-grains. The natural course of
any one of these transient manifestations—such as organic life on the
carth—has about the same relationship to the course of the whole galac-
tic system that a pimple’s course has to the whole career of the man on
whose nose it breaks out.

I certainly hope that nice old Mac got to Tacoma all right, and that
he’s resting up profitably at present. Neither Belknap nor I has heard
from him yet—Belknap's report to that effect being as recent as last
Monday. I dropped him a card regretting the mistake in dates. ... It is
provoking to reflect that he left wholly uncheered by calls, when at least
three were guaranteed him under the supposed date-arrangement. I hope
he doesn’t take this circumstance as a sign that the gang has deserted
him!

... If there’s anything that makes me see red, it’s inability to draw—
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for dozens of times a day I sce dream-vistas of strange landscapes and
curious architectural effects that I'd give ten bucks to be able to pin
Jown on paper in good black and white line form. . .

. Meanwhile some malign influence—prob’ly revising that Moe text
pook on poetick appreciation—has got me invadin’ one of Klarkash-
Ton’s provinces—and relapsin’ back into my antient weakness of at-
tempted prosody. ........ Well—here’s one . ... typed all legible-
like and carefully enclos’d ... .. .. The title of this beautiful lil' bullet
is The Outpost, and the scene is the celebrated continent of Africa—in
the days when great cities dotted the eastern coast, and smart Arab and
Phoenician Kings reign'd within the walls of the great Zimbabwe—now
a2 mass of cryptic ruins overrun by apes and blacks and antelope—and
work'd the illimitable mines of Ophir. But far, far in the interior
on the never-glimps'd plain beyond the serpent-shunn'd swamp .
rumour hinted that a frightful and unmentionable outpost of THEM
brooded blasphemously—and so K'nath-Hothar the Great King, who
fear'd nothing, stole thither in secret one night .. ... though whether he
did so in body or in his dreams, not even he can certainly tell. N. B.—
K'nath-Hothar was not oulothrix—and he had thin lips, a very large
aquiline nose, and a /ight complexion inherited from his Nordick stream.
And P. S.—his father’s hair was straight, and the paternal nose /oizg and
the paternal lips thin. This father, the late great King Zothar-Nin, was
born in Sidon of pure Phoenician stock. . .

I am, Sir, ever yr. mos. oblig'd, most obt. Servt.—
Ocoa’1eog

379. TO JAMES FERDINAND MORTON
Saturday, 1929
(November)
Titanick Top of Terrestrial Tremendousness:—

Sire! Despotes! Master! Your slave grovels, cringes, implores, pleads,
begs, curries favour . . . .. Aié! Aié! Aié!

You may recall, Sir, that last July, when I told you of my desperate
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campaign to save the old brick warehouses in S. Water street, yoy
offer'd in a spirit of divine generosity to assist in the hopeless fight to
the extent of signing a letter of protest to the Swnday Journal, and thus
lending the weight of discriminating curatorialism to the cause so sorely
in nced of succour. Now a salaaming helot weeps for the promis’d aid!

What hath started me up afresh is the renew'd report of the brick
row’s doom—plus the enclos'd article in The Netopian, (house organ
of Providence's most influential bank) which brings up the tears of
nostalgia and melancholy, and rubs salt in the wounds of bereavement.
Aié! Aie! A€l

To let this priceless heritage go without the most extreme resistive
measures, were almost as grave a vandalism as the active vandalism of
the nameless barbarians responsible for the impending outrage; hence at
last T am putting forth my final despairing wail, and calling upon the
most potent of my allies. Succour, Great King! Fail not a kneeling vas-
sal!

So here is the thing to sign! Pray put the official Jawn Hancock just
above the printed signature—that’s the way highpower officials end up
their letters nowadays, so that they can both register their personality,
and have the reader know who’s talking. And don’t fail to send it in a
printed, return-address envelope with the academick musaeum aroma
dinging about it. The more ponderously Savantish, the more
influential! ... .. ...

With renew’d obeisances—
®coPa’\dog
Theobaldus

380. TO JAMES FERDINAND MORTON
Novr. 8, 1929
Mountaintop of Mandevillian Mile-Munching:—

... Hell! I don’t believe I am alive, at that! There’s certainly a de-
composed, charnel look about the claw that convulsively scrawls these
hideous last words. ..............

.. Old England’s heritage—God Save the King! And Virginia is
keeping it better than New England. We are about ready to sink for the
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third time, but the old Dominion has hardly begun to be waterlogged. I
fear it's doomed, though, along with the rest of this continent. Even
now there’s altogether too much blather about progress and money and
industry in the South, and another generation or two will do the mis-
chief—introduce a speed-quantity-cash standard and substitute machine-
age barbarism for one of the only two real civilisations Anglo-America
ever produced. It'll get at the parvenu south first—Georgia and Ala-
pama, and then the Carolinas. Virginia, where American civilisation be-
gan, will be the last place to sink. God Save the King!

.. But I do envy you that aéroplane jaunt—for the redimentary $3.50
taste I got at Onset in August has given me quite a taste for super-nu-
bian soaring; a taste which I ain’t yet had the opportunity to reindulge.
I'd hate to see aéroplanes come into common commerical use, since they
merely add to the goddam useless speeding up of an already over-
speeded life; but as devices for the amusement of a gentleman, they're
oke!

I did, however manage to improve the warmer, summer days of Sep-
tember and October, and on many afternoons took my books and writ-
ing out to the pastoral meads and groves of Quinsnicket, or to the Arca-
dian slopes that tower above the antient Seekonk. In Quinsnicket I
chiefly haunted a region quite newly open’d up—a deep wooded ravine,
on whose banks one may spy the picturesque ivy'd ruin of a forgotten
mill. Ah, me! I well recall that mill when it was standing—but it hath
gone the way of all simple, beauteous things. I also haunted a roadside
terrace whence I obtain’d one of the finest landskip vistas in the world
—the steepled, sunset-gilded town of Saylesville in the distance, rising
above a lake-carpeted valley to which the road beside me spirall'd down.
On my right was the edge of the wooded ravine; on my left a rocky
upland with stone walls, rows of harvest-sheaves, and gnarled orchards
thro’ which peep’d the trim gables of antient farmhouses. Hell, but I'd
have given anything for the skill to draw such a scene! And at evening
when the Hunter's Moon came out!!! Oh, baby! Now I know what Jim
Flecker meant when he pulled that one about “burning moonlight” in
the last act of Hassan!

Each distant mountain glows with faery grace,
The flame-lit lakelet laps the level strand;
Lur'd by dim vistas beck’ning out of space,
We take the Golden Road to Samarcand!
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And now the skies they are ashen and sober, and the leaves they are
crisped and sere. Eheu! Done are the outings, and Grandpa's hiberna.
tion’s on! But I hope to gawd I can get this damn revision cleaned v
and start some stories pretty soon. That's the way to spend an hiberna.
tion-period! . .. ..

Yours for cheaper negroes—
Valentine Bolling Fitz-Randolph Byrd,
of Virginia

381. TO WOODBURN HARRIS
10 Barnes Street
November 9, 1929

W ARNING! Don't try to read this all at once! I've been gradully writ-
ing it for a week, & it comes to just 70 pages—being, so far as I recall,
the longest letter I have ever written in a lifetime now numbering 39
years, 2 months, & 26 days. Pax vobiscum!

My Dear Harris:—

The way it looks to me is that American civilisation is almost extinct,
but genuine so far as it does survive—in certain groups of people all
over the country, & in certain geographic areas, especially Eastern Vir-
ginia & parts of New England. What conservative people are deploring
& fighting is not our ancestral culture at all, but a new & offensive par-
venu-barbarism based on quantity, machinery, speed, commerce, indus-
try, wealth, & luxurious ostentation, which has sprung up among us like
a noxious weed since the rise of the tasteless multitude in the 1830's. It
has no more to do with our civilisation—the main stream of English &
classic thought & feeling established in these colonies by over two centu-
ries of continuous life, 1607—1820 + —than have the barbarisms of
Polynesia or the Sioux Indians. It is simply a plague to stamp out if we
can, & to flee from if we can’t. But it would be a libel on our ancestors
to call it “American civilisation.” It is ““American” only in a geographic
sense, & is not a “‘civilisation’ at all except according to the Spenglerian
definition of the word. It is a wholly alien & wholly puerile barbarism;
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pased on physical comfort instead of mental excellence, & having no
claim to the consideration of real colonial Americans. Of course, like
other barbarisms, it may some day give birth to a culture—but that cul-
ture will not be ours, & it is natural for us to fight its incusions over
territory which we wish to preserve for our own culture. We would
fight if the Japanese tried to spread their undoubtedly high culture over
the United States—& so do we fight when we see another alien system
trying to establish itself on the soil that has known New England &
Virginian influences. In the late 17th & early 18th centuries we fought
the French culture as it crept toward us from Canada & the Mississippi
Valley. Today we fight the machine “culture” as it creeps toward us
from the hives of artificially nursed industry & stunted taste. That we
are probably foredoomed to defeat, does not alter the essential aspect of
the case. The impending victory of the intruding order does not alter its
intrinsic status. What is to be, is to be, but we are not obligated to grin
& pretend we like it. Personally, we can do all in our power to stave off
the calamity, & then step aside with the resignation of a dying man, or
of a 6th century Roman confronted by the Dark Ages. We can still
choose as places of residence those parts of the country least affected by
decay, or we can return to England, the source of our culture, where its
death will be slower than in this colonial region.

3¢ ok e o e e ok ofe ok ke ok ofe ofe e skeoke

-... There is no question but that the classic Greek feeling toward
the universe differed from the naturalistic modern or post-Renaissance
feeling; so that the highest artistic expression of that feeling must neces-
sarily differ greatly from ours. The Greeks envisaged a tight-woven
thythm & overshadowing conscious fatality in life which we do not so
poignantly feel. To them, the outcroppings of this universal pattern &
law were of greater emotional import than the varied play of surface
events about which the modern mind is chiefly concerned—hence in ot-
der to be true to human feeling, Greek tragedy had to be more ponder-
0us & patterned & artificial than modern (i. c., historically modern, &
including Elizabethan) tragedy. That these apparently conventional
qualities were in truth vital reflections of the contemporary emotional
life, & not mere sterile crystallisations of expression, can be seen from
the whole course & history of Greek tragedy. Tragedy was never static,
but moulded itself unerringly to the changing feelings of its age. Begin-

e ———
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ning at a period of intense ceremonial devotion not far removed from
archaic naivete—& indeed originating in religious ritual—it is inevita.
ble that early tragedy should have been ponderous & artificial & naive.
Nothing else wonld have expressed the sincere feelings of the people
about the universe & its velation to them. Observation shows us that the
art was indeed adequate, & that the earliest generation of tragic writers
(as surviving in its chief figure AEschylus) captured with perfect & per-
haps matchless authenticity those feelings of awe & majesty & thunder-
ous grandeur which characterise a simple race’s response to the thought
of infinity. Any other sort of expression would, at that time, have been
bad art; because it would havc belied the real feelings of the culture out
of which it grew. As Athenian civilisation broadened, tragedy altered to
match it—the change of tone from the thunderous to the merely stately
& from the stately to the pathetic being clearly observable as we look
through Sophocles and Euripides. Now it is very obvious that the main
difference between AEschylus, Sophocles, Euripides, & Shakespeare—or
if you wish, between the three Greeks on the one hand & the Elizabe-
than on the other*—is simply the fact that they worked from different
backgrounds of knowledge & feeling about the cosmos & about life.
You can’t say that any one was greater than any other—for each inter-
preted supremely well the reservoir of feeling within & around him. As
artists, the four men stand almost on a level; for it is clear that Shake-
speare’s greater significance for xs is due merely to our greater closeness
to the world of thought & feeling which was his. The Greek culture is
not our own, but the Elizabethan culture is—that is, it represents the
opening phase of the era in which those of us who are forty or more are
still emotionally living. The reason that the Greeks never produced as
naturalistic 2 dramatist as Shakespeare is that, unfortunately, their art-
impulse began to fade before their general understanding of life was as
broad as that of Elizabethan England. It was the ill luck of the Greeks
to have their age of art come before the climax of their experience—&
our good luck to have our art-apex & experience-apex come closer to-
gether. Of course, even with us the coincidence is 70t perfect—for obvi-
ously the Elizabethan age knew less about life than our own present
moment. But it is at least a better approach to a coincidence than the
Greeks had. If the Greek art-tide had run high a century or two later—

* For of course, the periods of the three Greeks overlapped and half-coin-
cided.
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thus coinciding with the disillusioned & naturalistic Alexandrian age—
there might have been some approximate equivalent of an Hellenistic
ghakespeare. Likewise—if our own art-tide were running high now,
amidst our exact knowledge of human motives & values, we could get
an utterly unprecedented pitch of humanistic tragedy from any artist of
the calibre of AEschylus, Sophocles, Euripides, or Shakespeare. But be-
fore leaving this topic, let me correct your diametrically wrong impres-
sion that Shakespeare was a “highbrow” in attitude or method. Great
God! Don't you realise that the fellow was the EXACT OPPOSITE of all
this—a careless, non-academic, spontaneous, hit-or-miss, uneducated
poet who thought he was following the popular fashions & who used
the commonest & most colloquial language of his period ? Shakespcare,
as an immortal artist, was a pure accident of genins. He was gifted with
a natural combination of language-sense & insight into human motives
which few men have ever had—but he didn’t know it himself, & lived
all his life as a cheap ham actor & literary hack—taking the popular
tales he found around him (cheap ballads, catchpenny historic chroni-
cles, & popular translations of classic & foreign authors) & doctoring
them up in the racy idiom of the day for mass consumption. He was a
great attist in spite of himself, & without meaning to be. All his ambi-
tions were social, not aesthetic. He simply wanted to rise above the bur-
gher-yeoman class & found a country family with a coat-of-arms. It was
toward nobility & place, not toward art & scholarship, that he was look-
ing. It would have pained him to be taken for a serious scholar or aes-
thete—gentlemen never pursued learning or art beyond the dilettante
level in his time. Analyse any of his works & you'll find more absurd
mistakes per square inch than in any other accepted author in our lan-
guage. And compare his diction with Jonson’s or Webster's or Beau-
mont’s or Sidney's to see how far he was from the literary or academic
in style. He was as free-&-casy & colloquial as Sherwood Anderson or
Ring W. Lardner—& the only reason we find him abstruse today is be-

cause the language has changed. In his day, he spoke the plain accents
he heard around him—allowing of course for the well-understood &
Popularly acknowledged difference between literal prose & metaphor-
coloured verse. He was, in truth, regarded as very slovenly & unscho-
larly by his precise contemporaries. Can'’t you sce the difference between
the racy carelessness of his Julius Caesar or Antony & Cleopatra & the
heavy exactitude of Jonson's Sejanus & Catiline? Hell! If there’s any-
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thing poor old Bill wasn't, it's a highbrow! Before quitting the Elizabe.
than age, let me remark in passing that we often do its general sophistica.
tion & intelligence an injustice because of an historic accident which
spoils our perspective—the intrusion of a duller & less balanced age
between it & ourselves. Undeniably, the flowering of the Protestant Refor.
mation & the reign of a Puritan culture in the middle 17th century put
a tremendous check on the culture-stream set in motion by the Renais.
sance; so that when we look back to 1650 or so we find a very dull state
of things in existence. But that was only a transient eclipse. Go back a
little farther—to 1620 or 1600 or 1580—=& you'll find the vigorous youth
of the same persistent enlightenment-stream which burst to the surface
again in the 18th century after its brief course underground. In a way, the
transient Puritan period was a fright-reaction against the disconcerting
new knowledge which the Renaissance had fished up to pit against the
set ideas of mediaevalism.

sk sk ok ok ok ok sk ok ok ok ok ok ok

Despite the vast mechanical progress of mankind, the amount of in-
telligence capable of being applied to non-immediate and non-concrete
problems is no greater today than in Caesar’s time. Thought is never the
motive-power of the herd—only feeling. There aren’t enough intellec-
tually governed (as distinguished from intellectually 7zformed or intel-
lectually endowed) people living in this or any other age, under this or
any other educational system, to produce so much as a dent in the blind
deterministic course of world-history, as shaped by the irrational feel-
ings of the vast emotional majority—both cultivated & uncultivated.
The kind of mental energy that plans dynamos & selling forces is not the
kind that can weigh imponderable values & make dissimilarly-cmotioned
groups all want the same thing & work toward the same goal. To fancy
that all likelihood of war can be abolished merely because we know of
its disastrous results, is to be as naive as to fancy that a heavy gambler will
stop gambling merely by pondering on his previous losses. When a
group of people want something which another group—or the majority
—doesn't want them to have, they will listen to pacific arbitration just
as long as they think (a) that they can get what they want by strategy,
without combat, or (b) that they haven't any decent chance of winning
in a passage-at-arms. But if they want the thing badly enough—as un-
doubtedly they will from time to time—& feel that they can’t get it
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without a fight, they will certainly be on the lookou' for chances, & start
a fight the moment.thcy think they have a good likelihood of defez.ltm‘g
such forces as are liable to oppose them. It is useless to fancy that indi-
vidual independence will ever make such group-gresd & daring impossi-
ple. There are group-objects which no amount of individualism & de-
mocracy on the one hand, & no amount of abstra¢t internationalism on
the other hand, can ever really obscure. Once in z while the objectives
of different groups will conflict—& then, hell to piy! The closer contact
of races will aggravate rather than palliate this t:ndency, since it will
magnify the possibilities of friction as points of overlapping increase.
The international traffic jam will grow more acite as the nations get
oftener & oftener in cach other’'s way through ths increased spatial ex-
pansion of their activities. And there’s no use in hiding the fact that
different race & culture groups have ideals & standards & values & goals
so fundamentally different that homogeneous co6peration toward a com-
mon end can never be more than a political pretence or moralistic
myth. With care & coolness, it seems distinctly possible to reduce the
number of wars considerably below the former zverage—by investigat-
ing causes of friction & adjusting rival claims. But there are deeper &
greater troubles once in a while, involving profound attitudes toward
life & momentous struggles for supremacy & survival, which cannot
well be imagined as having any outcome but physical combat. And what
combat, as the deadly devices of the machine age multiply! Each new
one, of course, will be worse—& it may well ke predicted that repeti-
tions will not be likely to come during the life-time of the generation
which has suffered from one of them. But of course, as a war-surviving
generation dies off, there arises another group of leaders who have not
had the personal expericnce to give them a really acute & motivating
war-dread. This new & unscathed gencration will again relegate the
problem to the abstract, & hold warfare in reserve as a possible means of
getting what can’t be got otherwise. ................

By this time it ought to be clear to you that the force & fervidness of
my opposition to the machine age do #of arise from any question of the
latter's relative merit as compared with our age. My feelings are based
Primarily on its difference—& take for granted that it can manage to
POssess some sort of a culture in an alien way. At the same time I must
continue to insist—not necessarily as part of my anti-machine argument,
but as an academic probability of historic interest—that the coming era
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is likely to be as much inferior to existing western civilisation as the
Middle Ages were inferior to Graeco-Roman civilization. . .. ... I have
not said that no culture will exist, but simply that no culture comparabl,
to ours is conceivable. You say, very sensibly that a certain fabric of ney
memory-mellowed folkways is likely to grow into existence; & I agree
that a certain number of such palliatives may quite reasonably be imag.
ined. But I tend to look deeper into the structure of a mechanical cul-
ture & to note its rate of change within itself. Then I ask if it is not
conceivable that the conditions of such a fabric (where all usage rests on
invention & is subject to revision with each fresh discovery) are so con-
stantly shifting that no permanent re-crystallisation & tradition-growth
can ever be effected until the culture collapses & gives way to a recur-
rence of animal simplicity. Say what we may, a rapidly mutable ma-
chine-culture is never likely to bring out so much of the human person-
ality—to utilise so many of man’s possible sources of pleasure & possible
points of removal from animal simplicity—as a slower-moving human-
istic culture. It is perfectly naive & absurd to fancy that the new culture
must be as good as the old—for how often do we ever see a culture
replaced by a precisely equal one? There are high cultures, which utilise
a great many possibilities of the human brain-structure, & low cultures,
which utilise relatively few. It isn't hard to tell them apart when our
eyes aren’t blinded by modernistic theorising—we know that Greece &
China & France & Italy have built up marvellously fine edifices, & that
our own Anglo-Saxon edifice isn’t much below them in many ways—&
we also know that the Arabs, Hindoos, Mayans, Egyptians, Persians,
Babylonians, etc., built up edifices with greater crudities & limitations,
which left more or less extensive tracts of human thought & feeling un-
utilized & wasted. Life with the first group functioned on a high, full
plane; with the latter group, on a distinctly lower & incomplete level.
Well—it is the belief of most who coolly analyse the probabilities of the
coming machine age, that such a culture essentially belongs to the lower
group—the group which utilise only a fraction of man'’s mental sensitive-
nesses, & let the rest go to waste. It will be a half-ration culture—a
culture which will let only part of a man live. ......... I'll sum up
my position by saying just what I've said dozens of times before—that I
think machine culture is inferior to ours because it exalts an absolute
meaningless group of qualities—speed, quantity, industry per se,
wealth, ostentation, etc—to the position of primary virtues, because it
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destroys normal memory-relationships with environment & folkways,
pecause it emphasiscs uniformity in place of individuality, & because its
net effect is a vicious circle of activity leading nowhere & sapping con-
tinuously at the normal ideals of quality, adventure, personality, & the
full expansion of the human spirit in poignant & complex realism re-
mote from animal simplicity.
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..... Evidently the Eastern Indian was of that well-defined anthro-
pological type whose physical eroticism is moderate to start with, &
whose emotional life has been too preémpted with other things to cher-
ish sex as a major value. We ought to understand this type, because our
own Germanic & Celtic ancestors belonged to it. Classical testimony
from a vast body of hostile sources—testimony as full & as little liable
to biased colouring as the Puritan testimony anent New England Indi-
ans—pictures our savage blond forefathers as an erotically sluggish &
extremely chaste (not only naturally but by tribal taboo) race of hunters
& drinkers & warriors, whose emotional energies were almost wholly
expended in warfare, the chase, & the alternating hilarity & oblivion of
intoxication. Climatc, customs, mode of life, & the absence of provoca-
tive beauty in either sex all joined to make eroticism a less successful
candidate for our daily thoughts than many another phase of life. You
can trace this emotional proportioning in many of the earliest recorded
works of Teutonic literature. Glory—conquest—adventure—the spurt
of foeman’s blood or the lure of the unknown seas—the magic of black
oaken forests & the terrific realms of a long drunken slumber—the sense
of kinship to the gods & the hope of a long hereafter of Valhallan fight-
ing till the day of Ragnarok, when Bifrost the rainbow bridge shall
break & the horn of Heindall shall sound the Twilight of the
Gods . .... yes, indced, our revered progenitors had a lot to think &
feel about besides the softer Paphian problems which held first place
south of the Rhine & Danube.

Now as to the ideal of “romantic love”—of course it was a thorough
illusion as envisaged by mediaevalists & Victorians, yet it would be hard
to say that the illusion didn’t have as many artistic & pleasurable possibili-
ties as the parallel illusion of “god” & the current popular illusions of
“justice” & ““democracy.” None of these things have any real meaning
& all are essentially absurd; yet from each one of them it is possible to
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extract certain thrills (as long as we can believe the illusion) which are
not only sincere while they last, but which are often the basis of authen.
tic art-expression . ... an art, however, which unfortunately loses value
& becomes absurd in the eyes of later & disillusioned generations. It
would be erroneous to say that a certain emotional value did not exist in
the year 1300, or (somewhat modified) in the year 1850, which was
unknown alike to the age of Horace, Tibullus, & Propertius, & to our
own modern age. That value, based on a series of fallacious associations
& assumptions, was of some mystic significance & promised happiness
of exalting nature in the emotional reaction of one person to another of
opposite sex; & is what we have termed romantic love. Its merit, if any,
lay in the sense of wondering & inspiring expectancy which it bred in
those who harboured it—the sense that life held something strangely
lovely & poignant just around the corner, awaiting him who should per-
scvere long enough in seeking it. This sense of expectancy, like the illu-
sion of religion, helped to foster the comfortable delusion that life’s
boredom is really worth enduring. The fact that nobody ever found the
priceless boon of “perfect love” is quite immaterial—for as long as the
possibility of its achievement was conceded, it continued to furnish a
motivation for the really empty & wearisome existence-process, & it
really did heighten the attractiveness of the courtship process—investing
eroticism with a mystic & pathetic beauty which it never had before &
has never had since. It was an immense stimulus to the always shaky &
unsatisfying convention of monogamy, for some of its ramifications di-
rectly fostered the naive myth that certain “souls” are ‘“destined” to
dwell together in “spiritual love” (cf. the maundering love-letters of
Poe & Mrs. Whitman). It was, perhaps, more vital & tangible than reli-
gion, because it had more apparent & accessible pseudo-proofs, chief
among which was the occasional accident of lasting wedded love—a
feeling which in reality arises from the real mental & emotional compat-
ibility of two persons plus the domestic associations productive of fam-
ily loyalty & the sentimental residue of the originally motivating eroti-
cism. Of course it led to many a bitter disappointment & disillusion-
ment, yet on the whole it probably contributed more to the zest of life
than it subtracted from it. The chief trouble with it was that it was so
contrary to fact as to be ridiculous to almost everyone not under its in-
fluence or hoping to be under its influence. It never could last very con-
tinuously, & we can trace many periods since its birth in the Middle
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Ages when it was not taken very seriously. It was more of a literary
convention than a really believed thing among the Elizabethans, & the
Restoration virtually put it out of business for a century & a quarter. It
crept back during the Romantic Revival of the later 18th century, & at-
tained it zenith of extravagant swallowing in the Victorian period. The
late roth century clipped its wings, & psycho-analysis & the 20th cen-
tury have put it out of business for good so far as the present Western
Civilisation is concerned. Apparently no other culture than the Aryan-
Western stream ever produced anything of quite the same sort—& per-
haps no other ever will. We may be pardoned for gently regretting an
illusion which was undoubtedly very vivid & very beautiful in our
grandfather’s eyes—though our regret may well be tempered by the
thought that classical antiquity got along very well without it. In time
it is likely that various non-erotic matters will take up our emotional
attention to such an extent that we shall not miss the excrescences whose
removal has again lowered the value of the sex-element to
normal. ... ... .ol

As to the limited value of eroticism when divested of its romantic
aura—certainly the process ceases to be anything worthy of primary ex-
ploitation in life & art, as we may easily see by noting how secondary 1t
was in the great human classics of antiquity. When sex is non-mystical
& common, it ceases to be a matter of prime concern as in the literature
of romantic times; but steps down & takes its minor place among other
feelings, thoughts, & motives. Power, glory, pity, fatality, achievement,
death, struggle, failure—a thousand basic human things stand out in
equality to sex as motive-forces in life & literature, & the ancients made
full use of them. It seems to me that both you & Krutch err in different
ways—you in imagining that sex amounts to more than it really does, &
Krutch in fancying that its admitted subordinateness is anything to re-
gret or worry about. We cannot yet predict what form its expression
will ultimately take—either in the machine-culture or in any real culture
which may survive in any part of the world—but we may safely say that
with the decline of mystery in connexion with it, it will not be the live
issue that it was in the 19th century. Of course it will always amount to
2 good deal, especially in relation to the appreciation of beauty; but it
won't be any great motivating force capable of making adults swallow
the delusion that life is worth living. Made familiar to youth at an eac-
lier age than formerly, & expressed more freely at every period of life, it
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soon gets to be “old stuff”—just a little too hackneyed to fill its olde,
place, though of course as much of a diversion as it was to Greeks g
Romans. The "kick” of abridged feminine garb will last only as long a5
that garb remains a novelty; for there is really no intrinsic erotic valye
in nudity. Among many savage tribes it is considered the common-place
thing to wear no clothes, & the alluring thing to wear any. Nor does jt
take a career of libertinism, as you seem to assume for granted, to make
the trifles of sex appear rather a stale subject for major exploitation.
Sheer repetition & non-mysteriousness are the great slayers of interested
emotion, & you'll sce quite a let-up in the commercial publicising of
“sex-appeal” as soon as the older & youthfully-repressed generation has
died off. The sensible thing is not to depend so much upon this one
senescent motivation-element, but to cultivate a wider array of life-inter-
ests & emotional stimuli.

As to the future of erotic customs in the Western World—as I said
before, no person now living can venture a valid prediction. The pres-
ent age of transition is too unformed & too chaotic to furnish any relia-
ble guide; & rwo generations of biased thinkers (the old guard of Vic-
torians & Edwardians, & the first post-war generation of irresponsible
rebels) will have to die off before any signs of stable recrystallisation
can appear. Other commentators—especially Bertrand Russell—can
prophesy better about this than I can, since I am less interested in this
one trend than in the general collective trend of Western Civilisation.
My guess would be that society will experiment with a combination of
promiscuity & marriage, in which marriage will play a decreasing part
until eventually it disappears. Paternity, however, will always be regis-
tered; & the state will fix responsibility for the rearing of such offspring
as are born—although there will be a disconcertingly small number of
the latter, perhaps necessitating a subsidy on births in those nations
where small population implies military disadvantages. Among the
lower orders promiscuity will in all probability be widespread & abso-
lute—as indeed it no doubt is already. In higher circles the element of
aestheticism will probably boil it down to a more or less rapid succes-
sion of liaisons—consecutive rather than simultaneous. In general, the
many & complex causes of change in erotic standards would seem to
include the following:

a) decline of illusions of religion & romantic love.
b) discovery of effective contraceptive methods
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economic independence of women.

custom of apartment-dwelling, with prepared foods & mechani-
cal conveniences; which eliminates need of home-making in its
hitherto understood sense, & renders the family a redundant in-
stitution.

availability of automobile as means of popularising & facilitating
promiscuity during its early period of necessarily furtive practice.
modern intellectual fashion of ignoring & despising tradition.
effect of democracy in substituting an ideal of cheap physical
comfort & sensual pleasure for one of aestheticism as applied to
life.

machine-age dulling of sensitive emotional capacity & promotion
of a need for simpler, more primitive, & more stupid life-incen-
tives.

fact that homo sapiens is a naturally promiscuous rather than
monogamous primate,

impossibility of inducing men to live erotically with women
over forty except under compulsion of strong aesthetic & ethical
obligations which vanish with the economic independence & re-
linquished chastity of the modern female.

decline in regard for children as principle of hereditary tradition
succumbs to machine barbarism; coupled with increasing ten-
dency of state to assume socialistic guidance of such children as
are born.

rise of a sense of ennui & futility, in the absence of belief in
cosmic values & life after death, which induces a wish to crowd
life with as much violent & ecstatic sensation as possible.
increasing medical control of venereal diseases, & diminishing
dangers of promiscuity arising therefrom.

general machine-age sentiment of collectivism & paternalism in
social-political organisation; dulling the sense of individuality,
independence, & privacy on which family life is founded, & sub-
stituting a quasi-publicised, communised life in which state-
licensed promiscuity will be much more natural than marriage.
almost certain reign of complete promiscuity in youth, owing to
decline of belief in religious-ethical barriers against indulgence
of powerful precocious sexuality at ages below that at which old-
time marriage is economically possible—& the subsequent re-
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luctance of men to assume legal responsibilities toward females
whom others have enjoyed without such responsibilities.

p) unwillingness of the aesthetic-erotic male to feel himself de.
barred from company of young women as he grows older. Pres.
ent custom of infidelity to aging wife likely to be held clumsy &
needless by a gencration devoted to candour & directness—
abandonment of the marriage custom likely to be held greatly
preferable.

q) acceptance of the Freudian doctrine with its implications of the
importance of sex, & consequent sense of unfairness at the erotic
restrictions & unrealisations of wedlock. Marriage without fidel-
ity-obligations will soon be followed by the death of the institu-
tion as a whole.

Personally, I don’t welcome the changing code; for I am a traditionalist
of the old order, with a high aesthetic regard for the ancient New En-
gland ideals of chastity & domestic affection. I wish to Heaven the social
& economic basis promised enough continuity with the past to ensure
the cherishing of these exquisite & delicate phases of art-in-life—but as
a realist I have no such illusions. The handwriting is on the wall, &
anyone who does not wish to make a naive fool of himself must prepare
to witness strange cthical metamorphoses & transvaluations. One may
dislike the trend, just as one may dislike the coming of the machine age
—-but what the devil is one going to do about it?

Here I come upon your argument that a relative coolness on the fe-
male’s part tends to regulate human eroticism—an extension of man-
kind of your general (and wndoubtedly erroneous) theory of vertebrate
sexuality. Now I hate to be constantly dynamiting your beliefs, but I
really must say a word about this one. My god, man! but where is your
medical & sociological reading & classical knowledge? Do you mean to
tell me that you are, at your age, still taken in by the hackncyed femi-
nine pose (forced upon her, of course, by masculine taste in the Middle
Ages) of coldness, which she adopts in order to seem delicate & superior,
& to egg the male on to greater heat ? Holy hades—read Havelock Ellis
or Bertrand Russell or Lindsey or Forel or Robie or somebody who
knows something about the question! Great guns—if you ever pulled
that naive theory of female coolness in public discussion, you'd never
hear the last of it!!! Of course, there may be two or three couples in
every dozen or so where the wife is cooler than the husband in fact as
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well as pose, for considerable inequality exists in both directions-
the opposite side! My god, the opposite side! Read, man, read! W

rspective on the whole situation you must have! For Pete’s sake g
inteiﬁgible slice of data by seeing what competent specialists—|
dans, socdiologists, anthropologists, historians, psychologists, biolo
etc.—have to say from their wide, deep, careful, & accurate obs
tions! That tendency to go only by what you can smell & touch in
own farmyard will be the philosophic ruin of you if you don't sh:
off pretty soon—take off the blinders, boy, & see what the wor
thinking & discovering—read, read. Pardon my vehemence, but I
help sceing in this one instance a tendency which will hamper
grasp of truth in all the various fields of investigation. You are bl
assured & dogmatic . .. but from no adequate data at all! & in this
what a different story the real data tells!

First. Far from the female's desiring eroticism "for propagation only”
absolutely certain that no animal except man above a certain state o
agery has any idea of the connexion betwixt sex-desire & reprod
None of the animals who mate in season have the least notion that
excitements & pleasures are connected with the young which the fc
later bring forth, no do they dream that the male is connected wit
young he breeds. This is true even of those monogamous birds whose
guard the nest in the female's absence. These males know that the you
long to their mate, but do not link them with the bygone mating. A»
same ignorance is true of mankind below a certain stage of savagery. A
pologists can deduce from many tribal customs that early man did not |
until long after his conquest of fire, that the burgeoning of the fema
late winter & later summer had any connexion writh the wholesale ple
orgies to which nature moved the tribe each spring & fall. In very low
like the miserable Tierra del Fuegians this ignorance still exists. No Fu
today knows why the females bring forth young. Pleasure & reprod
have no linkage in their minds. Moreover, it is an almost certain fac
even among civilised races the thought of offspring is always rem
secondary in moments of pleasure—for the female just as much as f
male, despite her transparent pose of reluctance & idealism. See Ha:
Ellis's Little Essays in Love & Virtus, & also an article in a recent Ha
exploding the myth of a continuous maternal instinct & an intrinsic f
desire for young. Don't be taken in by hokum. No living creature of
Sex mates because it wants children. All creatures mate to please then
—this being the bait that nature sets to ensure propagation. But it i
nature, and not male or female, that wants young. As soon as the m
female learn that their pleasure produces young, they at once begin t
about for means of defeating nature.

e ———
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So much for that! Don’t think I'm handing out any arguments of my
own—hell, no! I'm only telling you what is as much a matter of com.
monly accepted scientific fact as the earth’s revolution around the sun or
the evolution of man from the amoeba!

Now as for human female desire—the plain facts are almost certainly
these & just these:

a) the desire is more slowly excited than in the male;

b) but, once excited, it is certainly just as strong. and according to
a large group of physiologists, much stronger.

c) eroticism is more of a motivating force in the female than in the
male—& there is a more persistent tendency to regard it senti-
mentally or cosmically.

d) females, in the absence of the male, experience desires & frustra-
tions just as intense as those of the isolated male—hence the
savage sourness of old maids, the looscness of modern spinsters,
& the infidelity or tendency thereto of wives left alone by their
husbands for more than a week or two. (cf. Ellis, Fielding, Col-
lins, Overstreet, Forel, etc.)

e) but, due to traditional rcasons arising in the Middle Ages &
culminating in the Victorian period, refined women of the older
gencration have thought it necessary to pretend a coldness which
only an accidental few of them can really possess—a coldness
which they sometimes feign so well that they fool even them-
selves; sublimating their desire into the psychological field & thus
establishing a repression which soon produces a neurosis & in
some cases ends in insanity.

Now again—don’t think I'm launching any notions of my own. I'm no
specialist, & I'm simply repeating the findings of the standard authori-
ties as I've run across them in miscellaneous biological-sociological read-
ing & controversy. Look 'em up for yourself—it may be disillusioning.
but you must know the real facts about these things if you are to form
intelligent opinions of your own. or apply intelligent criticism to trea-
tises involving the debated matters.

I should think that your college Latin studies would have dispelled
your illusions about female frigidity—for of course you realise that.
prior to the Mediaeval birth of “romantic love” & the age of the trou-
veres & troubadours with their conventional stanzas about "my cold &
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cruel ladye faire”, all poets & satirists & historians & essayists united to
describe & deplore the burning & savage lusts of women—which im-
Pressed them as being more lawless tha.m their own masculine
dESITES « v v The writers of antiquity all recog-
nised woman as a being with very strong & assertive lusts*, & no one
ever hears of any coolness on her part until the Christian-romantic
myth-weaving of the Dark Ages begins. There is no reason to think
woman less naturally promiscuous than man—as the lives of the Renais-
sance Italian ladies, & the Frenchwomen of the 18th century, well attest.
Eros was their god, & they worshipped him at many masculine altars. In
18th century France, birth-control methods were known—hence the pre-
vailing feminine pleasures. In Thibet & Tartary the institution of poly-
andry exists-——one female simultaneously marrying a whole family of
brothers & deeming herself ill-served if the number be too small. In
Roman Imperial times Messalina, Agrippina, the two Faustinas, & other
similar matrons shew the natural bent of their sex with the mask off.
They practiced the crude birth-control methods of abortion & infanti-
cide, in which certain Greek & Egyptian practitioners were especially
adept. You can judge from Juvenal, Persius, & Martial how vast &
widespread this state of things was. Christianity checked it prodigiously
—indeed, this faith has been the greatest of all historic curbs upon sex-
license—but it did not prevent Theodora, wife of the Byzantine em-
peror Justinianus, from being a very gallant lady! Since the Middle
Ages custom & precept have tried to cnsure the monogamousness of
woman, & have perhaps made her imagination temporarily less roving
than man’s—especially since her economic & social security has hitherto
depended upon strict monogamy. But in liberal ages the truth has burst
through, & as last as the 1740’s Pope wrote in his Moral Essays:

“Men some to business, some to pleasure take,
But ev'ry woman is at heart a rake.”

You'd understand the background with which he was familiar if you
knew the 18th century through contemporary memoirs, Walpole's let-
ters, etc. etc. Well—the present age is liberal beyond the wildest dreams
of the 18th century, & the future age is likely to be more so. And it

* cf. The myths, where the Greeks embodied their conceptions of character as
fables. Note tales of Pasiphaé, Byblis, Myrrha, Phaedra, the Maenads, the nymphs
who ravished the youth Hylas, Circe, Calypso, Salmacis, etc. etc.
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won't be women who will check the tendency. I don’t suppose you are
ignorant of the fact that female freedom has now reached such a pitch
that even o/d women are trying to recapture youthful thrills as their hys.
bands do amongst the nymphs of the chorus. Hence the 20th centu
institution of the sleek muale prostitute, or gigolo, to whom elderly &
unattractive females are resorting in greater & greater numbers in the
larger cities. In Paris they are now licensed & medically inspected by
police surgeons like their professional sisters of more ancient standing.
No—I can’t say that I have much hope for monogamy in a traditionless,
non-aesthetic, practical, concrete, materialistic, democratic, & mechani-
calised world. But the new system will fit the new age, & it won't be
considered inferior by those who grow up under it. Actually, it will
mean the depression of sex to the position of a minor issue; for with all
the mystery & taboos gone, eroticism will signify no more than eating or
drinking. Another thing—the change won’t actually be quite as great as
we fancy; since all along there has been an enormous amount of furtive
licence practiced. Statisticians may some day try to compute the numeri-
cal extent of the resistance to monogamous standards in the various ages
preceding the present. Hell of a time they’ll have, with fragmentary &
evasive data, & ambiguous literature, on every hand!

And that’s about all I know of the poor, hackneyed, overdone old
“'sex question”—standby of standbys for callowly modernistic debate in
Greenwich-Village basements & attics!

As for Walter Lippmann—I must read that book of his! Of course I
am not so much interested in the question of what people do, as in that
of how the cosmos is constructed; but it is nevertheless always interest-

ing to get an intelligent sidelight on the question of relative values in a
purposeless & valueless world

e 2k o ok s s ok ok sk ok ok ok ok ok ok

Much as you may enjoy the pose of the soil-bound, pedant-baiting,
culture-jeering barbarian; the solid fact remains, that you'll never be
really contented—never feel really placed or at case in the world—until
you've brushed away the cobwebs & gotten down to the vital eassentials
of truth & beauty & motivation—the what's what life—in a way that
nothing but the poor, despised processes of reading & general fact-gath-
ering & fact-sifting can help you to do. Ridiculous & affected as it may
now seem to you to be cautious about data & to require a lot of reading
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& opinion-comparing before accepting an idea; the stern, unpleasant
fact remains, that there’s absolutely no other way of getting the straigl.lt
dope about anything. Either you've got to go after the facts &. \falues in
a full, clear, accurate way, or you'll have to wander in a tantalising haze
of half-knowledge & put up with mirages, blurred outlines, & eternal
uncertainty & bafflement all your life. In the cultivation of perception,
it's about the same as in the cultivation of artistic sensitiveness & re-
sponsiveness—a man has to take his choice between vegetating along
with only a small fraction of his brain & pleasure-capacities in use, &
waking up to a fuller employment of the powers & senses with which
nature has provided him. For one who hates the idea of deliberate
waste, it would pay to get busy & begin to hit on all six cylinders in-
stead of merely one or two. And that’s all that reading & study really
amount to among men of sense. There’s no pose or affectation or pedan-
try in it, heaven knows! It's merely a question of squeezing the lemon
of life dry—of cracking the oyster fully open—of walking in sunlight
instead of a fog—of knowing where you stand instead of being lost in
the woods—of steering by real vision instead of playing blindman’s-
buff. There’s a lot more pose & affectation about the fellow who wears
an ostentatiously jaunty front & elaborately clowns along with a studied
battery of colloquial flash words & intricate wisecracks, than there is
about the man who simply goes after the facts & fundamentals, acts like
himself, & talks in the first plain words & phrases that occur to him.
You may call the latter a “‘highbrow” because he now & then uses a word
which is neither common nor monosyllabic, but if you stop to analyse
his use of the longer & rarer word, you will see that the motivation be-
hind it is not one of ostentation, but one of boldly practical efficiency &
naturalness. If he uses a “five-dollar word”, it is merely because that
word expresses something real & important more briefly & accurately
than it could otherwise be expressed. To avoid the use of the “highbrow
jawbreaker”, it would be necessary to beat around the bush in a clumsy
& verbose way involving far more pose & artificiality than the concise,
clear-cut, straightforward use of the exactly right word. The only reason
that the herd despise & reject such precise words, is that their blurred
vision never grasps the exactitudes which these words express. They
don’t know anything about the real facts & distinctions which these
words concern—such things do not exist in their limited radius of sight
—So that they imagine the accurate thinker is inventing notions & talk-
Ing nonsense just for effect. .......... No—the really plain & sensi-

B ——————
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ble & unaffected man is not the low-comedy lowbrow, but the felloy
who simply goes after real facts & values, & speaks of them in the clear.
est & easiest words that come to hand. It doesn’t argue any pose or in.
sincerity if these words sometimes include a few which aren’t common
in conversation—for how can a guy get the facts without reading tha
books where they are stored, & how can he read many books without
picking up a few of the precision-words which the authors have to use
in order to put across their facts in the fullest, shortest, easiest, & most
accurate way? Hell! a man would be #rtificially posing if he stopped to
think of his spcech all the time, & elaborately pruned out every word
that hadn’t the 100% endorsement of corner-drug-store & cracker-barre]
lexicographers! There’s no use in pulling the old “highbrow” grin
about the plain words that a person unstudiedly & unconsciously uses to
get his message across in the quickest & best way, even if those words
happen to be drawn—through natural necessity—from printed sources
outside the radius of Broadway slang or crossroads gossip. It's the moti-
vation & attitude that count—& you can't tell me that a decently culti-
vated plain-speaker isn’t more of a he-man & regular guy than is the
trick mucker-poser who stands on his head & walks on his ear in order
to be a properly certified member of god's great common peepul. Not,
of course, that all decorative or metaphorical jocosity & colloquialism
are to be placed under the ban—for of course they have a substantial
graphic quality & art-value in their placc. The only foolish thing is to
regard them quasi-pedantically (for there are pedants in ignorance &
frivolity, as well as pedants in primness & learning!) as sacred & exclu-
sive linguistic standards, any departure from which is to invite a general
jeering out of court as involving pose, pompousness, and heresy. Really
artificial & ridiculous pedantry & scholastic affectation do exist, of course
—but common-sense can soon distinguish this cheap stuff from straight-
forward realism. You can’t talk with—or correspond with—a man very
long without sceing whether he’s really interested in ideas & beauty, or
merely anxious to raise himself in his own & others’ eyes by a display of
the external & superficial paraphernalia of learning & taste. The fake
will show out in his language, mood, handling of subject, & so on, be-
fore many words are exchanged. ................... ... .. What
is material prosperity, that its commonplace physical comforts are to be
compared to the vital & fundamental pleasures of a keener cosmic grip?
To resign the pleasures of full living for those of fat living is to resign
the substance for the shadow, & are you so sensitive to the opinion of
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clods and machine-age barbarians that you would be worried by the my-
opiC jackasses who might bray the old peasant stapdby—'he made a
good start and was 2 good worker, but got to reading & began to let
things slide until now he doesn’t amount to a damn.” Truly, my own
opinion of the mental attitude involved in such a criticism is one of
such amused contempt that T could not even be ruffled by the censure.
To me, the holder of such a view is 7ot a person—not a person in the
sense of a member of the civilised community. He is just a mindless
voice from the animal herd—monkey’s chatter, ox’s lowing, peasant’s
mouthing—all the same. What, pray, could a good start be toward, if it
did not involve the full life of the mind? And of what value were the
things the reader let slide. in comparison to those which he gained by
reading? & if a conscious & humanistic life doesn’t constitute ‘amount-
ing to a damn’, what is there about a machine-age "life” of physical
repletion or a peasant existence of animal simplicity that can be said to
amount to anything? The truth is, that for natural clods—the kind of
people who make such criticisms—a physical mechanicalism or state of
animality really 75 better than a state of humanistic realisation & con-
scious contact with the sources of human stimulation. But what the hell
does all that mean to jox, or any other person naturally reflective & sen-
sitive enough to be a real human being? It doesn't follow that yox'd get
anything out of a purely peasant round, merely because #hey can. Get rid
of the democratic fallacy! I'm not one to deny that we might be happier
as cats or oxen or monkeys or peasants or savages than as civilised men
—indeed, I think the lower orders are greatly to be envied; & that it
might be wise to choose membership in them if one could have a set of
emotions to match. But given the emotions of civilised man—& a cer-
tain percentage of every highly-organised race-stock can't help possess-
ing such evolved emotions as a matter of biologic accident—are we not
fools if we think we can get any peace or comfort from the tinsel gew-
8aws of physical repletion which form the goal & summun bonum of
clods? Then why listen to the advice, or resent the jeers, of clods who
don’t know what they are talking about when they apply their homely
Platitudes to you? What in hell do those swine know about yoxr mind
& feelings, & the eternal restlessness of a sensitive & highly-organised
personality whose only possible satisfaction in the perilous adventure
of humanism? Their heaven would be your hell. In trying to grasp their
kind of happiness, you would be losing the only kind which could ever
be real happiness to you, like the dog in AEsop, who dropped the bone
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for its reflection in the water. Do you mean to say that you seriously fany
the dull life of a successful, unimaginative worker or business-man holds
any true reward for yox or for any other sensitive & civilised person? I¢
you do, then I can’t explain the urge which makes you need to argue g
hold opinions about reality. But I don’t think you do, when it comes
down to close analysis! So I advise you to start a library. You can’t
imagine how much it will enrich your life—give you a sense of com.
mand over gates & doorways of escape from stifling physical limitations
into infinite avenues of imaginative freedom & magnificence. . . .

As for what you consider ‘fraudulent’ in my attitude—i.e., the fact
that I hold a few strong personal preferences despite my principle that
one’s view of the cosmos should be objective, uncoloured, & impartial—
hol’ yo’ hawsses, man! Have I ever objected to personal bias so long as
it does not colonr one’s perception of the external world? Haven't |
confessed to strong prejudices & enthusiasms in a dozen odd directions
here & there? Didn't I freely say that I think Anglo-Saxon culture is
worth fighting for, that I'm intensely fond of cats, that ancient Rome
arouses my enthusiasm, that India gives me a pain in the neck, & so on,
& so on? Hell! Everybody has his personal likes & dislikes—but the
point is, that a man of sense doesn't let these things make him believe
what ain’t so, & disbelieve what is so! There’s where I try to be impar-
tial. For instance—I think the old culture with its idea of quality versus
size is worth fighting for—perhaps the only thing on earth worth fight-
ing for—but I don’t think it's going to win. I have as much belief that a
blighting barbarism of machinery & democracy is inevitably coming, as
has any imaginationless sausage-trust financier or ethics-drunken parlour
socialist. I hate it like poison, but I see it ahead. Here is a case of not
allowing the very strongest of feelings to sway my intellectual opinion in
the least. Another thing—I hate a jabbering Frenchman with his little
affectations & unctuous ways, & would defend the English culture &
tradition with my last drop of blood. But all the same I can see clearly
that the French have a profounder culture than we have—that their in-
tellectual perspective is infinitely clearer than ours, & that their tastes are
infinitely farther removed from animal simplicity. What Anglo-Saxon
could have written Balzac’s Comedie Humaine or Baudelaire’s Flexrs du
Mal? 1t is only in poetic feeling of the main stream that we excel the
French, so that in point of civilisation it is only figures like Shakespeare
& Milton & Coleridge, Byron, Shelley, & Keats, that we can hold hon-
estly above them. They are the Greeks of the modern Western World,
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45 we are the Romans. But—for all that, my blood is eternally on the
other side, & my memory full of ancestral images of Old England's
hedged fields & willowed brooks, village steeples & abbey chimes. I
shout as loudly as any Anglo-Saxon for the stout long-bowmen of the
Black Prince, & for the glory of Crécy, Poictiers, & Agincourt. God Save
the King! The Frenchman is our superior, god damn him, but he’ll
never set foot on an inch of English soil—not while Wellingtons &
Nelsons, Phippses & Wolfes, hold the frontiers of our race in the old
world & the new! .. .. not while the Georgian stecples of Boston &
Providence ring with joy at the fall of Louisburg & Quebec !—not while
Rhode Island breeds men & ships like Capt. Daniel Fones & the sloop
Tartar!—& so it goes. Do you see any interference between emotion &
intellect? I shout at every French prize that Capt. Abraham Whipple
(my collateral ancestor) brings into Providence harbour & delivers to
His Majesty's prize court of admiralty at Newport—but all the same I
coolly concede that the French are more deeply civilised than ourselves.

As for democracy—I don’t really see much to add to what I said be-
fore. The whole thing is as much an illusion as ‘‘romantic love”—only
it happens to be the illusion of the 20th century instead of the roth. It
is a mere deification of the ethical abstraction of “justice,” plus the
crude modernistic devotion to quantity as opposed to quality. If made a
cardinal principle, it can do nothing but harm to civilisation—& yet, as
I said before, I don’t let my opinion interfere with my estimate of the
situation. The evil is very definitely on the increase, & will probably
spread until it has lowered our culture to a level scarcely endurable to a
civilised being—unless, by chance, a counter-movement of intellectual-
aesthetic aristocracy can somehow manage to coexist with a state of so-
cial-political democracy. The social-political future of the United States
is one of domination by vast economic interests devoted to ideals of ma-
terial gain, aimless activity, & physical comfort—interests controlled by
shrewd, insensitive, & not often well-bred leaders recruited from the
standardised herd through a competition of hard wit & practical crafti-
ness—a struggle for place & power which will eliminate the true & the
beautiful as goals, & substitute the strong, the huge, & the mechanically
effective. I'd hate to have descendants living in such a barbarism—a bar-
barism so tragically different from the old civilisation of New England
& Virginia which rightly belongs to this land. Thank God I'm the last
of my family—requiescamus in pace!

........... 1t is my one dominant wish that an Anglo-Saxon cul-
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ture exist, that it be paramount in the world, & that it be so organised
1o retreat as far as possible from the primitive toward the fullest utiljs,.
tion of the manifold & delicate cosmos-exploring & pleasure-experies,.
ing capacities of the human species. Compared to this, all my other
wishes are minorones. . ...........

........... If everybody in a nation could be given the mellow cy].
ture that characterises the nation’s highest thought, there would of
course be no need for social classes. But it simply can’t be done. There's
no way of establishing a set of influences calculated to ensure the high
education, emotional rcAnement, & civilised living of uncounted mil.
lions of people doing thousands of different things. Obviously, if a civi-
lisation is to cxist, a certain number of individuals must be given a
training & environment above the average, with more than the average
opportunities for freedom, influence, & self-expression. This is virtually
axiomatic except among utterly irrational & ethics-mad communists &

. At present it cannot be said that the life of any civilised & sensi-
tive man in America is really worth living—except so far as he is able to
make an imaginative escape from the encroaching milieu, either into the
past of his culture-stream or into a fantastic & hypothetical futurc of his
own dreaming. Clods can stand the usurping barbarism very well-—it
quite expresses their utilitarian minds & stunted personalities—but fully
cvolved human beings will have to return to the old world unless some-
thing can be done toward restoring the civilisation of the new. Already
the exodus of sensitive men to France & England is becoming marked.
The quantity ideal of the overspeeded machine “civilisation” of this
continent is too utterly sterile to make the process of consciousness bear-
able to anyone of evolved imagination & delicately attuned emotions.
There is no reward for keeping alive—no food for the myriad spiritual
hungers of the civilised personality. It became that way in later Imperial
Rome, & scnsitive men had to flce to the Hellenistic East—to Alexandria
& Athens, Pegamus & Antioch—in order to find an air that they could
breath. . ... .........

....... Actually, the humanistic I-exaltation of the individual is the
one deadly enemy of democracy as a permanent system, & would make
democracy even temporarily impossible if it were highly developed &
coupled with strength in many people. Each I tries to get all he can, &
sooner or later the strongest ones build up a system favouring them-
selves & those they choose to succeed them-—which lasts until another
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coup of I's becomes strong enough to challenge it. Then the new group
wins & reigns until another group gets strong enough to depose & sup-
Jant it ..o As long as the humanistic I-element remains a mo-
tivating foru’, democrdcy cannot exist. WHAT IS NOW MAKING DEMOC-
RACY NOT ONLY POSSIBLE BUT SADLY INEVITABLE IS THE DECLINE OF
THE HUMANISTIC I-ELEMENT AS THE GROWTH OF THE MACHINE AGE
DESTROYS HUMANISM & SPLITS UP THE LIFE OF MEN INTO ROBOT ME-
CHANICALISM & ANIMAL SIMPLICITY. HUMANISM & DEMOCRACY CAN-
NoT coExIST. Democracy mcans decadence—-the triumph of the machine
over the individual. . . ..

......... Democracy, we agree, is inevitable in the early machine
age. BUT WHAT THEN? Here is the situation in a nutshell—2100 or
2200 A. D. Huge machine barbarism with incredible physical luxury &
a vast ruling class of highly intelligent men trained to think in terms of
money, size, speed, profit, & activity for its own sake. Technique & ma-
chinery so perfected that there are ftoo many intelligent men for the
number of directive jobs vequiring them: a wealthy surplus trained to
think so materially that aesthetic & intellectual traditions will be virtu-
ally closed to them. A new aristocracy without the souls of aristocrats.
Here is where your common-peepulism breaks down. This aristocracy
will be open to all—but who save its own members can mentally qual-
ify? Remember that it was produced by the selection of all the first-rate
brains (never a great percentage) in the race. What of the surplus? To
me it looks very much like the old story of wine, woman, & chance—
just what you object to in the baser elements of the present aristocracy!
You see, history has quite a repetitive tendency, & you can’t dodge the
order of nature—which is essentially stratificd—no matter how many
cthical illusions you pile on! Of course it is conceivable that even in a
machine age a new aristocratic culture might be worked out by the lei-
sure class. That would bely both your wishes & my antimachine predic-
tions, but it is possible. Given a few generations of enforced leisure
through lack of jobs, the wealthy surplus may at last turn to ways -f
cultivation & try to recapture the art of life—the art of being instead of
doing, & of enjoying quality instead of quantity. But it will be uphill
work, for the lack of traditional background & the standardisation of a
mechanised world won't be any myth or joke. Below this administrative
& surplus ruling-class there will naturally be a fairly large swbordinate-
executive or manager class composed of moderate, third-rate intellects.
This may be an independent stratum made up of rising proletarians
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belted by limited brains, or it may be a social appendage of the ruliy
class, recruited from the occasional inferior minds which the superj,
stock will breed. And below this, infinitely varied within itself accorq.
ing to occupation, but virtually brainless because it will be the residue of
a selective process, will be the vast industrial proletariat—well-feq
well-housed, well-amused, well-clothed, well-medicated, well-treated, &
well-flattered; living its half-animal, half-vegetable round in perfect
physical comfort, & with ample leisure for as much diversion as it

rains will enable it to enjoy. It will have the privilege of rising as high
as it can, but its potentialities of ascent will have long been exhausted,
It will be the utter & implicit property of its intelligent masters. Free in
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