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JA PATENT INTELLEGTUAL%ROBO'I% OR CRITICAL-MACHINE.

"There 1s something distasteful about it (Elizabeth
and Essex): it marke so definitely the final
surrender of Elizabethan to Bloomsbury England."

Mfﬁ a
Edmund Wilson ,of Axels Castle).

There was once a had poet called Giough
Whom his friends did nothing but puff.
But the Publiec, though dull,

Ha& not quite such a skull

“Ag belonged‘to believers in Clough.
' (Swinburne) .

"




Such Notes as these are the rough matérial bf pampmlété, for they
are mostly Notes put down as a response to'attack, or to clear
up some persiétent migunderstanding. But what is a ‘pamphlet’,
as generally understood, but a political exercise, of one kind or
another? Therefofe‘in these articles I shall be found writing
mainly about politics. But they shall not be the "politics" of
those mirthless jokes still termed "politicians" for want of a
 better word - that odd class.df péfsons, whose photographs
repeatedly éppear, in prominent positions, in the daily newspaperé,
ggtting in and out‘of rellway trains, airpiatﬂ%ﬁ; and other forms
of conveyance - forvthey are always moving about - or grouped
in earnest close-ups(with, invariably, mountain'écenery in the
background)iin heart-to-heart talking-attitudessthose eminent old
mesgenger~-boys who spend their time between such gréat centres of
national "government" as London, Paris, or Berlin, on the one hand,
and such, by now, sinister-sounding Swiss citles as‘Lausanne,
Locarno, Gensva, Bale, on the othef. (What a disturbing role the
Rebublic of Switzerland is coming to . play in the contemporary”histor
of the earth..Soon there will be no town .of ahy size in itg breezy
cantons which has not bsen responsiblé for soﬁe ghastly
international jqker)

No, that sort of politics I should be sorry to have to say much

about: the less said the soonest ménded, say I.
sy Ty

(Eie politics I am about to canvass is what I have named f




_p_iitlcs of the intellect. It ig the politics of the Republic of
Eetters. And whatever else may be said agalnst it, there are no
Locarnos or Lausannes in that little universe. It still enjoys
pracﬂically feudal conditions, of open and unrelieved insecurity,.
Chronie banditry, baronial dictation, faction-fights, gang and guild
miz-ups, pfracy and the rest is a matter of routine with it. It does
not sget much of an example‘to the ordinary world, why blink the fact
But at least no one with any claim to be an "artist" is compelled
to affect to be anything but a plain thug; a drug-adiief,
garotter, == —g;;cutaburse. Indeed the faintest breath of suspicion
breathed however lightly against hisg %%%gfname is sufficient to
compromise him perhaps forevér.—- S0, although there are plenty of
good honest wars, there are at least no deadly crusadess No
'war-to-end-war? has blackened the annals of the universe of
I—Jolite letters's It is a rough world, yes, there's no gainsaying
thats But at least it aspires to nothing better. $Authors? or
critics do not get together once a month in.a Swiss hotel, with
a view to dismounting all their criiical batteries,_scrapping
bomb-carrying Pegasuses,‘abolisbing literary vendettas, or submittin
thelr disputes to arbitrationkreturnlng to their respective
capltals on each ocession with z=u fat commisgsions for further
afmaments,’and at least half-a ndozen fresh provacations to war,
Let us give the devil his due.
To be perfectly truthful, I do not‘much relish writing about
this sort of politiecs,either. But I amvreluctantly compelled to do
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go; otherwige I should not be allowed to write bboks at all - not !

books like Childermadd, Tarr, The Apes of God, The Wild Body, |

Snooty Bafonet. You ﬁrobably regard this ag & senéational

overstatement: which only shows how little you understand the world
I an writing about, or perhaps how 1ittks you want to understand 1t
Vo:‘today your artist# has to carry a gun, make no mistake as to ‘that

- or at least the most peaceful pen must be adapted for use ag a

455 lle

" a4 davelin. In consegaB®eg, to the casual observer, he must tend to

look more 1ike some irregular sort of somdiery, or a pilcturesque
gunman, tha$}a mere braln-worker or harmless craftsman, And the

truer artist he is, and the more intensely he pursues that calling

- (threatensd on every side in our mechanietic and bigebusiness

societyg - aMﬁ‘Bankers701ympus) the more he will look the free=-

booter or the bad-man or a dime-novg}J/What his inmost consciousness

may be full of 1s the elaborate attractiveness of Swiss Cottages
or fascine Churches, or say the bulbs of mochamedan or byzantine
bell-turrets, or some satlsfactdoy fragment of fisbladder window-
work. But what will be manifest upon his lips are the harsh accents
of party-warfare. The clamour of controversy will echo down his -
armour-plated pen or rattle in the pereussion of his typewriter,
hammering away like a machine-gun nest to resist some wholly
unnrovoked attacke. For how can he help “~himgelf? Eefore he can
retire into a suitable corner &a give himself up to contemplation
for half-an-hour, he must during at leasgt an hoursand-a-half,
occupy himself relentlessly in establishing a clearing around his
éggely artist's dwelling. This will take him from ahything up to
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ten times ag long as the period he 1is able &ver to secure to be
the artist 1n, or the philosopher, and»this is pot counting in the
time wasted in the breadw1nning affair,

"It is not, then)exactly/ love ﬁor this debased form of
literary eXercise that causeme to indulge in it. And I daresay,
If I am good at 1t, it is from exagperation with the sort of men, and
the sort of soclety, that cam find no place for the straight artist,
upon his own_terms, but rather condemms the 'artist%born" to
a2 life not unlike that of the prlmitive hunter and trapper. So if
you tell'me, for instance, uhat my pamphlets are »hastily»written',
I can but say of course: far more 'hasty‘ sometimes’than you.would
ever suppose. * do as 1itt1e 28 pogsible of that: and if you tell
me that I am an awfully good pamphleteer, on the other hand, and
you Jolly well wish I would not be an artist at all (because you
want to be that, perhans, who knows) - why, I can but reply that it
1s a good thing for "S%r me that I gz L 1 a pretty good pamphleteer:
otherwise I could never have been an artist of any sort at all,
and thaté a fact! I should have been a mute inglorious Wandham Lewis,
I am afraid, like g0 many other poor fellows who could not toss off
a,guick panphlet sufflciently to the p01nt and enough charged with
what ig termed ”Vitrlolio» matter. And this applies as much to being
a peinter, a8 to being a writer,,in this time, and in thisg place,.
James Machiel Whigtler, that "gentle master of all that is flippanﬁ
and fine in art, " almost too perfectly the very type of 'the artist,
had to keep a park of verbal artillery at the pretorian gate of hig

-embattled workshop, trained constantly towards"theénemy‘, in order
to secure for himself tne modicum of time he needed to paint his
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mama, or the rugged features of Thomas Carlyle.\Vhat & soclety to be

born into!.We are all goling savage, it is back to the jungle with |
usj And if you are an outéider with regard to fhe world of which I
am treating, do not run away with the notion that the artist lives
kn & sheltered Eldorado.’#e is - obviously, I should think - at
the ﬁercy of the law of the jungle. For the jungle is not the

place in which most good art has been produced.

e

Having to some extent, I hope, prepared the way for the sort
of "politics" in which I have to deal, we willv, wmi your permission,
go forwards: and attempt 6o surprise the enemy,Afirst, by a bit of
sharp fileld-work among the "gangs" - that is what I am engaged in
in this paper. Quite open talk about the literary "gangs" of
London prévailed a year or two ago. L1t has died down, bhut hot
because the "gangs" have ceased to exist. The best way to stifle a

scandal (if the gulilty parties are powerful enough to survive

exposure) is to expose 1t =0 fully that the will to protest
becomes exhamsted. So it has been with Staviskj, 80 it is with
minor abuses. All the principal book-gangsters having genially
referred to their racket in a hundred differeﬂt places, the subject
. was no longer referred to/ - an unhealthy situation! I beeak this
silenée,‘but for 2 special purpose. |

Dillinger, "shoofing his way to hell", is a figure of séhooiboy‘
romanée. &g much cannot be séid for the facketeer of the P.E.N.
St11l, the publicity given to the methods of those engaged 1n %the

mass-manufacture of books, while the spot-light functioned, enabled
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pecpie +0 ﬁefceive that gang-organisation 18 not éonfined to

the criminal glasseslsﬁ North America. And as_fo ”rackets’, it
oceurred to them (however little interest they may generally take
in the zﬁéhﬂ%%aés technics of such matters) that the good old
sleepy Tfollopian or early Wellsian Book-trade has imperceptibly
been turned intb a thoroughly up=-and-coming book-racket.

That "the puff" has always existed, and always must exist, where
written speech ocecurs, is plain enough. The'Puff is ag 0ld as the
hills. "Puff me, coleridge,' "Robert Southery exhorted that sage in
a letter dated‘February 1808; "If you love me, puff me! Puff a
couple of hundreds into my pocket!™ But that was an individualist

transaction. It was a private matter, between Southey and Coleridges

;f' sz S
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not a‘gang; oﬁ; the same thing;"a big-business affair. What we are

. constrained to discuss here is somethigg of an essentially different

complexion; though often conducted, in detail, upon the footing of

uncrganised,and irresponsible, pacts of mutual assistance, in the
) P

. . . : o/t'l/»-ntém_
disarming atmosphere of country-house orAclub.

But indeed the production of boéks has, for those daily engaged
in such'activities)lwng ago ceased to pretend to have anything to
do with that classical abstraction, "literature", or "letters".

A vook 1g a sort of pateﬁt—medicine - an aphrodisiaec, a tisane,
a prepafation of strychmine or solution of laughing=-gas - designed
"to keep a woman at baf%'for a day", as the trade-phrasegééééﬁ

Any more serious intention in a book, or anything that links it to

those fading, starry social systéms of the classical past‘(in which
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the 1dea of "art" or of "literature" was brought to bfrth and
snoblbishly fostéred) causes it to be labelied,?highbrow". It will
not keep the dreaded "Miss Modern" at bay for the interval of
time required - it will not keep her at bay at alll

Sof it has come to pass that in the most unexpected placesg
people are to be. encountered who are perfectly familiar with the
names and indeed nicknames of the more prominent 'gangs" in the
literary and artistic world. No young lady in.the.branches of a
Lending Library worth her salt but is not able to inform a
customer whether such and such a book, in additioh to being by an
author- who has got this, that, or thé other prize (Hawthornden,
Femina, etc), is a member of the fﬁloomsbury“ faction, or of some
other crowd, or a'mere free-lance with no gang-backing (but for all
that, she will whisver, not to be sniffed at - very hQL;E% "You
musn't always go by the notices in.the newspapersi") .

“At the time of the "book-géng" publicity, it was important,
it seemed to me)that gome imparﬁial, non-party man like myself

should come forward and supply a brief "Guide to the Gangs",

or something of the kind, slse the public (how could it help 1t?)
would be getting hold of the wrong end of the stick. It would be
detected atiributing Bloomsbury affiliations, let us say, to Mr,
Morgan of "The Fountain", or a RainbowdTavern-backing to, say

Mr, Peter Quennell; This was an obvious enough danger. And
everything that has occurred since that time has gone to show that

- T was right. It is perhaps not too late tobcorrect an. error or two,-

however.,
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The first thing for the lMan in thé Streét to realize, of course,
is that there arg'no éiggggg compartments in this intricate bbok-
éellingvgangdém bf ours. Yqu must be very careful how you use the
term “Bloomsbury® for ihstance. Yt 1s a most treacherous and often
misleading adjective, Often it ié used very injudiciously by
z&ﬁeriqan writers,for'instance - 1t was a éuite safe word ten
years ago (then no one outside London had so much as heard of it).
But today it is a term which requires great caution and wide
inside knowledge, 1f it 1s to be properly applied.

But let us plunge at once into the thick'of this imbroglio,
clippers in hand. = Is the present levitical oUtcroppihg of the -
Bloomsbury traditiop in Cambridge = I refer to the books and
magazines of the Leavis Gang - to be regarded as "Bloomsbury"?

Lot tfiot de awn firstgnestion .
aenalna sansé it =] certainly is. But the only trame-blue Bloomsburies
are the old original Bloomsburies - the Woolves, Keynes, Eellg
Stracheys, Rylands etc. With the death of Lytton Strachey, it's
founder and principal prophet, Bloomsbury'came to an end, in a
sense. It is Important to graép this elementary fact, to start

withe.

Where in an articléﬁl. *~§?Zéo in a London Weekly,

Mr, %ﬁmund Wilson refered to Lytton Strachey as a "high-voiced

Qlf Bloomsbury gossip, gloating over the scandals of the past",

he was really speaking of the last "Bloomebury" - in the zmsmsxtix
senge ﬁhat "the 1aét Crristian died on the Cross." But, before he
died, Lytton Strachey taught that high voice, those silences filled

with quivering suéceptibilities, that goggle-eyed gossipy




'gloating' over the faeces of the departed Great (anq)towards any

suspected of “Greatness? alive amongst us,an itch to unpick and

p
to pull down - %o suppress and to keep out) to a number of

people of various sorts and conditibns. And many wmore took a leaf
out of fhe Bloomsbury bookﬂ&hints éonducive to‘the best intellectual
deportment o They fréeely borrowed its stammers'and 1ts blinks - to
endow with é defensive veneer an otherwlse commonplace and perhaps

vulgar exterior. quomsbury'is dead: yet after a fashion Bloomsbury

lives. "Lytton Strachey's Study of Elizabeth" (in Elizabeth and

Egsex) wrote %r. Edmund Wilson,"... brings his character into
clearer focus, but thefe is something distasieful about it: it .
marks so definitely the final surrender of Elizabethan to Bloomsbury
Englandt!" ‘

It will he seen from the abbve.passage that Mr Wilson was regarding
the present England as a Bloomsbury England - at least I assume
that is what he meant. So, for this eminent American eritic, 1t
was the Bloomsbury wangjat the timgjzééﬁ%dﬁe)that dominated all
the other British gange. But perhaps Mr.¥ilson had in mind the
England of)say)six yéars ago. Certainly to&ay that would be trus
no 1ongér now was 1t sven at the tims of his article. Although
Bloomgbury hags Gueen (one rejoilcing in the name 6f Virginia - homage
to whom is regularly and promptly pald by & host of would-be
subjedts,'acknowled@ing her sway, whenever she publishe& a bodk
or booklst) yet,vwith the passing of the great original bearded

impersonification of all that was most Bloomsburyish, namely

Lytton Strachey, Bloomsbury England)it Was'fateq)must in it'é
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turn give Way to some other England. And that I think will be,
when 1t hés taken shape, an England which will not beaf the nanme
of any pafﬁicuiar gang. 1t may be much aike'cﬂicégo after the

fall of»Caponé. (By the way, which America was it thét capitulated
to the Americé of Bdmund Wilson - Nathan -~ of Max Eéstman and

Lopone
of Michael Gold - to leavo E=== out of the picture for once?

Wasgs 1t the America of the origin&l pioneers, of the Conguistadores,
or.what? I have often inténded to ask some American friend of
mine what 1t 1s the Amesrican looks back to as "the Spacious Days"

T dlsesv e

- Who was the 2lizabeth of Merilson s Virginia).

Well, what has been happening for half a decade to Bloomsbury has
baenéégfr numbers of offshoots, or colonies, have been coming into
b@ing many of which no longer curtsey to the present Queen of
Bloomsbury even, and indeed affect a measure of complste detachment.
They have borrowed all the tricks,‘but evade all the old
responsibilities, I could not possibly enumerate for the enquiring

reader all these various Bloomsburvizing. or merely Bloomsburyish,

phalansteries and sects. This 1s not really a sketch for a guide-

v. book though = I perhaps was a 1ittlé misleading at the outset. I
never even contemplated,_at the height of the . gang-talk, 2 true
description of the literary "gangs" of London e Bven if I knew them
which I do not, I would not have taken an such a job. My oblect hers
is mereiy to provide a little information which may prove useful

to the daring lone-hand reporter who shall eventually undertake

to compile a much-needed Béedeker and to the student of literary

higtory, with regard to one gang only, nothing more,
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Now in tﬁé Tirst instance Bloqmsbury wa g juét the families of
Stracheys, Stephens, Frys, Keyneses, and Bells, who were established
in the West Central districf east of the Tottenham Court Road.
Leslie Sfephens wag a distinghished Vietorian jcurnalist; and ‘the
Stracheys a big fémily Gf.Anglo-Indiah officials = ThomaS~Carlyle
in his Reminiscences has some delightful pages showing fhe
Stracheyg of the day in a sort of super-suburban splendour on the
confinesg of the cilty. Roger Fry was the member of a Quaker family
eminent in the chocolate and cocoa industry., Trese successful
victorian journal{sts, anglééndian officilals and chocolate-kinés
. enabled the briginal "Bloomsburies" to come to‘flower, to bloom in
that "Only Yesterday" which Mr.T.S.Eliot neatly described as a
"dustxkandle-end of Time" - to exist in a backwater, in moddée

-
affluence, above the melee, in the peaceful garden=-squaresg of

Victovian’Bloomsburfr all in little 'rooms of their own"®.

There is nothing to add to these names, except‘pefh&ps to isolate
Bell, in the mind's eye, in retrospeét - & hearty figure of greatl
} loqyacity, noilsily bursting into the charmed.circle, equipped with
“du poignon" {to be thoroughly vulgar and refer'tb-the économic#
basis of all things in this world, and_aléo to Venture to employ
the 1anguége of that gentleman's predilection) - the "Clive" who

became the less gerious of the twoMofficial-art-c&itiés»of the
circle ("Roger" the otheﬁ). That ig all that>"Blobmsbury" amounted

' to, with Duncan Yrant as the painter~byuaﬁpointmént, darling of the
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of two art-critics of the circus; and

then the founder of the publishingbusiness, The Hogarth Press, and

‘hugband of Virginia Woolf. The numerous Bloomsburizing factions, thke

new biood, which has been gathersd vaguely under this appellation
'since.the War, has not even the genuine briginal Bloomsbury
Sfﬁtus bf Arﬁhur Whaléy,'who, whethgnyholeheartedly accepted and
inéorporated;or_not,before the War, at least is able to date his
super-Bloomsbury manner from the days of the great flourishing of
this peculiar gect - a sort of off-shoot of the "Nineties", due to
the organiszing ability and personal ambition of a single person,
Lytton Strachey. | »

The Hogartﬂ Press and the publighing house of Chatto and;Wlndss

have been the two official outlets :for Bloomsbury. Literary smbition.

- The Nation wag their official organ, with Keynes as proprietor:

and Desmond Macarthy has always been the publicist most closely
A .

connected with their interests. Their organization in the Press

(that_is the number of newspapers, reviews, or columns they could

rely upon for not necessarily very critical, but for very fervent

support) was really remarkable%;
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Thpse are the gare facts of the case merely; and the heart of
bhe Bloomsbury mjstery 1s not to be sought in these bare facts. For
the combinsd origlnal talent of the founders of "Bloomsbury
was of a volume and quality that was to say the least modest and
on the thin side: thelr worldly goods were not of Sush an imposing
order, it seems, as to suggest ﬁhaf 8 solution for the riddle of

their sﬁccess is to be looked for entirely in their bank-balances

(though in a time where art has no patural outlet, money an artist
must have). So where ﬁas it, ‘in fact, tb be sought? A definition of
that would be a really valuable contribution &8 contemporary
literary history. And, provided with tha definition of the secret of
the original Bloomsbury auccess,bit would then be possgible, and’
very useful, to track the expansion of this popular recipe of

the select, outwards into the more general fields of its activitye.

Mwww
For)really, & sort of patent intellectual-man was 1nvented by the

ingenious Mr.Lytton Strachey. He built up in hig pallid laboratory
& kind of shrinking, simpering, stammering, blinklng, wide-eyed
and moist-lipped robot. That was Model NoeTo That is of no use at

/mft fﬂ/A’dJ 5ccavh€
all todayes It has been modlfied) =3, something almost normal. But

- the original eccentric structure 1g still apparent. It peeps through

every fresh bowdlerisation, now very ghostly, but still intact.

- But - and this is mj E==g=mmk argument - nothiné:%hevworld cduld
be more dissimilar af heart than the original(ﬂloomsburyz Sﬁraéhey,
and the group-type of 5Bloomsburf}, Model 1934 . And that model, 1its

purposes and its pretentions, is what T will scrutinizg {ite

Pl O g roarnA 3 Mo el H . ) & X i
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favourite word 1s "Scrutiny" it affects to "scrutinize" with a lofty

detachment, everything, by right of this spoof patent) in my next

‘gection.
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The last shapber, closed with a promise to "serutinize! the
pretentious purveyors of 'Serutinies.' But these are small and

rather impalpable fry - true filter-passers, to borrow an image

from the neighbouring sciende of bacteriology. I would not on

- acceunt of their insignificant scale give them the go=by, bel1eve
me, I am thorougnly embued w1th the spirit of bacteriological
research ==I do not regard the blg-game hunter as a better man
than Pasteur, in fine:ﬂﬁor do I tend - as I cannot help remarking
is the case With most people - to underrate the deadly power

of humbers,of low-grade organisms. And-to-day we are dealing
always with numbers - quantity, not quality, with mechanised
sub-men rather than bersons. And this holds true’in the field of
intellect as much as elsewhere.

But people will +take some time to get used to thisvnovel
technique, as applied to qen, not bacilléa They accept the reports
from fhe laboratory and clinic: but they still persist in
thinking in individuslist terms, Wifen dealing with human
aggregates. As they accebt as important those robots of. the great
financial interest aﬁ our Banker's hepubllc - Macdonald,
Cémberlain, Tnomas, Churchill (otherwise Would it be worth
Mr.David Low59r Mr Auden's while to 1avish.their facile satirie
bowers upon such palpable dummies;}-for whom you would have
thought that no one to-day would still be found to pay a penny,to
see the stuffing knocked out af all over‘again - mohotonously, time
after time) so they persist in believeng that everything that hﬁ@@m.
happeng to them is'the result of the personal failﬁre, or personal

malevolence, of something advertized asbove life-size upon every
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hoarding - something that they.can see, Yet, would they only appl
the lessons of b;Zeriology 1o politicé, they would be far nearer
the truth. o |

And my critical microscope would tell them far more of what
.is goihg on inside thelr heads, as & result of infectlion by |

virulent human-toXingﬁ

.
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t%an, I say it in all modestiy, any orthodox textbook they may
consult is likely to do.

"Returning to the filter=-passers of sub-Eloomsbury{ it will
be essential to descend into thé‘intelleotual slﬁms, and to
pick our wa& about in‘tortuus side-streets that are none too cican.

If you are'prepared for squalor, let us proceed! I am not supplying

, —TDoes ol lmivehe £'5

a full-dress analysis of "Bloomsbury" here. Buty for the benafit of
the foreigner;-Bloomsbﬁry is merely a digtrict of London, Englandu;%)
like Greenwick Village or ~the Montparnasse Quarter in Paris. The
London wards Whose.names are associated with art and letters are two

Ghelsea and Bloomsbury. The former stands for what is ‘here called
'"plack and white art' anélis the quarter where the Royal Academy
artists live - walking up annually in grey top hats to the r{oyal
Garden Party. The latter stands for the dilletante literary author,
the particular type that English 1ife threw up in succession to the
'"Nineties' - and 1t is, I am convinced, the last effort in that
kind of futility on the part of England. The Engllsb man has chavgéd
very much, since England experienced the pang of that discreditable
parturition. '

If "Bloomsbury England hag vanquished Elizabethan England" once

T wwm;ufv%meou‘4@46¢Ak5;éaéxﬁ
and for all, ag Solessm—reeetd, 1t 1s now dying its22f with the

digintegration of its original founders. Fhe next stage will be &
/h e %%Hv/ﬁ&a
universal Et=5k=h healthy disintegration and chaosg=- which 1f

anything will be a bit more like Elizabeth, than Victoria or
Virginia « we can but hope for the best.

{ .
"Bloomsbury" 1s a name which would never have been heard of
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by the outer world if>Lytton trachey had not lived and died - 1t would
‘ allened Mz Sun's Cowrses L
not have ﬁ@ﬁmyasgﬁ_but this is a matter of history. Now about
elght or nine years ago & few (a’dozen or more) writers took up
their quarters in Bloomsbury: and although they certainly would
never have received a patent from the Very_particUlar 'Lyttonb

. ' ) 4
’ (énd ha? never set eyes on him or-any other sommite of old Bloomsbq%zﬁﬁ
ﬁﬁZ?wﬂéﬁthey did let tﬁemselves be known - I will not say'gave themselves

out - to ah inatﬂentive and notewat-all-particular world, as.
¥Bloomsburies.” It was an upstrzewt usurpation: but it was of
such a sQualid and unworthy type that no one of the inner ring
of the true-blues, among the mele and female bluestovkings of
this execlusive liter&ry céﬁéwle, took any notice of the impudent
misnomer at the time. indeed;ﬁhey could not. iechnically, any cmnc
of the ten thousand householders in whose midst they dwelt}might,
had it occurred to them to db 80, have described themsziwss
. . - ek 4 s . % éﬁiﬁf?kézazn&z;h7&%zé
4,Yifﬁﬁ22922§32u71zﬁﬁgiiig}Ctlon ag "Bloomsburies,” Z==rm=t=
little infiltration, this handful of emigrants = this careless
use in the Press ahd in literary magézines of thevjealously-‘
guarded terminologyznwas the first blot on the scutcheon, And
indequg%oved to be the beginning of the end. After that almost
any Australian bushranger or sundowner, with a strepitant
intonation to awaken the dead and scandalise Seven Dialqg‘any
provineial Jdew (who had not been to‘Etoﬂ, but had bnly been

polished up in a Putney night-class) who cared to rent a room

for a pound a week in the W.C. district, and put a comic
degseription of a sporting event or a Power-house into bad blank




18 A

verse, and dréés untidily in what then were called 'Oxford bags',
gould becéméda Bloomsburyﬁ. :

It was soonvbuﬁzgvident to everybody who really cared, that’
Bloomgbury was no longer Bloomgbury., A pubiic house called
"The Plough" perhaps géve the couﬁ de grace to all this delicate

lavender



-gcented 1eg=nd. No se_f-respectlng person any longer Wanted to

‘be known as "a Bloomsbury All the advertlsementfvalue of that
title Went out of it at a breath. - It is impossibie to speculate
as bo what passed within the troubled conscilousness ofbthe girlesh
and bearded patriarch, Strachey - and it Would not I‘suppose

be proper Mg so much as to suggest that anything passed at all

in the mind of the lady to whom I have referred as the Queen of
Bloomsbury. But, however this may be, "Bloomsbury" as "Bloomsbury"
faded:into the 1ight ofjgg;gén day indesd. And shortly afterwards
it's Tounder appropriately died. The dream of domination in a

teé cup was over. The war had déne alllthis to Bloomsbury, who

can doubt it, as i1t had done so many other.things,‘both wicked and
charibable. | | |

€, Bloomsbur&% more or less 9

Zrccd Becone
whether they 11ved in Bloomsbury or not @’1t == merely another

But now that everybody was

way of saying, rather nicely, "high brow")# a new development
occurred g/%lmost before the onlockers were aware of it, a new

something was there. Groups of little brain-trusts had formed

an offensive alllance. Thelr banner was, undoubtedly, the old
AfyZZ?‘y Nomn spicle &%c
battered standardjwool—worked e e ,

'Lytton'.

Amongst all‘the great crowd of “Bloomsburies“ a certain
restricted number had perhaps been at Cambridge (Cambfidge and
“Blobmsbury“ are indigsolubly wedded as expressions, for the
purposes bf the careful historianibetween that university and the

WiCe district there has always been the closest connection -

&




it would have beeﬁ impossibie to predict of any young man who
formerly went up to Cambriggethat he would ‘not become "a Bloomsbury'
béfbre‘he wa.g through§;and somevwére presentéd'at courﬁZéintroduced
to thé;ﬁ??é and queen}. If I said that thege persons were not éf the
same fine and moondipped chinéware'as was exacted by the first
founders, I should indeed be.absurdly understating the case! ‘they
were, and_are, néthing, if you understand me; in fact of such a
wretched and shoddy order that I can quite imagine the unfortunate
Lytton just giving up the ghost in extreme disgust, and determining
to pass out of this world inio & better, since such a parody of

what he had intended had noWpar le temos gui court (and how it ran

, wnd pounlenasced s
to be accepte@A.as in some sort followers of his fastidious

original cult.

This historical sketch has, I fear, occupied a good deal of space,
and I must now hasten to the déﬁouement..gtrachey had, as I begén
by saying, put on the market a patent, a receipt, rather, ,

: a yoBal
guaranteed to produce a very pagsable highbrow robot; (who could
affect all the oﬁtWard mannerisms of a super-gensitive artist«
nature, without however being able io do anything at all - in the
matter of art s Indeed it was essential that he should not do
anything in that 1iné, for that would be to descend into the
disgusting pupping and spawning state of the "creative" person, or
the extremely vulgar perspirational state of mind and body of the
mere efficlent executantg%hnd ényway he wasg a robot! (This 1a§t

stipulation made 1t far easier to guarantee success) .«

This was however put on the market by Strachey only in the

sense that, in the process of advertising - and Bloomsburies have
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shrinking away but at the same time greedlly creeping forward)—
_ in the course of thig busy self%advertlsement their methods of
initiation and thelr code of aesthetic behaviour became Wldely-'
known and talked abouto And T am acquainted personally with severa
'gentlemen ( whom I could name if I wished) who without ever having
been admitted te,'or evenAputeup for;'Bloomsbury: have to '
perfection the stammering and halting, blinking and blushing
habits of a B. to the manner—born.

But what is old- ﬁashlonedjto be like that: these externals,
go important in the pre-war model, are today neglected. What is

there left? Simply the time-honoured technique of social super-

iority, but put to the uses of intellectual suyeriority% To be

gocially-snobbish about the possession of taste: to be socially-

snobbish (and demonstrating it in the manner that some snobbish

Fo i Z
victorianhwoﬁ{d affect to convey hls soclal eminence) about
being "a genius" - that would seem, at first sight, a rather

complex eperatiqn. Yet it was that that the robot imagined by
Sftachey performed, it was one of the first mechanical tests.
But that vghot-sneer ig, physically, no longer present - not

even that ig left. Only the sneer in the mind, as it were, remalin

The original typical tza-party in the etill—victorian surrounding:
was, again, an extremely sentimental affair. These ladies and
gentlemen had the minds of schoolchildren - and asg they had
stepped into the shoes of the "Naubnglenetles , they were of

course naughty schoolchildvens They played ®F being "geniuses" wit

_each other. But it was a tremulously exciting impersonation: Ipr

the "Genius" aimed at was the heavily-sentimental and perfectly




