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with his ink, woos his mishess instead f raping
her; conducts himself, in fact, like a man with res -
ponsibilities instead y romping. like a hooligan into
territries pr which he has no faerfort.
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PrinKipo
General Townshend is not the pisst captive to be

relegated by the Turks to the island prison AtrinKipo
Its very name, - Island of Princeo, - litts of scions
of the Imperial house baniched for an ostensible
villegiativa to this most beautiful spot, Kusurig

inible. For there there was no return i to
Tounshend and his staff may it he for otherwise.

Penny stéamers fly, o, rather,
Prinkipo and the capital, leaving the smoke of the
Golden Horn for the open waters of Marmora,
little steamers nst unlike the mouches" Mhat
run beerse up and down the Seine betincen
Paris and St. Cloud and Sther green suburbs,
and in the same shirit as the holiday making Parisian
the inhabitants a Constantinople seek the island
pr betas preshness and pleasure. The steamers,
- They are called chinkets, - nu-out from beneath
the clouds of black smoke thatveil the mossues

prom the port touards the open sea. Constantino la
more than Venice, more than Naples, is a city f
the water. Great armo o the sea run uf
úto her vitals: no mere canals , but broad

highways full & shipping ; the golden Horn, lite a

well the Boophows, adept
And prom no place in

Constantinople more beautiful, more magestic, than
Lom a shin upon the sea of Rarmora. as the
hicket draws wither away, the city recedes, and



She tage of e Cenci pat incarmates apon the does

stage, probably causes nine people ont a ten to exclaim in

incredulity that suck things cannot really have happened, - that
Sheller has exagguatid pr dramatic and pastic purposes, -

tet and similar teng protests which may send at
least a proportion of the audience away reassured, out
into the familiar strello where huny ing posters, worn
apron. like ly newboy, proclaim crimes as terrible
and catastrophes as overwhelming, which have haffered
between luncheon and dinner of the present day, - but
to people other than ourselves. And so, to ore optimiam
They trmaas remote as the Cenci, a dondon subrer a as /
distant as the castle of Petrella, Mrs Jackson on

unreal a
figue as Beatrice Cenci, RS. Justice Shearman as recondite
as he Papal Lagute.

So, if it be hard to take the tragedies of on countrymen
and contemporaries into the reality for conscious ness,

ure be expected of beel the tuth of these oldecho the turnt Stalian centuries? Are ane
shown the truth; we are even moved, briefly, if only to
a passing horror; but at best an emotion is intelleduch;
Whet we have not alt with on hears. he hame been,
fuhaps, afraid to feel with on hearts. In what are
have been shown is a tragedy too crushing for us
to dare to feel it with one hearts; to identify mn.
selves with it; to translate muselves into tue
fersmality of those martyrs. he dally, perhaps, pn

what he should

avas. loe retuin to au consolations: the nervors



. Michael Sadleir , 4 V. Sackville. West.

There are autors who rush light. heartedly into author -

ship. "I'll wite a book!" They exclaim, moved eiter ly
ambitin, apacit: arcadma, canicism, human, ar
indignation. Why, ust? Lots of people wite books, "and
I So - and - so who is a perfect ass) can do it, whe

ale you want is a plot, characters,
and a setting. The rest is chels easy. Style? but

The midget relation 1 a book; only one page, certainle,
ant of the necessary three or fries hundred, hit the
multiplication sum is simple. This brand fauthor
starts off with one great advantage : the majorite 1 his
readers will never distinguish the catory to which he
belongs. They have no discernment. They sobble
up novels the novels, which the publishers gine tam,
as voracions as an elephant for buns. Mastra
Delightful for most authors and all publishers. The
authen In whom it is not delightful is the one who vall
approaches his ant with respect, mikes his blood
with his ink, woos his mishess instead of raping
her; enducts himself, in fact, like a man with res -
ponsibilities instrad y rompeig, like a hooligan into

territries pr which he has no paarfort.
Isabeap contended that novels should be issued

i varzip colours, these that were frivoloush, written y
intended frivolously, to be read, in scarlet, and those that
claimed for themselves a maud The dignity, famoe
serious intent, in blue. Or perhapo ni the purple
I dowagers... Then there could he no dangero mistake.
The novels of Michael Sadleir are a case in point.
To the average novel - reader a stou L Michael



\ 1927 Sme teudencies f modern Fuglish poetry

Shave not come here today to make out a case fr
modern poetr. Neither have Icome to make out a
case against it. But we have been accustomed,
in ta past, to divide the poets raglely into turo
mari groupo, the Classical and the Romantic, and
to these tivo promps me are nos inclined to add
on a third, which we call the odern. lue
accept the addition, according to an temperamento,
with distaste, mistrust, and apprehension,
a with rebef, interest, and sympaths; but be
ou attetude what it may, the classification
has definitely taken its place in on critical

jargon. Now, nothing (no N. P.)

aa into the misto fabstraction, the anamps Ipseudo -
scientific terminology i toget on feet on to firm grouno,
ano discipline our ensula vocabulary in to mono -
" Mabic words of good concrete meaning. What have we,

then, as mins when we so glibly speak of the modern spirch?

Are we quite sure that an such thing existo? And if we
come to the conclusion that it sors crist, l, what charac-
téristics are me to define, ano recognise ih? These are
the questions which Dhave set myself to anonver, and lo
consides further lô what developments ni poetry such a
sperit man be expected to lead.

landscapemust however be confessen
afor the one band count we have lost upon anothe

Dawn unt was speaking of what many people conside
He loas to poetic diction; not f the reneout phrascolags

and halting metes which gratt upon
s o  m a n  e a r s .

Ot diction, - that is to song, y ite
texture y modern

surfac



fit be true tat each port has his urld, populated and
furnished a ta cateres better syphis a monsters) and
the olgicts this fancy, then no fast'

' book should be consi-

dered save in relation to his perines work, that a just
freciatin me, be formed, it ant, gie developerent o
his art of the grailt f his mind, but cho y the general
Moreopera propatin of lt strange region, his
p e c u l i a r  f r i t e  l a n d s c a l e  -  b r e a c t i o
messes  s t i n  Tha t  h ide  Chances  Th ro
auid f Shelle"Ho universe is his box otors, die
slecially flicate to bat hollerlay, for althnugh Shella's
tors are not her tons thang she neither teas the
Kamallel Kunder un Lauglist the shaking ghis
fing chain, tagh to elements, cis, fire, des pater,
are us the wisterial with stic her imagination Mous.
at the universe in fate of laps that eter du sittrest,
he wonder, oher ait a estarves, urine, serpents,
stella, Lahon, fishListirises, commerce, horses,
gentiano - le to her are romantic as estrandinary,
Actual and vivide en tha
evolutionans record of but lent. Never was hock so
exated aront the erowdis, ordinary copsation y
every day. She seems to have dinied he westent tak
No saval es more mari sue ta unusual - She
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